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A funny thing happened on the way to the divoraarco.

Supermodel Flora Johnson is the "Angel Girl," theef of a new
makeup campaign. The cosmetics company has insstesbme
tough clauses in her contract: no sex, no scanualdafinitely no
husband.... Unfortunately Flora has never actugdly around to
divorcing Ross Whitney...and the photo shoot isn@glplace on his
Caribbean island! Paradise isn't big enough fobthth of them. Can
Flora persuade her ex-husband-to-be to keep themiriage secret?

Difficult, when all Ross wants to do is relive thest moments of
their marriage...in bed!



PROLOGUE

'IT s BEENreally great talking to you, Brad. Good luck wytbur next
film—I hear it's going to be a smash hit!"

The auburn-haired reporter gave the young film athrlliant smile
before swirling around to face the TV camera.

'‘Wow! It's certainly a fantastic party going on éefollowing the
Oscar ceremony,' she continued, her voice almasitiliess with
excitement. 'I'm hoping to have a word later wibtimg of the really
fantastic, meganegafilm stars here tonight. But first I'd like you to
meet the man who gets my own personal vote fourilkhof the
month". Yes, folks, it's the winner of the Oscarr f8est
Screenplay.Duncan Ross!

The camera swung around to focus on a tall, brelaodldered figure
as the reporter hurried to his side, quickly thngsa microphone up
towards his tanned face.

'Of course, just abowveryonenas read your exciting, action-packet
novels. Which is why I'nsothrilled to meet you tonight,' she gushec
an eager smile on her lips as she gazed up aatidsbme features of
the dark-haired man towering over her diminutivgufe. 'I'm
definitely one of your greatest fans!'

'Er...thank you," he muttered, clearly uncomfotallt suddenly
finding himself in the spotlight.

'I'm told your latest book& Time to Live—A Time to Dieas been on
the New York bestseller list for die past twelveaks?'

'Yes.'

'‘And you must be over the moon at having won an a®s
tonight...right?'



He shrugged. 'Yes, | suppose so.'

"But, | bet you never imagined that the film of ydaook. Fear No
Evil, would completely sweep the board?'

‘No...er...no, | didn't," he muttered tersely.

'‘Hey, come on! I've heard all about the famousi®riteserve, and |
can see that you're definitely a modest kinda &uy, let's try and
loosen up here, OK?' the reporter urged, clearlygsting to inject
some pizzazz into her interview with such an obsipuaciturn and
tight-lipped man. 'l mean, it's definitely unusé@d a film to win so
many Oscars, right?'

He raised a dark, quizzical eyebrow before givirgief shrug of his
broad shoulders. 'l know virtually nothing about thast history of
these awards.’

'OK..." She sighed, quickly glancing down at thgplmard in her
hand. 'Well, how do you feel about the prize fosB&ctress going to
the lovely Lois Shelton? | hear that the two of wpentquite some

time together on location!'

'‘Oh, really...?" he drawled coldly. ‘Maybe you ddofind better
things to do with your time other than listeningdle, foolish gossip.'

'Whoops! | guess that's puoiein my place!' The reporter gave a shril
peal of hollow laughter as he gazed stonily dowheat 'Well—it's
been aeal pleasure talking to you,' she cooed through gritéeth,
before turning to give the camera a wide smiled'Aow, ladies and
gentlemen, let's meet some more of the wondestihderfulpeople
here tonight. But first, a word from our sponsbr...

With a deft flick of the remote control, Marty Golerg switched off
the video recording.



'‘Quite frankly, I've seen better interviews in pitdark, under water!
he announced, swivelling around in his chair tefdee man sitting
on the other side of the desk. "You're going toehavdo a lot better
than that in the future, Ross.wholelot better!

Ross Duncan Whitney gazed silently at his literagent for a
moment, before giving a dismissive shrug of hisabdr@houlders.
"You know how | loathe all that Hollywood razzmataAnd | can't
stand stupid, empty- headed women. Especially oagldng
impertinent questions about my private life," hdetigrimly.

'So, who cares about the girl's 1Q?" Marty demandeskasperated

tones. 'That reporter was only doing her job. Arekides, she's quite
right. You're going to have to learn to loosen djitie and face the

fact that you no longer have much of a private lfecause winning

the Oscar has made you "News"—whether you like rtad.’

'OK...OK, I've got the message.' Ross sighed,gisinhis feet and
strolling over to gaze out of the large plate glassdow at the
skyline of New York city. "So, where do we go frdrare?'

'‘Well, your "Duncan Ross" books are continuing &l ke hot
cakes. What's more—thanks to the Oscar— we cammaolther zero
to the sum offered by the publishers for your reaxitract. So, all in
all, I'd say that you're now\geryrich man!'

Ross turned to grin at his agent. 'I'm not likelgomplain about that.'

'l should hope not!" Marty laughed. 'Adéfinitelynot when you see
the terms I've managed to screw out of the film gany for the
rights on your latest book,' he added, tossingck tiheavy contract
onto the desk in front of him.

‘They'll have to find some other writer to do tltaptation, because
I'm nevergoing to write another screenplay,' Ross annougaedy.
'In fact, rather than have to put up with any mof¢hose neurotic



Hollywood film-makers, I'd prefer to spend the redt my life
working down a Siberian salt mine!’

The older man gave a deep chuckle of laughter. 'OKeekon it's
now my turn to say that I've got the message. $atare your plans
for the next six months? Will you be returning tatt Caribbean
island of yours?'

'Yes, | think so. Especially since | want to get tfext book to you as
soon as possible.'

'OK, that sounds fine. There is just one thinghe agent paused for
a moment, gazing at the tall, dark figure of thearmace again clearly
buried in thought as he stared out of the window.

Powerfully built, his body all lean muscle and sinith a mind to
match his physical perfection, Ross was certainlyaaly's fool. And
Marty wasn't looking forward to getting the brudifi4som such a
very hard, tough man—who was perfectly capablenoitalating a
guy with just one scathing glance from those ddep byes beneath
their heavy lids. There was no way, for instanbaf he would have
made the mistake of asking Ross about his romante lwois
Shelton—a subject which was clearly off-limits as &s his client
was concerned.,

'l wonder..." Marty cleared his throat. 'l wondéryou'd do me a
favour?'

'Sure. What is it?'

‘Well, I'm really asking for your help on behalf mofy wife. | like to
try and keep her happy, and...’

'Oh, Marty!" Ross grinned and shook his dark hadigr twenty-five
years of marriage, and despite all his friend€ diarnings, the small,
tubby agent had insisted on divorcing his wife tarm a blonde



bimbo young enough to be his own daughter. 'Igsheg you a hard
time?'

‘Yeah, you could say that,’ the agent muttered,d@dng—as he'd
done so often lately—whether possessing a 'tropifi was all it
was cracked up to be. '‘But the favour is reallyniyrwife's brother,
Bernie Schwartz. He's a real whiz-kid, and earmiigs of dough
with that cosmetic company he joined a few years'ag

'‘So—what's the problem?’

'‘Well, itisn't exactly a problem, as such. More fact that Bernie has
put together a spectacular advertising campaigreiwligo my wife
tells me, is likely to get him a seat on the bo&hdfortunately, with
everything all set for "go", there's been some [@mwbwith the
proposed location.' Marty shrugged. 'To put it inwashell, Bernie
needs to find a small, virtually uninhabited island the
Caribbean—and as quickly as possible.'

'Hold it!" Ross gave a grim laugh. 'l hope you'oé suggesting that he
uses Buccaneer Island?"

'‘Aw...come on, Ross—it wouldn't be for more thamesek. And just
think about all those sexy young model girls, skigpalong the
beach with hardly a stitch on. You'd love it!'

'‘Oh, no, | wouldn't!" Ross growled, turning awagrrthe window to
pace up and down the room. 'l was once marriedastdaon model,
so | know what I'm talking about. Believe me, a elorain,
egotistical, selfish bunch of people would be Hartind.’

'‘Hey—wait until you see the girl who's been chosepromote the
new line of cosmetics.' Marty grinned, ignoring lkigent's rough
words as he spread some large photographs on ske'Bernie says
that she's absolutely gorgeous. According to hima,lsoks just like a
Botticelli angel! What do you think?"



Ross gave a heavy sigh as he stopped pacing anie $awards the
desk. 'l think both you and your brother-in-law tegur heads
examined,' he muttered, picking up one of the pgstuAnd why you
should imagine I'd want my quiet, peaceful islandhéd into a
damned circus, or have to—' He broke off, his braivawing

together in a sharp frown as he gazed down atldssygprint.

‘Nice, huh...?" The older man gave a deep chucklaughter. 'l
wouldn't mind spending a few days on a desert dsharth that
particular girl"

‘What's her name?' Ross demanded curtly, carryiagohotograph
over to the window to study it more closely.

Marty shrugged. 'l don't know anything about heept that, like
you, she's British—and Bernie clearly thinks stieesbest thing since
sliced bread!

There was a long silence as Ross continued to stedyicture in his
hand. "You say that your brother-in- law only watotsise my island
for a week?' he said at last.

‘Yeah—maybe even less,’ Marty assured him quickwn top of
which, he's more than willing to pay a large fee.'

‘Well...if it's only going to be for a few days,suppose Icould
probably help him out..." Ross drawled slowly.

'‘Great! And, there's no reason for you to get imedlwith all the
shenanigans if you don't want to. All you have ¢agito take off on
your yacht, or whatever, and leave them to it.'

'‘No." Ross shook his dark head. 'Unfortunately,stimall number of
staff on the island would never be able to coptheir own. Besides,'
he added with a grim bark of sardonic laughterokeefabruptly
tossing the photograph back down onto the desk,B8ginning to



think that this little idea of Bernie's might prowe be very
interesting, after alVeryinteresting indeed!’



CHAPTER ONE

'‘JUST remember—this is a contract to die for! Theretaredreds of
gorgeous-looking models who'd give their eye tdetha chance to
be the new Angel Girl. So, whatever happeatm®'t mess up what
could be the last chance to resurrect your career.'

Flora Johnson sighed, her lips tightening with appnsion as she
recalled the words of her agent, Meredith Taylbtha end of their
celebratory lunch just over a month ago. Turningtése blindly out
of the small window of the aeroplane, she barelyced the white
clouds or the sparkling, azure sky.

Exactly why she should be apprehensive about the job which |
ahead of her, she had absolutely no idea. Themaesk®o sane,
sensible reason for her faint, vague feelings sfjuiet and unease.
She was obviously being ridiculous, and it was tisme pulled
herself together, she told herself firmly. Anyonlkeomvasn't looking
forward, with one hundred percent enthusiasm, joyarg the warm
sandy beaches, blue seas and brilliant sunshinbdeofCaribbean
clearly needed their head examined!

‘You've simply got to read this book, Flora. Itsalutelyterrific!'

'‘Hmm...?" Flora turned to face the plump, sandyelagirl sitting in
the seat beside her.

Georgie held up the book for her inspection. tittsvery latest novel
by Duncan Ross. Quite honestly, | hardly got a waflsleep last
night!" she added enthusiastically. 'les exciting that | simply
couldn't put it down. I'm on the last chapter,'8dend it to you when
I'm finished. | know you're going to love it.'

'l doubt it!" Flora muttered, grimacing at the gdigif the book's
dramatic, vividly coloured dust-jacket— mainly feahg a
gruesome, evil-looking dagger dripping with blo6kb tell you the



truth, | really don't care for those sort of "aatiman" type of books,
which | reckon are mostly written for overgrown solboys.’

‘You're quite wrong—it's not that sort of book #t' #he other girl
protested.

Flora merely smiled and shook her head. 'We'veagluing flight
ahead of us. So I think I'll just try and catchampsome beauty sleep.

'‘Come off it!" Georgie gave a hoot of wry laughtgaizing enviously
at the thick cloud of tightly curled blonde hairddpeautiful features
of the slim girl now reclining in the seat besider.HAs far as | can
see, you need more beauty sleep about as mudhasefd bicycles!

‘Thanks for the vote of confidence." Flora grinnéefore
determinedly closing her eyes against any furtbewersation.

In fact, following the late photographic sessiost lsght and an early
dash to the airport this morning, she realigsfeeling a bit sleepy.
The steady rhythmic background hum of the plane(gnes wasn't
helping, of course—nor her deep, comfortable se#te First Class
section of the aircraft, which was positively en@ging her to nod
off.

And that, now she came to think about it, probatdgn't such a bad
idea after all. She knew, from past experiencet the dry,
pressurised air in the cabin was likely to playdawith the texture
of her fine, delicate skin. Besides, if she madentisstake of drinking
any alcohol during the flight she would undoubtefihd herself
arriving at Antigua for their onward flight to a athprivate island
looking thoroughly tired and washed out.

Not that it would normally matter, of course. Mos$tthe passengers
on the plane were anticipating a well- earned xmetaholiday in the
sun, well away from the stress and strain of evagyyde. So it didn't
matter a hoot how weary or crumpled they appeandteir arrival in



the Caribbean. Unfortunatelghewas expected to walk down the
steps of the aircraft looking a million dollars—aaltiready to grace
the pages of high-fashion magazines.

So, while she appreciated Georgie's kind remarksutather
looks—which amounted to nothing more than a udefll as far as
her working life was concerned— Flora knew thatdtreer girl could
have no idea of the problems which might lie ah&bt.of the many
difficulties she'd had to face in the past.

Up until just over a year ago, Flora had enjoyedery successful
career as a top fashion and photographic modehifgahuge sums
of money, and accustomed to a highly luxurious whjife, she'd
foolishly given little thought to such boring, mware matters as
health insurance, or the need to save money faing day.

Which only went to showust how much of an idiot she'd been!
Because, following that horrendous car accidentchivhad resulted
in a long stay in hospital and an even longer clasegnce, she'd not
only found herself flat broke—but, with no worksight, it had also
looked as if her career was on the skids as well.

In fact, what she'd have done without her agerg, lsdd no idea.
Meredith Taylor, who'd been virtually a mother-figito Flora ever
since she'd run away from home seeking the brightd of London
at the tender age of sixteen, had done her bestoher fears.

'So, OK—you've been out of the action for some tiB it's not the
end of the world,' the older woman had told hemky. 'Just be
patient. Once the word gets around that you'relayai for work
again, I'm sure the jobs will flood in.’

However for Flora, now aged twenty-six and only ve&ll aware of
the many fresh, beautiful young girls who were @esfely keen to
take her place—both on the catwalk and in fronthef cameras of



world-famous photographers—it had been a nervekamgcfew
months. With her phone remaining ominously silehe had almost
given up hope oéverworking again when she'd received an urge
call from Meredith with the news that a very lard@enerican
company were desperately looking for a fresh fac&@tnch their
new line of cosmetics.

'‘Get yourself over there as fast as possible," Merdhad told her

urgently, quickly rattling off an address in MayfdACE Cosmetics

are up against a heavy deadline, so | reckon thargbod chance of
you getting the job. But they'll insist on you bgias pure as the
driven snow,' she'd warned, before explaining thatmodel who'd

originally gained the three-year, multi- milliondthr contract had

just been sacked following unfortunate reporta Press regarding
the girl's private life.

‘Too many riotous, drug-related late-night partre8ad Company,’
the older woman had added succinctly. 'So, justensake you come
over as squeaky clean. And no mention of your oniafriage to that
awful man. Right?'

‘Er...right,’ Flora had muttered, guiltily suppriegsthe fact that
despite Meredith's strong advice she'd never, somgehuite got
around to arranging a divorce from her husband,mvisbe hadn't
seen for almost six years.

Successfully gaining the job, and almost light-feshdith relief at

the thought of finally having solved her pressimghcial problems,

she hadn't taken any particular notice of Meresiglage advice. But
over the past few weeks she'd come to realisddrdtiture prospects
might not be quite so rosy after all.

'You might have warned me about that simalyful woman!" she'd
moaned down the phone to her agent. 'l thouglatl&hdy met most
of the fierce, hard-as-nails ladies in this bussn&ut | bet anything



you like that Claudia Davidson turns out to be asadute night-
mare!’

'‘What on earth are you talking about? I've nevel &ray problems
with Claudia.'

'‘Well...lucky old you—because she scared me rigittifa retorted
grimly. 'I'd hardly entered her glamorous, ultragiem office to sign
the contract when she announced that | was pdsitive lastperson
she'd have chosen for the job. And, she seemeatdkéagreat pleasure
In pointing out that | was only picked because Mh®artz, the
American marketing director of ACE Cosmetics, refliso accept
any of the other girls she'd got lined up and tesison me being
given the job.'

'‘Well, if you've got the head honcho rooting foruylocan't see that
you've got too many problems,' Meredith had respdrabothingly.

'Yes, but...'

'‘Even if you don't particularly like Claudia,’ thether woman
continued firmly, 'she was amazingly successfudraating a totally
new, up-market image for the Elegance Fashion Grovpich is

why, | heard, she was headhunted last year by AG&MEtics to
completely revamp and promote their products fimiagor assault on
the European market. And, in. any case,' Mereditted, 'I'm sure
you'll find that her bark is far worse than heebit

'l should be so lucky!" Flora had ground out glunidgfore putting
down the phone.

It wasn't just the fact that she and the glamorbigh-powered PR
executive in charge of promoting the cosmetic camgjzanew line
had taken an instant dislike to one another—althdbgt was likely
to mean a difficult working relationship—but Claaddavidson had
also beerveryexplicit regarding Flora's new contract.



'l don't want there to be any misunderstandinggaur part,’ she'd
told Flora with an icy smile, her voice carryinglaar warning note
of threat and menace.

'‘As you've seen, your contract stipulates a ydadak clause—with
no obligation for the company to explain its reastor dispensing
with your services. On top of which, you must notept any other
work. So, don't let me catch you modelling for asfyyour old

photographer friends—even if you're giving yourvesss for free.
Because I'll have you out on your ear so fast,won't know what's
hit you!" she'd added grimly, with what Flora hawhsidered to be
guite unnecessary relish.

‘The same goes for the fact that we require yaermain single,' the
awful woman had continued relentlessly. 'A stealbng-term
boyfriend is acceptable, of course. However, sitice whole
emphasis of the campaign to promote the new Angélh@l be on
her misty, pure and ethereal qualities, we arestimgj that your
private life must be as clean as a whistle. Dokemayself absolutely
clear?'

'‘Oh, yes—absolutely!" Flora had agreed ferventdy, lands shaking
slightly as she signed away her life for the nare¢ years.

After all, as she'd consoled herself later, shenwékely to have too
many problems with most of the clauses in her naviract. Her only
regular escort, John Macdonald was a very wealtiny highly
respectable merchant banker. And she could sesasom why either
Claudia or the cosmetic company should ever fint tbat she
was—in name only, of course—still a married woman.

However, as she now turned to gaze across theatticabin, to
where Claudia was sitting beside her principalsasst, Helen Todd,
Flora couldn't help feeling slightly apprehensikelen, who to all
intents and purposes appeared to be a clone ofli@dlaand dressed in



the same bandbox-fresh, high-fashion resort weaheassenior
colleague, wasn't perhapmpiite so frightening. But there was no
doubt that together they made a formidable team.

Only Georgie Wilson, a general dogsbody and 'goveno’'d been
seconded from the cosmetic company to look afteraklseemed in
any way a normal person. It was Georgie, for instanvho'd
informed Flora that everyone in the company wasiea of Claudia
Davidson.

'‘She's aeally scary lady,' Georgie had confided earlier thismray
as they'd checked in their baggage at Heathrowoftirpdding with a
nervous giggle, 'I'm told that a lot of people e ffice refer to her
behind her back as "Cruella De Vil"!'

‘That sounds a fairly appropriate nickname,' Fload agreed with a
grin, recalling from her childhood the storyI#1 Dalmatiansvho'd
been chased and terrorised by a horrifically fregitig woman intent
on their slaughter to provide herself with a glaowsr fur coat.

However, it was pointless to look for trouble, Earow told herself
firmly. The world of fashion and beauty productsntzoned a
considerable number of really awful, highly eccentatnd weird
people—all given to claiming artistic licence asextuse for what
would normally be thought of as extremely bad behav

So, any model with an ounce of sense normally auna&d on just
getting on with the job. And since the company ledtiained the
services of a world-famous photographer, with wrelra'd worked
many times in the past, Flora could see no reasyrthere should be
any real problems on this assignment in the CaaibbBesides, there
was definitely no point in crossing any bridgesdoefshe came to
them. Right?



Busy lecturing herself, Flora found her thoughtarply interrupted
as Georgie gave a loud groan.

'‘What's wrong?' she asked, quickly sitting up aghrding the other
girl with concern. 'Are you feeling all right?

'It's OK—I'm fine,' the other girl told her sadlit's just that | really
hatefinishing a good novel.'

‘You are an idiot!" Flora sighed, brushing a titezxhd through her
long curly hair. She'd already come to the conolushat maybe the
plump, sandy haired girl wasn't too bright. Buhdw looked as if
Georgie was definitely a few sandwiches short gfiaic. 'Why

make such a fuss? It's only a book, for heavek®!'sa

'‘But...but you don't understand. It really watally riveting,’ Georgie
retorted, ignoring Flora's protests as she firmigced the large
volume on the model's lap. "There's no harm ieadtlhaving a look
at the book. I think you'll be surprised.’

'l doubt it!"

'‘Well, it's been on the New York bestseller list faon't know how
many weeks—so, it's definitelyot rubbish," Georgie said firmly as
she loosened her seat belt and rose to her fdetelmnouncing that
she was going to stretch her legs.

Still convinced that the book wasmt all her sort of thing, Flora
glanced idly down at the blurb inside the front @ovAs she had
suspectedA Time to Live—A Time to Dappeared to be the usua
sort of Boys'-Own story concerning espionage anddskygery in
high places.

What sort of guy writes this rubbish...? she astedelf, turning over
the book to look at the author's picture on th&klzawer. She'd never
even heard of Duncan Ross, and#at the hell?



Suddenly feeling as though she'd been hit very larthe solar
plexus, Flora felt her emerald-green eyes widein sitock as she
stared down at the photograph of a dark-hairedyedly handsome
man.What on earth was going oiWWhat was her ex-husband, Ros
Whitney, doing with his picture on the back of thsok?

How could the publishers have made such a reallgict stupid
error? Goodness knows how or why they'd managegdttbold of the
wrong photo—nbut surely theal author would be highly indignant at
having his identity stolen by a completely unknawining engineer?
A man who was, moreover—certainly as far as shewvkneusy
working for a large, international company in SoAtherica.

Completely stunned, and with her mind in a totalirlvlFlora
desperately tried to pull herself together. Maybe was wrong? It
had, after all, been almost six years since shstisken Ross. And it
was just a photograph. So, while the author of thiskpdDuncan
Ross, might appear to be the absolute double ofxdnusband, the
two men might well turn out to be quite dissimilareal life. Right?

However, as she stared down at the large blackvartd photograph,
which took up most of the space on the shiny bastecof the book,
Flora could feel the tight knot of apprehensionpdigethe pit of her
stomach gradually swelling into a large, heavy lumip total
certainty.

It was no good. There was no point in trying tol foerself. Because,
however strange and peculiar it might seem—and tiemeard she
might cling to the hope that it was all a terriblestake—she hado
doubt about the identity of the man gazing outhat world with a
slightly wry, mocking twist of his lips. Sh&new that it was a
photograph of her ex-husband, Ross Whitney. Whg,cstuld even
see the faint scar beneath one dark, sardonicafigd eyebrow—the
result, as she knew only too well, of an accidenthe rugby field
soon after their wedding.



Besides, there were just too many coincidencesidorto swallow.
While two men might bear a very strong resemblao@ach other, it
was extremelyunlikely that they would also have almost the san
name.

Suddenly feeling breathless and dizzy, as if thedwyas spinning
twice as fast as usual on its axis, Flora fell bagkinst her seat,
gazing blindly up at the roof of the plane as shegltto sort out the
chaotic muddle and confusion in her brain.

Even if it was true, even if slieadto accept the fact, however weird i
might be, that the writer Duncan Ross and her estbaond Ross
Whitney were one and the same person—she couldhstitly
believe it! Goodness knows, they'd only been mdriae a very short
time. But she had absolutely no recollection offRmsing in any way
interested in writing novels. Surely... Well, syrehe ought to have
seensomesign of the fact that he was interested in becgnan
author?

She was deeply immersed in trying to solve the ndrum, and her
distraught thoughts were interrupted as Georgigmet to her seat.

'‘Hah! | just knewyou'd be interested in that book," Georgie sa
triumphantly, placing some Duty Free perfume in theerhead
locker before lowering her ample curves into thet $eside Flora.

'Well...er...'

'‘Doesn't he look fantastic? Really drop-dead seifyyeu know what
| mean!" Georgie grinned. 'l bet he has girls bogaround him like
bees round a honey-pot.'

Flora, her mind still trying to grapple with theteaordinary fact that
her ex-husband appeared to have somehow turnecklhim® a
best-selling author, could only stare blankly & dther girl.



'‘Well, you might not think he's up to much—but as far as I'
concerned he's definitely a bit of all right!" Ggier leaned over to
take the book from Flora's lap and gaze down gpliimeograph of the
ruggedly handsome man. 'l just camit to meet him!

'Meet him...?' Flora echoed in bewilderment.

S®, OK—her brains might be a little scrambled, ahd was possibly
still reeling from shock, trying to come to termsttwthe sudden
bombshell about her ex- husband's new professudreven so, Flora
knew that the chances of Georgie bumping into a-$edbng
author—whoever he might be—were just about zero.

'l don't want to dash your hopes,' she told thenplgirl, 'but | really
don't think there's any likelihood of you meetimg tauthor of this
book. Certainly not in the near future.'

'Of coursel'm going to meet him! After all, he owns Buccanee
Island, doesn't he? Besides,' Georgie added,eaglfining matters
to a rather dim child, 'l overheard Claudia sayimgt Duncan Ross
was definitely going to be on the island, just take sure that
everything ran smoothly. Which is one of the reasahy I've been
reading his new book.'

Flora stared at the other girl in shocked sileraresbme moments.
Completely stunned and almost unable to comprettendppalling,

horrific information that in only a few hours' tinghe was likely to
meet again the man she hadn't seen for so mang, yearas some
moments before she was able to pull herself togethe

‘Are you seriously telling me that...?'

'‘Oh, come on!" Georgie grinned. 'Surely you kneat fhuncan Ross
was the owner of Buccaneer Island?'



Flora shook her dazed head. 'No...no, | had na ideean...| don't
understand any of this,' she muttered, feelinghasgh she'd been
suddenly dumped in a foreign country, completelghle either to
understand or speak the language.

'l wasn't involved in any of the plans for thigtriFlora continued,
brushing a trembling hand through her long, cudy.hl mean...no
one's even told me the reason why we're using Beeralsland.
Surely... Well, surely there must be lots of otipdaces in the
Caribbean which are just as suitable for shootipgbamotional film.
Why didn't they choose Barbados—or Antigua, fonesés sake?'

'‘Hey—calm down!" Georgie frowned at the almost égisal note in
the other girl's voicel didn't make the arrangements. All | know i
that Duncan Ross, who owns the island, seems te lsavne
connection with Mr Schwartz, the American marketdigector of
ACE. And in any case,' she added with a shrug;ésmost countries
in the Caribbean have a strict law about their bea@lways being
open to members of the public, maybe it's a goed bt to have too
many people cluttering up the scene? Especiajlgufre likely to be
prancing half-naked over the sand.’

'l never prance—and certainly not half-naked!" &lsnapped, before
quickly realising that it was totally unfair to ®kier shock and
frustration out on Georgie. 'I'm sorry,’ she mwterwith a brief,
apologetic smile, it looks as though | must haveaya of the wrong
side of the bed this morning.'

‘That's OK—forget it." Georgie gave her a frienghn, clearly used
to dealing with the more temperamental, prima ddgpa of model.
'I'm really looking forward to the next few daysidven't been to the
Caribbean before, and | can't wait...'

Leaning back, allowing her mind to drift as theesthirl continued to
expand on the delights awaiting them all ,on Bueearsland, it was



some moments before Flora suddenly realised thatdebles were
now multiplying with the speed of light.

Oh, Lord—she'd forgotten all about her contract!

Claudia Davidson had been brutally frank about dusmetic
company's basic rules: not only was Flora requieedbe pure in
thought and deed—but they were also insisting arbbeagsingle!
And yet within a few hours it was almost certaiattshe would be
meeting the man who she regarded as her ex-husblanidto whom
she was—alas!—stilnarried.

Feeling totally sick to the pit of her stomach, sbald see no way of
avoiding the swift, ruthless and hideously embairagtermination
of her contract. And that wasn't all. Not by a Iafwalk! She could
virtually guarantee the fact that Claudia would gompletely
ballistic on discovering the truth about Flora's maritatustaAnd
ACE weren't exactly going to be whistling for jogter.

Shivering with fright, and trying to control heeitnbling limbs, Flora
realised that she was now in degpeptrouble. She had no doubt tha
the company would be in a strong position if thegided to take her
to court in order to recover the costs involvedetting up this trip to
the Caribbean. Because even if she hadn't toldugigbt lie she'd
still put her signature to a contract containingaase which she had
known to be false.

How couldshe have been such a fool? There was no way shiel we
ever be able to repay the company's expensesctniffahe'd been
worried about her financial position before beirffgied this job it
was a mere bagatelle when compared to the tot&iriacy which
she was likely to face in the future.

Seething with frustration and anger, both at thdéignaate which
was about to engulf her and the incredibly foolmtright stupidity



of not having divorced Ross years ago, Flora stagytp contain her
mounting hysteria, quite certain that her head g@gsg to explode
with pent-up rage and fury. But, as she continoddltinate and rail
against her own folly, she realised that there a@solutely nothing
she could do to prevent the inevitable, total desashich lay ahead.

Some hours later, as the small private plane whathbeen hired to
transport them from Antigua slowly circled over theding site on

Buccaneer Island, Flora still hadn't been ablen & solution to her

problem. Certain that she'd never felt quite sghtened in all her

life, she was in such a state of mental exhaughah she couldn't

think of anythingexcept the truly horrendous fate which awaited h
just as soon as they landed.

It was almost as if she'd suddenly developed Sis\dtDance, she
thought, miserably aware that her knees were kngdkgether like
castanets. But, as the plane descended rapidlyrdevtae green,
grassy strip which lay alongside a wide sandy beabhb made a
supreme effort to try and pull herself together.

Carefully descending the steps of the aircrafteys lwhich felt as
though they were made of jelly, Flora found herseliing behind
Claudia Davidson and her entourage, who were waglhkriskly
towards a small group of people clearly awaitingirtharrival.
Through the haze of shimmering heat, her eyes wkwly and
forcibly drawn towards a man standing slightly afem the others,
leaning nonchalantly against a rather batteredigplold Land
Rover.

Feeling suddenly faint, she was almost physicallgra of the blood
draining from her face at the sight of the talbdmt-shouldered figure
and tanned, arrogant features of the person she'thssken for so



long. Drawing on her positively last reserves dfirage, she took a
deep, shuddering breath.

Here goes nothing'Flora told herself defiantly, putting on the
performance of a lifetime as she walked slowly steddily, with her
head held high, towards her ex- husband, Ross @hiffihe man
who, within the next few minutes, was almost cefitagoing to blow
her world sky-high.



CHAPTER TWO

DELIBERATELY forcing herself to appear outwardly calm an
collected, Flora knew her mind was in a completenail as she
walked slowly towards the husband she hadn't seersd many
years.

Amongst all her other overwhelming problems, she nealised that
she'd completely forgotten to put on her dark glasbslot only would
they have offered protection from the harsh raystled sun,

but—ridiculous as it might seem—she'd have feltheole lot safer
with her eyes well hidden behind the black shatlegortunately

there was no way she could now begin fumbling tgrober large
handbag. Not when she was striving with all herhiig appear so
cool and laid-back.

Despite knowing that total disaster lay only a faaments away, she
couldn't seem to stop her brain from franticallyzng with
completely hopeless, totally impractical plans efagpe. But even as
she desperately thought of trying to reach Rossorbefthe
others—and somehow managing to persuade him todegepabout
their marriage—she knew that it was now far, too late, .for any
hope of rescue.

'‘Ah, Mr Ross...!" Claudia called out imperiouslgnoring the small
group of people standing by an open truck as shdepurposefully
towards the tall figure leaning nonchalantly agaims vehicle.

'‘We'reso grateful to you for allowing us to use this lovedjand of
yours,' she told him with a beaming smile as stmduced herself
and her faithful shadow, Helen Todd. 'l understdmat you're a
friend of that clever young businessman, Mr Scha®art

'‘Well, no—not exactly,’ the tall man drawled. 'Adtigh | know his
brother-in-law very well, | haven't yet had the gdare of meeting



Bernie. However, | understand he is due to joifatex on today,' he
added, before explaining that he only used the gm®im '‘Duncan
Ross' for his books. 'So, please call me Ross— Aonge you enjoy
your stay on Buccaneer Island.'

'I'm quite sure we will"' Claudia trilled, smilingoyly up at the
handsome man, a faint flush on her cheekbones enatvously
patted her hair.

Slowly coming to a halt beside them, Flora had be®mentarily
distracted from her own fear and trepidation byaheazing sight of
that normally hard, tough and ruthless woman Ckealdividson now
simpering like a bashful schoolgirl. But she fouherself being
suddenly jerked back to harsh, cruel reality assRosed slowly to
face her.

'Oh yes..." Claudia waved a limp, heavily ringedidhan Flora's
direction. 'This is Miss Flora Johnson. She's gainge the model for
our Angel Girl campaign.’

‘An "angel girl"...? Well, well!" Ross drawled, hsvid blue eyes
beneath their heavy lids glinting with sardonic aement as he
gazed down at Flora. And then, with what she coulg think of as
bare-faced insolence, he proceeded to conductaytiaal appraisal
of her, beginning at the top of her curly head @asgtelling slowly
down over her slim figure before coming to a hatha pink toenails
of her feet in their light sandals.

Damned cheelflora gritted her teeth, fuming with resentmerd ar
anger. Despite feeling quite faint and sick witheatt of the
forthcoming explosion, which she knew could be @dgonds away,
she was sorely tempted to give his face a good, ¢lap. Howdared
the foul man treat her as if she were standingetbtark naked?



'However, you won't be seeing very much of hegudia continued
in a dismissive tone of voice. 'When she isn'tronf of the camera,
Miss Johnson will have to stay indoors during teattof the day, to
make sure that she doesn't get too suntanned.’

'‘Really...?" Ross murmured, lifting a dark, sardoeyebrow as he
blandly regarded the flushed cheeks and angry iglitite large green
eyes of the girl standing beside him. 'That doesnihd much fun.’

‘Miss Johnson is not here to have "fun”,' the oldeman corrected
him sharply, clearly annoyed that he was payingndtin to anyone
other than herself. 'This is strictly a workingigasnent as far as she
Is concerned. Isn't that rightlear?' she added, turning her hard
beady eyes in Flora's direction.

Numb with fear of the storm about to break over head any
moment—and quailing beneath the grim note of wgrmrClaudia's
voice—Flora could only give a weak nod of agreement

‘Never mind, Miss...er...Johnson,' Ross drawledlx.cdll certainly
do my best to make sure that your "working assignir@oves to be
a pleasant and...er...an interesting one.'

The other two women might have missed it, but Flbeal no
difficulty in hearing the low, ironic note of grimmusement which
lay beneath Ross's bland words. He's playing wigh she thought,
staring down at the ground for a moment before lsioaising her
head to find herself being regarded by blank blyeseand a cool
smile which held no hint of recognition.

Totally confused, for a few brief seconds she atmmanaged to
convince herself that Ross reatlidn'tknow who she was. But then,
as he gave her a swift, piercing glance beforangrback to the two
older women, she realised that she'd been momignliamg in a
fool's paradise. Whatever game he might be playihgertainly



wasn't good news for her—not if that harsh gleamisreyes and the
cruel, mocking curve of his lips was anything tolyo

Unfortunately, she was given no time in which tollnayver the

guestion of exactly why Ross appeared to be pratgnmbt to know
her. AImost before she knew what was happening,wse being
swept up in the general melee as they were joigéaldorgie, and the
small group of people who'd come to meet the plane.

With her mind in a complete daze, Flora barelyceatithe luggage
being loaded onto a truck which soon vanishedtiméadistance. Nor
was she given any time to acknowledge the louderthlegreetings
from some of her old acquaintances. In what sed¢hetvinkling of
an eye, she found herself seated beside Geortjie ipack of Ross's
large open Land Rover, with Helen and various @ect hand
luggage occupying the bench seat in front of theamd, being driven
along a grass track edging a wide, sandy beach.

Luckily there was no need for her to say or do limg, since
Claudia, seated in the front passenger seat ndXo$s, was clearly
intent on claiming his full attention.

Finally managing to find and put on her dark glas&éora knew that
if she hadn't been feeling so sick with nervesdshave been able to
appreciate the amusing, grim irony of being grdt&uthe awful
woman. Thanks to Claudia's determination to monspoR0sSS's
attention she was being given a short break inludry and get her
act together. But, gazing blindly out of the vebjdhe was unable to
savour the entrancing view of pale white sand g@adkding blue sea.
Not when her whole attention was now focused on d¢ine,
overriding problem: how to prevent her ex-husbaodifspilling the
beans?

She had no idea why Ross was pretending not to kmenw He
appeared to have transformed himself into a vecgessful author



and had clearly made a new life for himself hemethe Caribbean.
So, maybe he regretted their brief marriage as nasishe did?
However, as long as he didn't open his mouth afidalt' before she
had a chance to get him on his own and swear hisedcecy about
their brief marriage, it wagust possible that she might be able t
prevent her career from going down the tubes.

Preoccupied with her overwhelming problems, it vgasne time
before Flora noticed that they had left the coasthf the small island
behind them and were now speeding inland alongaasgtrack
bordered on each side by shady groves of palm.t@®seaching a
clearing, she saw that they faced a large plamaiase whose green
lawns were surrounded by brightly coloured treed simrubs. But,
instead of driving up to the house, their vehidened off to the side,
winding its way through yet more palms and banagestheavy with
fruit before coming to a halt outside a small waobeilding.

As Ross jumped out, helping Claudia and Helen désom the

vehicle before leading them towards the front daminere their
suitcases awaited them, Flora studied the tinyagett It looked
enchanting, with a bright red corrugated metal reetf over white
walls, a pale pink front door and window framesd ahe whole
surrounded by a pretty pink and white wooden vesafthe was just
thinking that it must be every little girl's dreanatarge, magnificent
dolls' house of their very own—when Georgie gaveshgharp dig in
the ribs.

'‘How about this for a taste of luxury! Not bad, Auh
‘Hmm...?'

'‘Come on, Flora! Have you been asleep or what?tdsestared at
her in surprise. 'Didn't you hear Ross say thatanad! being allocated
separate guest cottages?'



‘No, [..."

'He was telling Claudia that this type of locallding is known as a
popular house, or "case"," Georgie explained quiakl Ross helped
the older women with their luggage. 'Apparentlgytivere originally

designed for families who worked on the old sudangations, and
are still used throughout the Caribbean. So, Resgldd they'd make
perfect guest suites for his visitors and had spreébricated units
shipped over from Antigua,’ she added, peeringutinothe trees
towards where other small pastel-coloured buildivwgse scattered

haphazardly amongst the lush vegetation. 'l caattte see mine.'

However, after Ross had dropped Georgie off ach#age—which
she was apparently sharing with the make-up anddtgist—the
atmosphere within the vehicle became positivelycigla Fully
determined to sort matters out as quickly as ptessilora was
thrown completely off-base at being roughly ordet®dher ex-
husband to sit in the front passenger seat.

'l don't mind driving everyone to their cottageat Bm damned if I'm
going to act as a hired chauffeur to some flibgdsbet model!" he
growled, waiting with barely concealed impatienseshe hurriedly
changed seats.

'OK...OK, there's no need to be so rude,' she sthdprious with
herself for having so instinctively obeyed his Indysvoiced
command.l'didn't make the arrangements to stay on this isl&od
how am | expected to know how you run things? bt,fahe added
grimly, 'I'd never have come within a mile of thenashed place—not
if I'd knownyou'dbe here!

He gave a low bark of sardonic laughter, which osérved to
inflame her already raw nerves to screaming pitch.



'‘Now, now, Miss Johnson," he murmured, 'thereisa®al to lose your
temper.’

'Oh, no...?" she ground out through gritted te®¥ell, that's all you
know! Because it looks as if losing my temper i Wleryleastof my
problems. And what's with this "Miss Johnson" norsgeanyway?'
she added belligerently, turning to scowl at hisdsme tanned
profile. "You know very well who | am.'

'Of course | know who you are,' he drawled coofiyha brought the
Land Rover to a halt outside a cottage screened fin@ other small
houses by a thick hedge of flowering shrubs. jixs been told that
you're Bernie Schwartz's new Angel Girl. | also éav on good
authority—from his own brother-in-law, no less—ttB&rnie seems
to think you're the best thing since sliced bré#éalv about that?'

'Oh, for heaven's sake!' she exploded as he swlitotidfie ignition.
'‘Why on earth are you playing these stupid games?’

"“Games", Miss Johnson?' He raised a dark, satygbrow as he
gazed at her with a bland, cool smile on his lipge no idea what
you're talking about.'

'Oh, yes, you damn well do!" she accused him bjeakimly aware
of the dark, insidious attraction of the man loumgso casually in his
seat beside her. Maybe if she hadn't been feeling go tired and
exhausted, she would have been better equippednore the
muscular shoulders beneath the thin fabric of inistssleeved cream
shirt, and the long-fingered, strong hands lightigsping the wheel.

Life was so unfair! Surely, if there was any justin the world, Ross
ought to have gone thoroughly to seed over the piastyears?
Unfortunately—instead of having become seriouskgraseight, with

a paunch and receding hairline—he was still fimslithe and as
diabolically attractive as ever. Besides whichréhsught to be a law



against allowing men to wear shorts, she told lessally. Because
the sight of Ross's bare, deeply tanned and musbutavn legs
almost touching her own was definitelgthelping her to concentrate
on her problems.

Making a supreme effort to pull herself togethdar& took a deep
breath.

‘Leaving aside the other interesting questiond) sischow a one-time
mining engineer has managed to become a bestesallithor,' she

told him scathingly, 'what teally want to know is why he's also
pretending not to know his wife?'

‘You're right—that's definitely an interesting ques,' he drawled
mockingly as he got out and came around to her. duligybe the
answer, dear Miss Johnson, is that since my wife sueh a spoilt
and tiresome woman I'm doing my best to forget thai@as ever
married...'

'‘Believe me—your wife feelsxactly the same way about her
crummy, despicable husband!" she ground out throclghched
teeth, swearing under her breath as she tried @a tpe passenger
door. 'l really hate these trendy four-wheel-drive vehicles!" st
muttered, savagely banging her fist on the dasldbdanly to find
herself becoming even more furious as he gavefanating chuckle
of laughter.

'‘Oh, dear—we reallglo seem to be losing our temper, don't we?' |
murmured, calmly opening the door before scooppméer in-flight
bag from the rear seat and walking towards theldshad and white
cottage.

‘You...you damned man!" she shouted furiously, furglout of the
Land Rover and almost running to keep up with henna strode up



the steps to the front door. 'You always were bysounded,
and...and as obstinate as a pig!

Calmly placing a key in the lock, he opened therdmfore turning
slowly towards her. "That sounds a fair descripttbrmy wife," he
drawled smoothly. 'In fact, it seems as if you'heeady had the
misfortune of meeting the lady. If so, you'll kndkat she's a bad-
tempered, completely self-absorbed person, whats qucapable of
thinking of anyone or anything—other than her owetfish interests.’

‘That's a really foul thing to say!" she criedn'tiotlike that. I—'

'‘My dear Miss Johnson!" he interjected swiftlywas, of course,
referring to my wife. Surely you can't imagine thatvas talking
aboutyou? Especially since you're apparently such a wesgygood
friend of Bernie Schwartz,' he added, the blandlesron his lips
sharply at variance with the bleak, chilly gleanhis blue eyes.

Flora stiffened. 'And just what's that last snidenark supposed to
mean?’

Ignoring her tense, angry figure, Ross merely shedghis broad
shoulders before carrying her luggage into the rsdtmg room of
the cottage.

Trailing slowly behind him, Flora realised that 'shieeen acting like
an utter fool. She might loathe this hateful maut, tbading insults

wasn't going to achieve anything. Not when she e@éds assistance
to save her career. Unfortunately, however muafght stick in her

throat, she had no alternative but to eat Humide Pi

'‘Look...I'm sorry if | lost my temper just now,'estold him stiffly. 'It's
been a long day, and | expect I'm suffering frotigg. But the thing
IS...I've got a problem and | need your help.'



'‘My help...?" He gave a scornful laugh. "You mustdkéng! If you
want to cry on someone's shoulder | suggest thatymetter go and
weep all over Bernie Schwartz.'

'‘Oh—for heaven's sake!' Flora gave an impatiergyysigh. 'That's
the whole problem. tan'tdiscuss this matter with Mr Schwartz.'

Ross studied her grimly for a moment. 'Do | gathbat
congratulations are in order?'

'‘What...?' she muttered, frowning at him in corduasi
‘You and Bernie, of course.'

‘Well, I'm obviously pleased to have got this jdlthat's what you
mean. But the fact is that Mr Schwartz, and evesyah ACE
Cosmetics—not to mention that awful Claudia womati-thank that
I'm single. It's in the contract, you see.’

He shrugged. 'No—I'm afraid that | don't see," @é@rted, before
turning to leave the room.

'Oh, please. ..I'she cried, swiftly grabbing hold of his arm an
hurriedly explaining the situation in which she nésund herself.
'‘And if they find out I'm still married to you I'tbe for the high jump,’
she added desperately. 'You've singdyto help me.'

Ross stared at her silently for what seemed a long, time.

‘Well, well...the plot thickens, doesn't it?" hedsslowly, studying her
intently from beneath his heavy lids. 'So, you waetto pretend that
we've never met before now?'

'‘Why not? After all, you were giving a very goodprassion of not
knowing who | was when we landed from the aircpadt now,' she
pointed out quickly. 'The point is: itigtally important that everyone



connected with ACE continues to believe that I'\&ar been
married.’

'‘But why should | help you?' Ross drawled coolig, mo skin off my
nose if you get sacked from this job.’

'How can you do this to me?' she moaned, waving her har
distractedly in the air.

He laughed. 'Very easily! In fact, it might be guamusing to stand
by and watch the balloon go up.'

'Oh, that'sgreat—thanks a bunch!" she stormed. 'Leopards ne\
change their spots. So, | should have realised/thate still the same
thoroughly obnoxious, rotten bastard who walkedasuine all those
years agoRight?'

As she saw his lips tightening into a grim, naridowe, and the dark
flush of colour beneath his tanned cheeks, shegwaged by a sharp
sense of fierce satisfaction. Despite knowing sh@ was every bit as
much to blame for the break-up of their marriagerdwas finding
enormous release in being able—at long last'—te gwice to her
deeply buried feelings of painful heartache andtehit dark
resentment at the way she'd been treated.

'I'm amazed that our marriage lasted as long dglit She gave a
shrill, high-pitched laugh. 'It was just like yow waltz off and leave
me without even one word of explanation!

‘As | recall, there were plenty of "words",' he gnd out in a clipped,
hard voice as he took a determined step towandsBwe would you
listen to anything | had to say? Oh, no—that wasngstoo much,
wasn't it?' he added grimly, catching hold of hen as she tried to
turn away. 'You werdar too preoccupied with your so- callec
glamorous career—too full of yourself and too dasetfish to pay
any attention to your husband.'



'‘And what right did you have to expect me to thrgweverything I'd
worked for just because you'd been offered a jodoime fly-blown,
disease-ridden jungle in South America?' she sthadesperately
trying to wriggle out from beneath his powerfulmgan her shoulders.
'Did you listen to anything | had to say? Did yaallh

‘That was different,’ he growled.

'‘Oh, right! So you admit that there was one law you as my
husband—and quite another for me in the role oéwf Nice one,
Ross!" she grated scornfully. 'Besides, | notiee you clearly didn't
stay in South America for more than five minutes, iBlooks as if |
made the right decision after all!"

'You always were a first-class bitch!" he hissedljmpg her struggling
figure hard up against the length of his tall, fioody.

'‘And you were always a tothhstard!'she panted, if I'm going down
the tubes with ACE I'll damn well take you with mHél tell
them—I'll tell the whole wide world just what a @]l
rotten...devious...'

But even as Flora hunted frantically in her mindddew more nasty
adjectives to describe her foul husband she wasbfgrsilenced as
he swiftly lowered his dark head. A brief secortédais lips were on
hers, fierce and contemptuous, as though he intetoditally drain

her of the will to defy him ever again.

Her heartbeat was pounding like a sledgehammeraietize stormy
force of his cruel mouth, her soft breasts crudigdutly against his
hard frame, and she knew that Ross was using tss & a
punishment for her defiance; the brutal arrogarfcki® flesh was
demanding her complete submission to his iron will.



Not until she was almost fainting, her tired andwyebody trembling
weakly against him, did she feel his lips softenioga few, brief
moments before he slowly raised his dark head.

There was a long silence, broken only by the safnitheir heavy
breathing, and she stared numbly up at Ross, tooti@mally
exhausted to say or do anything, knowing that witlibe support of
his arms she would have slumped helplessly toltue. f

But if she was incapable of speech he seemed ® i@problem in
finding his voice.

''ve no intention of apologizing for what happenadt now,' he
grated. 'And if you've got any sense in that béauthead of
yours—which | very much doubt—you'll keep well aftmy way
for the rest of your stay on this island.’

'‘Don't...don't you dare threaten me, you...you fly!" she gasped
huskily. 'Believe me, if | had one of my fathet®tguns to hand |
wouldn't think twice before putting a bullet thrdugour stupid
head!'

‘You're all heart, darling,' he murmured sardomycal

But then, | always say that you can take the gut of the
farmyard—but you can't take the farmyard out of ¢t And it
looks as if I'm right—especially if your new "rustihairstyle is
anything to go by,"' he added scornfully, liftingualy lock of her long
blonde hair.

'‘Leave me alone!" she snapped, unable to preventwatuntary
shiver at the touch of his fingers brushing aganestskin.

He gave a short bark of angry laughter as he spuhi®heel and
marched swiftly towards the door. '‘Don't worry—I'get far better



ways of spending my time than dancing attendance aan
empty-headed blonde bimbo!

‘Get lost!" she yelled, almost beside herself waitpe. ‘And | hope |
live long enough to dance on your grave!'

'I'm sure that you will, Flora," he drawled coolly.

Opening the door, he paused in the doorway, hid, t:
broad-shouldered figure a dark silhouette agahestoright sunlight
as he delivered his parting shot. 'But at leadt Have the
satisfaction—when I'm six feet under and pushinghgpdaisies—of
not having to watch the last waltz being perfornbgda wizened,
lonely, toothless old hag!"

Shaking with nervous exhaustion, her ears ringiitg the loud bang
of the front door being slammed shut behind Ratgarting figure,
Flora waited with bated breath until she heardsthend of his vehicle
fading away in the distance. Only then did she fempable of
staggering a few feet across the floor, beforeisgkiown into a
rattan chair.

Trust the bastard Ross Whitney to make sure thdidaethe last
word! she told herself grimly, shutting her eyes domoment and
allowing the waves of mental and physical exhaustio flood
through her weary body.

Goodness knows, almost from the first moment thaldssucceeded
in gaining the Angel Girl contract she had beenltted by bad vibes
about the job. And how right she'd been! Becausewhole trip to
the Caribbean had been clearly doomed from the. gtad now,
having stupidly thrown away her only opportunity gdining the
support of Ross, there seemed no way of avoidiagdithcoming
disaster.



How could she have been such a blithering idiot?aksn't as though
she was a teenager and didn't know any betterw@lesupposed to
be a sophisticated woman of twenty-six, for heaveake! So, why
on earth had she allowed herself to become involuaed stupid,
no-holds-barred fight with Ross? And to have effety torpedoed
her only chance of solving her problems with thengetic company?

Groaning out loud at her own folly, Flora buried feee in her hands
for a moment. Unfortunately, it was no good puttatighe blame for

the disastrous scene which had just taken pladeoss. Although it

had been partly his fault, of course. The foulte@tman had always
known how to make her madder than a hornets' nesjust about

five seconds flat—but there'd been absolutatycall for some of

those nasty, snide remark's.

All the same...maybe if her nerves hadn't beerci@asning point,
after such a long and tiring day, she might havenbable to cope
with her ex-husband. He had, after all, been treewho'd deserted
her—suddenly vanishing into thin air, never to bersagain from
that day to this—leaving her to face the lonelyrdeand ail the
problems involved in sorting out the shattered g@seof their brief
marriage.

In fact, now she came to think about it, Ross hldausly been
having the time of his life here in the Caribbe®hile she'd been
slaving away on the catwalk and in front of the eeas, her swine of
a husband had probably been living the life of IRedwigging rum,

making love to dusky maidens and writing those rsiipp books of

his.

Nice work if you can get it! she told herself gymSo, what now
gave him the right to claim the moral high grouNdRy was he still
bothering to blamé&er for what had happened in the past?



However, despite running the disastrous scenedraatiorth through
her tired mind, she failed to find any answershimse questions. In
fact, she only succeeded in giving herself a thumgpieadache.

Realising that she couldn't sit in the chair ail,ddora wearily began
to unpack her cases. After taking some aspirind, detiding that
maybe a shower and a change of clothes might sit heake her feel
slightly better, she made her way to the small tomtm.

Unfortunately, even after showering and washingHaar, she still

felt nerve-rackingly tense and jittery. Which wasurprising, she
told herself glumly. That encounter with Ross hadrbbad enough,
but it was nothing to the explosion which was ki break over her
head once Claudia learned that she was married.té\hadve even
hoped that her lousy ex-husband would help to $&vebacon had
been foolish in the extreme.

Gazing dispiritedly at herself in the dressing ¢atirror, trying to
ignore the strained expression on her pale fasb@asdragged a brush
through her damp curls, she cursed her ex-husbgod&smemory. It
had clearly been a bad, bad mistake to have elteRtmss about her
past. Because he obviously hadn't been able tetridna cruel jibe
he'd made about her upbringing on the farm in Culabd. And,
knowing the swine, he'd undoubtedly have a lot wf telling
everyone on the island about it as well.

She gave a heavy sigh. There was nothing she ald Ross
decided to broadcast the news. But so what if 0@ &he was over
twenty-one years of age. And besides, she wasmirffly successful
nowadays not to care if her father, or her dreatepmother, did try
to track her down, Flora told herself defiantlyzigg blindly into the
mirror as she recalled the harsh memories of hétheod.

The only child of elderly parents, she had growmn large farm in
the north of England. An ugly, gawky little girl—+gmally



christened Florence, but more generally known as Fdo'—she'd
been fiercely protective of her weak, fragile motheého'd died when
her daughter was only fourteen.

Not that her father was a cruel man, Flora quicgiwinded herself. It
was just that such a dour and stern, upright clgaoicly man had
clearly had no time or inclination to cope with aemage
daughter—not when he would obviously have prefe@dcave

fathered a son, who could have been of some ustherfarm.

However, if Flora had hoped that following her mesth death both
she and her father could have forged a new and @rangtationship,
she had been doomed to disappointment. Only a femthm after her
mother's death, Mr Johnson had announced that benaarying a
widow who owned a large farm adjacent to his own.

Unfortunately, her father's announcement that 818 wife and 'our
Flo' were bound to get on like a house on fireypdbto be entirely
false. Flora and her stepmother had hated each othsight. And
since the new Mrs Johnson had brought to her nggrnet only a
large farm but also two large, aggressive sons frenfirst marriage,
Flora had found herself virtually frozen out of thew family, being
treated as an unwelcome guest in what had oncelszeawn home.

With hindsight, Flora could now see that her stejpraohadn't been
entirely to blame for the two years of misery tfudibwed. Having to
cope with a rebellious teenager was clearly endoogty the patience
of a saint. And the difficult situation had beentlfer exacerbated by
the fact that as Flora had turned fifteen the qolam, awkward child
had rapidly developed into an outstandingly bealgfrl, attracting
the unwelcome attention of her two stepbrothers.

Flora had loathed what she thought of as the gghatiping, hairy
boys, and spent as much time as she could in thee®©@f her
schoolfriends, accompanying them on holiday when@assible.
Which was why, in a moment of teenage bravado asiteher best



friend, Vicky, had entered a modelling competitiwhen on holiday
with Vicky's parents in Bournemouth, on the souihst.

Flora could shudder now as she looked back at beng, teenage
self, prancing around the stage in fits of giggleth absolutely no
idea of how to even walk in a straight line. Anck stadn't won, of
course. It had, after all, been nothing more thdarla Which was
why she'd been astounded to be approached afteotmeetition by a
scout from the Meredith Taylor Agency, whose ckeapparently
included many of the top international names in thedelling

business.

Arriving home and informing her father and stepneotthat she was
being entered by the agency for the "Look of tharYeompetition,
she had been at first downcast and then rebelicuslry at being
told there was no way they would allow her to geetaHowever,
having by then turned sixteen, and with the binfyr between her
teeth, Flora had been determined to grab an oppbruany
opportunity—of escaping from what had become a veriappy
home life. And so, waiting until the coast was clsae'd managed to
hitch a lift into the nearest big town, where stegdght a fast train to
London.

What an idiot | was! Flora told herself now, almektiddering at the
thought of how, like so many silly young girls, steild have ended
up amongst the flotsam and jetsam, sleeping rougth® streets of
the capital city. However, with the Meredith Taylgency looking
after her, Flora had easily won the competitiord amthin months
she was appearing on the catwalks of Paris andhMila

She had invented a new personality for herselffbgially changing
her name to Flora Johnson and claiming to have Haem
somewhere north of the border in Scotland—and tdwemext few
years her career had taken off like a rocket. Nodich of hard
work—especially as it was nothing to the tough,gpt8l labour used



On the family farm—and ruthlessly ambitious to aefe both the
stardom and the high-earning power of the top ngdelra had
remained totally committed to her career. Which whg, even now,
she completely failed to understand why she'd abtbWwerself to be
persuaded to visit that low dive of a nightclubiPiaris.

It was such an incredibly stupid thing to have dofed not only
because she'd needed an early night before a bdustpgvaphic
session the next morning. If shadremained in her hotel bedroom,
she'd never have made the really bad mistake ofimgethat awful
man—Ross Whitney!

Giving herself a quick shake, Flora firmly suppezbsthe hurtful
memories of her brief marriage. There was no paittawling over
that ground again. And if slregasgoing to have to face the music thi:
evening, it might be a good idea to put her feefou@ few minutes.

Fully intending only to have a short nap, she waken by the
strident ringing of a telephone, and was horrifiedliscover that it
was now pitch-dark. Fumbling for a switch on theldide table, it
then took her some time to locate the phone, eadinttracking it
down to a small table in the adjacent sitting room.

'Flora! What in the hell are you doing?" Ross'sedrated harshly in
her ear.

'l...I must have fallen asleep,' she muttered. Wihee is it?'

'It's time to get your act together and get yodirseér here, to my
house,' he retorted curtly. 'I'm holding a welcqraety for ACE.'

'‘No...er...I think I'll just go back to bed," stwdt him with a heavy
yawn. 'l can't think of anything worse than havimgmake jolly
conversation with Claudia and the other member&Q@E. Besides
which, drinks parties aren't really my thing. Soyou'd make my
excuses, and—'



'‘Forget it! Your boyfriend, Bernie, has just flomn, and is
impatiently waiting to see his "Botticelli angelRoss's voice was
harsh and scathing. 'So, if you don't want me lteeteeryone about
our little secret...I'll expect to see you in fivenutes.'

That...that's blackmail!" she wailed helplessly.

He gave a short bark of cruel laughter. "You'reigbt, darling,' he
taunted, before the line went dead.

I'll kill him! Flora told herself viciously, before realising tthehe
couldn't afford to spend any time plotting vengeanmn her
ex-husband. Not when the rat had given her onlgva [precious
minutes in which to try and save her career.



CHAPTER THREE

FLORA had no illusions about the so-called ‘'welcomeypart fact,
she was quite certain that the chances of it bamyghing other than
agonisingly stressful and fraught with tension wast about zero.

However, years of practice on the catwalks—whiaetegk involved
frantic, swift changes of clothing behind the ss=2r@ow stood her
in good stead. Only three minutes after the phafidrom Ross she
was standing breathless but fully dressed in agraen little chiffon
number, which skimmed lightly down over her talljnsfigure.
Quickly slipping on some high-heeled gold sandats] checking
that her make-up didn't look too awful—there wasuwally nothing
she could do to tame her cloud of newly washedj tanly hair—she
ran towards the front door.

It was only when she emerged out onto the veraridaeo guest
cottage that Flora realised she had a major prabtéow the heck
was she going to find her way to Ross's houserigetrough the
darkness of the warm Caribbean night, she couldfaeé lights
twinkling in the distance. Unfortunately she'd bésgling so uptight
on the journey from the airport—and then so busgraglling with
her ex-husband—that she hadn't taken any particuaice of the
winding, twisting route over which Ross had driterher cottage.

Biting her lip with indecision, Flora wished sheldi feel so nervous
about launching herself off into the darkness. 8asn't too worried
about the high-pitched chirping of crickets in theng grass,

however, it was definitely unnerving to hear a bgaominously

low, croaking noise from what sounded litegefat green frogs.

She knew it was pathetic—not to say feeble-minded-be afraid of
such harmless creatures. But, as far as she waerod, just the
mere thought of frogs, toads and snakes was entughmake her
break out in a cold sweat.



Trying to pluck up enough courage to leave thetgafethe veranda,
she was startled to find herself suddenly blindgthle harsh blaze of
large spotlights.

‘Very good, Flora! | make that just four and a maiiutes, precisely.’
Oh, no!She'd know that voice anywhere.

'‘What...what's going on?' she protested, raisingranto shield her
eyes from the dazzling glare of what she could @& were the
headlights of a vehicle.

'Hurry up!" Ross called out tersely. 'l can't siuand here all night,
I've got to get back to my guests.'

'l thought I'd told you to get lost,' Flora grumiblas she climbed into
the passenger seat beside him.

Ross gave a harsh laugh as he switched on theigaimd slammed
the Land Rover into gear. 'So you did. But | seemetall—although
| can't for the life of me think why—that you ustedbe frightened of
creepy-crawlies. Not, to mention slimy snakes and—'

'OK...OK—I've got the message,' she muttered hdigridNervously
clutching her seat as he put his foot hard dowtheraccelerator, she
added with bad grace, 'lwell, | suppose | ought to say thank you fo
coming to get me.’

‘It might not be a bad idea,’ he agreed coldlywehler, I'm really
doing this for your boyfriend. He was so clearlgappointed at your
absence, | hadn't the heart to ruin his evening.'

'S0 you decided to ruin mine instead? Gee—thariksnagh!" Flora
turned to scowl at him in the darkness. 'And yoo cat out this
running joke about the relationship between Mr Sattev and
myself,' she added grimly. 'l hardly know him, faven's sake!'



‘That's not hovwhesees it." Ross drawled as he brought the velude t
halt outside the large plantation house. 'In fafter being bored to
death for the past hour, forced to listen to Besnemerating your
charms, | reckon the guy can only be deeply in.love

'Ha ha—very funny!" she grated, before recallirat,thowever much
she loathed him, she needed this awful man's healpk, all joking
aside—can | rely on you to keep your part of theyam tonight?'

'‘What bargain?'

'‘Oh, come on, Ross—I really don't need any of tlniesense,' she
protested as he helped her out of the vehicleatitwou to promise
notto mention the fact that we're still technicallgmed.’

He shrugged his broad shoulders. 'Why should | menyou
anything?' he drawled coolly. 'Can you think of miegle reason
why | shouldn't throw you to the lions tonight? Base | can't.'

'For crying out loud! I'm not asking for the modmonly want—'

in fact,’ he continued with obvious relish, as shared at him in
dawning horror, 'l reckon it might be quite amustoegwatch you
being given your just deserts.'

'‘My just deserts...?" she hissed. 'You've got andahnerve! If anyone
ought to get what's coming to them itsu—you bastard! You're the
one who walked out on me—remember?’

'‘Oh, yes, | remember only too well" he ground tatrshly. 'l
particularly recall the day when | finally saw thght and realised
that there was no place for me in your life.'

‘That's simply not true!



'‘Really...? Well, let's just say that | wasn't @egul to play second
fiddle to your job,' he remarked flatly. 'While yoony dear Flora,
were clearly prepared to sacrifice everything aretryone to achieve
success in your profession.'

‘You're not being fair. It wasn't like that!" slashed back angrily.

'‘And now here you are. A little older but not mustser—if your
involvement with Bernie Schwartz is anything tolgg' he drawled,
coolly ignoring her outburst and the fact that skas clearly
trembling with rage. 'l hope you think it's all lnegorth it?'

Staring up at his tall figure, clearly illuminatég the light spilling
out of the wide, open veranda which ran aroundadidebuilding,
Flora would have given everything she possessesiajp that icy,
supercilious smile off Ross's handsome face. Aaddht that he was
looking devastatingly attractive in a white tuxedoly served to
increase her fury.

'l suggest that it might be a good idea to remba¢ $cowl from your
face,' he drawled mockingly. 'l don't think it walb much for the new
Angel Girl's image if she's seen going around vatHace like

thunder.'

'Oh, shut up!'she snapped, before making a supreme effort iy
pull herself together.

She might have known that the double-dealing swwoeld, if it
suited him, happily go back on their deal.

But she couldn't just give up at this juncture. 8adto try and make
him see sense.

'Please try and be reasonable,’ she said in a catme of voice.
'‘Even if you hate my guts—and it's quite obviols ffou do—it isn't
justmethat's going to be in trouble if you spill the heaWhat about



the cosmetic company? They've spent a lot of tinteraoney setting
up this trip. It really isn't fair of you to throavspanner in the works at
this late stage, is it?'

'‘Goodness, Flora! Can it be that you're actualipwking about
someone else for a change?' he enquired with hamyl.i

'Isn't it about time you put on another CD?' sheugd out with fury
and exasperation, 'l admit that | may have beelsfoand silly in the
past. But that wasix years ago, for goodness sake.'

'I'm touched by your concern for ACE,' he drawled.

But I'm sure that the shareholders of such a leoggoration can well
afford a small blip on the balance sheet every anca while.
Besides,' he added with a wolfish grin, 'I'm natesthat | can resist
the pleasure of seeing that formidable woman, Géalhvidson,
tearing you to shreds!

‘You can't do this to me!" Flora wailed helplessly.

And why should you be so set on some sort of rezevigen you've
now got a comfortable life of your own— writing Hao or
whatever?'

'l regard my writing as a business.' His eyes dalanomentarily as
he gazed down at her. 'But, this..." he murmunédd his hand to
run a finger lightly down her cheeRhisis definitely personal’

He was hardly touching her, but the soft brushisfingers over her
skin seemed to be affecting every nerve- end irtreenbling body.
Backing warily away from the tall figure looming @vher, Flora
found herself quickly halted by the cold metal feaof the vehicle
hard up against her backbone.



'‘Go ,away...leave me alone!' she gasped, suddeelynd breathless
and curiously weak at the knees. Which was plaidigulous, given
that she reallyreally hated this awful man.

'Relax, Flora, we're married—remember?' he tauntbkd, light
spilling out from the house clearly illuminatingetigleam of harsh
mockery in his eyes as he placed his hands ligintlizer shoulders.

'‘Oh, why...whydidn't | get a divorce years ago?' she groaned.

‘That's interesting—I was just asking myself theeajuestion...' he
murmured softly, one hand moving slowly to takedhot her chin,

tilting it up towards him so that she was unabl@void seeing the
disturbing glint in his gleaming blue eyes.

'‘No! Believe me...this reallysn't the answer,' she protested wildly
unable to prevent herself from quivering at thedsun fierce heat
flooding through her veins, helpless against tipples of thrilling
excitement as his hands slipped down her backightehed about
her slim figure, moulding her quivering body closehis own hard
frame.

But if she'd hoped to escape Flora realised thahsld left it far, far
too late. His arms were swiftly closing like crugtrce bands of steel
about her as he lowered his dark head, her muitetést stifled by
the ruthless possession of her lips as his hotasiwe tongue
ruthlessly plundering the sweetness within.

It's only a kiss... It's not the end of the worltt's only a kiss...But,

despite rapidly chanting the words to herself—adiké a mantra,
they would somehow preserve her from harm—Florddcteel her
senses slipping disastrously out of control.

Their bodies had always fitted each other likeavg and now she
was suddenly transported back in time, the yedlimgoaway as if
they'd never existed. Once again the familiar soéritis cologne



teased her nostrils, the well-remembered, intit@ieh of his hands
now slowly relaxing their strong grip to caress beft curves, the
hard strength of the tall, muscular body pressimglssely to her
own.

And then she was lost. Lost to all sense of prudearad caution,
responding mindlessly to the powerful, sensualter@nt spiralling
through every fibre of her being. As his kiss dewgkshe became
oblivious to everything except the hard force of twwn arousal and
the deep thud of his heartbeat, pounding in rapisiain with her own.
Consumed by a driving force of dark, passion, diognin a
whirlpool of erotic, sexual desire, she was totallglivious of
everything except a frantic, driving need to resptm the sensual
magic of his seductive lovemaking.

And then, with shocking abruptness, Flora foundsélérbeing
suddenly released. Completely dazed and disoremhtashe
staggered back to lean helplessly against the kehi@imly, as
through a blanket of thick fog, she heard the safrffloss swearing
violently under his breath.

‘You're right—that definitelywasn't the answer," he ground ouf
harshly. 'Or, at least, it's not one to which I'ragared to listen.'

Still feeling totally shattered, Flora couldn't se& prevent herself
from shivering uncontrollably, despite the warmtlihe night, as the
frenzied heat of desire and passion slowly drafn@a her body.

'‘Come on! We can't stay out here all evening," Ralsisher roughly.

‘You...er...you go on into the house,' she muttaceskily. 'I... I'll join
you as soon as | manage to get my act together...'

He gazed intently down at her bowed head and tiegligure
before giving a heavy sigh.



'Relax, Flora—it was only a kiss, for heaven's s&l@ exactly the
end of the world. Right?'

'‘Go away!" she whispered savagely. 'Just go awal leave me
alone.’

Ross's dark brows drew together in a deep frowma fioroment, and
then he shrugged his shoulders. 'OK. But if youendvjoined me
within five minutes, I'll be out to collect you. Ardon't everthink of
trying to run away to avoid this party. Becauddihid you and drag
you back here—whether you like it or not. Got tietype?’

Why did healwaysinsist on having the last word? But, since sf
clearly wasn't able to walk anywhere at the momikeitalone run,
Flora gritted her teeth and merely nodded her hiakthg refuge in
what she hoped was a dignified silence.

Waiting until the sound of his footsteps over tnavgl faded away,
she gave a heavy sigh as she leaned back agansthictle, staring
blindly up at the stars in the night ski/hat in hell was she going to
do?

It was no good trying to pretend that she hadehlshattered by that
torrid embrace just now. Because her aroused bagdystill twanging
like a drum, leaving her feeling totally bereft adthost on the verge
of tears. Which, considering that she was now tysiX years of
age, was completely ridiculous.

Ross had always had that effect on her, she takkHevith another
heavy sigh. Their whirlwind courtship—meeting andarmging
within a few weeks—had hardly been a sensible basisany
long-term relationship. However, while their mageamight have
been virtually over almost before it had beguntelienever been any
problem with their sex life. Indeed, she now saat thhad only been
the strong bond of mutual attraction which had @ngked the death



throes of their relationship. Because even whealsdl had turned to
dust and ashes they had still been able to fohgatiany quarrels and
blistering rows within the shelter and comfort atk other's arms.

Until the day when she returned home to discovat Boss had
finally carried out his many threats to leave her.

Over the following years, and especially sincedomident, Flora had
finally come to see that mere lust and sexual cttia—while
necessary ingredients for a successful marriage-e-n@renough on
which to build a lasting relationship; such fiersejeeping emotions
could never be a substitute for true love and dissetievotion.

However, the realisation of exacthyher marriage had failed in the
past didn't seem to be of any help to her now. drbel twist of fate
which had brought her to this island—and face ¢e faith Ross after
SO0 many years of having been apart from one anethas proving
to be a complete disaster. And, to make mattens eeese, it seemed
that she remained highly susceptible to the dadgmatic attraction
of her ex-husband.

Flora could feel her cheeks burning with shameeamfarrassment.
It was positively mortifying to have to admit—onprivately to
herself, of course—that if, just now, instead offgywterminating
their passionate embrace, her ex-husband had fwepif her feet
and into his bed...she wouldn't have been compigtao loudly.

Severely shaken by the humiliating discovery tha wasstill a
push-over as far as Ross was concerned, Floraaloelep breath and
did her best to pull herself together. So, OK—ismhaa good scene.
But it was hardly the end of the universe. Righti’sAe had to do was
to calm down, stay cool, and make damn sure tleakspt well away
from Ross's lethal charm.



Unfortunately, saying it was one thing—jputtingrita practice was
guite another, she told herself grimly, brushingeanbling hand over
her hair and quickly straightening her dress. H@vegince Ross
was more than likely to carry out his dire threats had no choice
but to join the party and face the music.

Preoccupied by her own dark thoughts as she walkedy through
the open front door leading into a spacious h&tlteFwas startled to
find herself being hailed by an old acquaintance.

'Hello, darling!"" Keith Tucker, the world-famous Anican

photographer, grinned as he leaned forward to kesscheek. It
seems an age since we last worked together. Bavd o say that
you're looking as lovely as ever.'

‘You're not looking too bad yourself," Flora gridn@lmost sagging
with relief to find at least one familiar, friendkace amongst the
gathering. She and Keith had often worked togatinéne past, and
although she knew he could be a hard taskmastgrihe always
been good friends.

''ve been busy looking at various venues for llecashots, and
wasn't able to be part of the welcoming party eathis afternoon,’
he told her, hailing a passing waiter and placimyiak in her hand.
‘Although, since you used to have such wonderfalgjostraight
blonde hair, I'm not sure | would have recognised gven if Ihad

been there,' he added with a laugh. "You look cifferent with all

these curls.'

‘Yes, | know.' Flora shrugged. 'But, thanks to rogident, there's not
much | can do about it."

'What accident....?'

'l was in a bad car smash and they had to shavieeiay to stitch up
all the scalp wounds,' she said, before explaithagit was her long



convalescence after the accident which had le@tdaing off work
for so long.

Keith looked at her with concern, it sounds asail'ye had a hard
time.'

‘Well, it wasn't exactly a picnic.' She shrugged.

However, | reckon that | was lucky not to be scdwa the face and
so didn't need cosmetic surgery. Unfortunately, wimg hair began
growing again it turned out to be curljot exactly the last word in
radical chic and total sophistication, I'm afraghe added with an
ironic grin. 'But, unless | spend a fortune getiirgjraightened all the
time, it looks as if I'm stuck with it.'

‘Well...maybe it's not a bad idea to change youagey Keith
murmured, studying her face and hair intently formamment.
'‘And—Iet's face it—all those curls are going to pexfectfor this
job!’

'Yes, so I've been told." She sighed, grimacind@gave a low
rumble of laughter. '‘Quite honestly, Keith, I've gmthe point where
| think that if | hear the words "Botticelli angedtice more I'll scream
blue murder!’

‘Never mind, darling." He grinned down at her. '©nge start
work—which with any luck will be tomorrow—I'll maksure that
Bernie Schwartz is kept well under control.’

'If you can manage that I'll love you for everlesiuipped.

'Promises... promises!" he murmured dolefully. Whimade her
laugh as they both knew that, unlike so many ofgaig colleagues,
Keith had been happily married for many years tglamorous
ex-model.



'‘Come along, darling—Ilet's go and join everyonthaother room. |
must say that it's a splendid old plantation hdlsemurmured. 'l had
no idea our host was so wealthy. Maybe | shouldntgy hand at
writing thrillers?'

'‘Don't be such an idiot, Keith!" she laughed.

Still grinning at the thought of such a famous reaen thinking of
spending his valuable time writing pulp fictionoFd paused in the
shadow of the doorway and gazed around the largglroom.

It was only then that it finally came home to hestjhow far Ross had
travelled over the past few years. And not onlteirms of distance.

Maybe it was because she'd been so shocked at udiders
reappearance in her life? Or possibly it could bé gown to her
being affected by tiredness and jet lag...? Whatteereason, Flora
now realised that she realshould have paid a great deal more
attention to Georgie's wild, enthusiastic ravings tbe aeroplane
concerning her ex-husband's new career as a tpgsaluthor.
Because the fruits of his labours were now veringia see.

Lijke most of the general public, she'd read pleotystories in
newspapers and magazines about the extraordinargg sums of
money earned by top-selling authors. But it hadeneccurred to
her—not even in her wildest dreams!—that Ross Vyittould now
be counted amongst their number.

Staring at the enormous Venetian chandelier castsgparkling
light over the pictures on the walls, at the argid@ersian rugs lying
on the white marble floor and the huge pieces ohdeofully
comfortable, modern Italian furniture, Flora coudly shake her
head in amazement. She was no expert on modewf adurse, but
even she was quite capable of recognising paintings by Bav
Hockney and Andy Warhol.



Having done some shows in Milan two years ago v also well
aware of the simplastronomicalprice tags which would have beer
attached to the large chairs and sofas scatteoath@ithe room. 'Oh,
wow! Ross must be worth millions!’

As she gazed around her with open-mouthed astosistwhe caught
sight of her ex-husband bearing down on her, witu@a Davidson
firmly clutching his arm.

Quickly schooling her expression into one of potiieinterest—she
was damned if she'd give Ross the satisfactiorherpleasure of
noting her amazement at his new lifestyle—she waite him to

open the batting. Knowing the swine so well, she guite sure he
was going to 'tell all'. It was just a matter ofevk and when.

'‘Ah...so you managed to find your way over here®'shhiled at her
blandly, clearly pretending that he'd never comketch her from the
cottage.

'‘Oh, yes, it was no problem," she murmured witlalencsmile, as if
she hadn't a care in the world.

He gave a careless shrug. 'That's lucky. | wasdajrau might be
frightened of stepping on some of the nocturnahitnes to be found
in this part of the world.

Such as frogs and snakes,' he added with gloonmghyéhis lips
tightening with annoyance as she gave a trillgtitllaughter.

'‘Who, me...? Frightened of some poor Ilittle repfileGood
heavens—whatever gave you that idea?"

‘Snakes!" Claudia gave a muffled shriek of horidou don't really
have snakes on this island of yours, do you?' 8bddered. 'l can't
bear the nasty things!



| think that's Round One to me! Flora told hersgfhjling coldly at
Ross, who was forced to quickly reassure the oldenan that he'd
been only kidding.

‘Well, thank goodness for that!" Claudia breathesigh of relief.

'‘Now, | think | need another drink—and | want yautell me all

about your lovely yacht. | hear that it's vewgry glamorous,' she
added, taking a firm grip of his arm and turningMave imperiously
at a waiter.

Raising his glass to Flora, as if acknowledging Ieef triumph,
Ross flashed her a dangerous, wolfish grin befiblweveng himself to
be led away across the room.

Suddenly feeling mentally and physically exhaussée, leaned for a
moment against a nearby wall while the party ebaed flowed
around her. While Keith went off in search of ategito replenish
their glasses with more of the delicious rum purdbra was grateful
for a few minutes' respite from the need for patib@versation.

She was still finding it difficult to come to termgth the evidence,
plainly set out before her eyes, that Ross must very rich man. It
now looked as though he realdid own this island—something
which had seemed so bizarre and ridiculous thatsghply hadn't
taken it seriously. Which wasn't surprising, shasoded herself,
considering that she'd been in such a massive sfashock and
horror, right from the moment she'd looked at i@tk of his on the
aeroplane. And ever since then she'd been far teocpupied to
think properly abouanythingother than her own dire problems.

Still...however much she might hate her ex-husbandould be
churlish not to admire his obvious success. Whenrehballed their
first tiny apartment in London, which had been®arigly furnished
with junk shop finds and second-hand pieces ofitur, it was hard



not to applaud the hard work and industry which bemlight Ross
such a long way in such a short space of time.

'Here you are. Flora,' Keith Tucker said as hernet and handed her
a glass. 'By the way, you'd better get ready teasarblue murder,’ he
added with a wry grin. 'Because, unless I'm vergmuonistaken, it
looks as though the Boss Man is making his way beee.'

'Hi, honey...!I" a tall, thickset man called outhesploughed his way
across the room towards her.

''ve had about as much of Mr Schwartz as | candsta one day,'
Keith muttered in her ear. 'So | reckon this is mehledisappear into
thin air.'

'‘Don't leave me!' she whispered anxiously. But lie twily
photographer heard her desperate plea he obvialetyded to
become temporarily deaf as he faded quickly awsytime crowd.

'Hey, Flora—you loolsensational'Bernie Schwartz told her loudly,
leaning forward to plant a firm kiss on her cheé#.forgotten just
how hot it is down here in the Caribbean,' he adteandishing a
large handkerchief as he wiped the sweat fromdnetiead beneath a
heavy thatch of dark brown hair. 'But, it's jugtnderfulto see you
again, honey. Absolutelgreats...'

She smiled politely at the man, whose casual $éaturing vivid
sunsets and palms in day-glo colours of greenaretlyellow was
particularly hard on the eyes.

However, Flora realised that, while it might beyetslaugh at his
lack of dress sense, she owed a great deal to Mv&tz. It was,
after all, his insistence on her being given thatiaxt with ACE
which had led to this job. So, even if it all weddwn the tubes
tonight, she'd always be grateful to the man whesdued her career
from the doldrums. Besides, she had a gut feehagit would be a



grave mistake not to take him seriously. He coulda' more than
thirty-five years old. And to have achieved hisgenet position in the
company Bernie Schwartz must therefore be extrenaggble and a
force to be reckoned with.

That her instincts were quite correct was quicklyd aamply
demonstrated only a few moments later.

'‘Hey—I haven't yet introduced you to our new acc¢alirector for
the campaign,’ Bernie told her, before adding withink, 'l had a bit
of a putschin the office last week, and sacked half the stafft

knowing if they're going to be around to collecxineveek's pay
check, kinda keeps them on their toes!

‘Yes...er...I can see it would,' Flora agreed nesiyo

‘Damn right!" He chuckled, placing an arm arounddtien waist and
giving her a squeeze. 'But you and me, honey—vggireg to get
along just fine. Right?'

'Oh, yes, Mr Schwartz." She nodded quickly, givimm her best
version of a brilliant, megawatt smile. 'Absoluteight!

‘That's my girl!" Bernie laughed, giving her anatisqueeze as he
beckoned to a thin, willowy young man. 'Get yourseler here,
Paul," he called out. 'l want you to meet my vemp @otticelli angel.’

'l think Miss Johnson possibly looks more like Brémaverain that
lovely green dress,' the young man said as he shloo&'s hand.

'‘Who's this woman, Primy Vera? Have we got her umndatract?’
Bernie demanded with a frown.

'It...er...it's the name given to one of Botticelliamous paintings,'
Paul muttered. Obviously anxious to extricate hifiisem a sticky
situation, he added nervously, ‘It isn't importaint, Just a joke.'



'l don't like jokes—especially those | don't undamsl,’ Bernie told
him, his voice heavy with menace. 'And the amouatevspending
on this campaign idefinitelynot funny either!'

‘You're one hundred percent right, Mr Schwartz,ulPagreed
fervently.

Luckily, at that point Bernie caught a glimpse dalia Davidson
across the room. And so, after giving Flora's waisbther tight
squeeze, he hurried over to have a word with tlerakoman.

As they watched his departure both Flora and Paué @ sigh of
relief.

'l don't suppose | have to state the obvious,' fddiher quietly, 'but
Mr Schwartz is one very tough cookie.'

'Yes, | had gathered that,' Flora agreed quieatlyact, he's just been
telling me that he sacked half his staff the othey.'

Paul sighed. 'I'm grateful for the promotion, olurse. Although |
suspect it's a job that comes with ulcers attadHediever, our firm's
very heavily into "reallocation of man-managemesgources"—or
some such jargon.'

'‘Ah..." She grinned. 'As inve are a teamyouare overmannedhey
are redundant?'

Got it in one!" He laughed, then his expressionwgngore serious.
‘However, all joking aside, it would be as wellkeep on the right
side of Bernie Schwatrtz.'

Flora shrugged. 'I'm just out here to do a job. Aasl far as I'm
concerned, that job doe®ot include being over-friendly with Mr
Schwartz,' she said firmly. 'So, if he is hoping &obit of "slap and
tickle"—you'd better tell him to look elsewhere.’



She didn't have the opportunity to say any moré&asrgie came
rushing over with a rather scruffy youth in tow.i€y introducing
the boy as Jamie—Keith Tucker's young assistanecaman—she
urged Flora to hurry up and join everyone for théfdt supper.

'It's the most glamorous dining room I've ever séerd as for the
food...!" Georgie grinned. 'Just wait till you ssmne of the delicious
puddings. They look really yummy!

‘You're quite right. My housekeeper is famous fer tooking. And
especially for her "yummy" puddings!'

At the sudden shock of hearing Ross's deep voreakapy from just
behind her left shoulder, Flora nearly jumped dittey skin. Luckily,
her startled reaction of confusion and dismay a hkudden
reappearance was masked by Georgie's screechgftéauwhich
drew all eyes to the plump sandy-haired girl.

'‘Ooh, Ross—I didn't know you were eavesdroppingbi@ie giggled
excitedly, her flushed crimson cheeks and exprassb blind
adoration as she gazed starry- eyed at her hastybej a sudden,
wild infatuation for the older man.

Not to mention the fact that the silly girl had dkuar,too much rum
punch, Flora told herself grimly. But, on seconduthts, maybe
Georgie wasn't so foolish? A bit of anaesthetigéd through this
awful evening might be just what she, herself, eeed

Quickly following the thought by the deed, Floraifshy emptied her
glass, before realising that she'd made a bad,mistake as Ross
smoothly invited everyone to go and help themselodte food in
the adjacent room.

‘While I..." He paused for a moment, before liftiRipra's arm and
tucking it firmly in his and going on, 'l, as hosttend to claim the
pleasure, and the privilege, of looking after tnely Miss Johnson.'



'‘Lucky old you—Claudia will be as sick as a parrddeorgie
whispered enviously, before being reluctantly dexjgway by the
young cameraman.

But Flora would more than willingly have traded q#a with
Georgie—or the fearsome Claudia Davidson—as Raksée stiff,
nervous figure into the spacious dining room.

'l want to make sure that you have a thoroughlpyafle evening,’
he drawled in a cool voice as smooth as silk, lesfiomly seating her
at a table between himself and Bernie Schwartz.

But after one quick, frightened glance at the gatgfint of deep
amusement in his hooded blue eyes, Flora had nbtsidhat if
anyone was going to enjoy the rest of the eveniogrtainly wasn't
likely to be her!



CHAPTER FOUR

FLORA groaned as she bent down to open the door otthgerator
in the tiny but well-equipped kitchen in her cottag

With trembling hands she removed the ice tray, sigathe cubes
onto a small towel before quickly wrapping up tlg parcel and
clamping it to her aching head.

Never againllf, as seemed highly unlikely, she actually makige
survive the next few hours, Flora promised herdelt she'd never,
ever again make the mistake of drinking that totaligthal
concoction, rum punch!

But it wasn't only the after-effects of consumirg tmuch alcohol
which was making her feel so sick and nauseouwa#t also last
night's party, which had been one of the ngbststlyevenings of her
whole life.

In fact, the only mitigating factor in the wholeuly awful scenario
had been the phone call from Keith a few moments ag

Hearing his hoarse whisper down the line, and legrthat he, too,
had fallen a victim to the demon drink and wasdfae cancelling
this morning's photo session meant that she cauldaat lick her
wounds in private.

Making her way slowly and carefully across the rammlegs that felt
as if they were made of cotton wool, she gentlydmud herself down
into a soft, comfortable chair. So far, so goodwNibwas just a case
of keeping veryyvery quiet while waiting for the aspirins to take
effect and—hopefully—stop that sledgehammer bangway in her
head.

When Ross had led her into supper, and insistedeating her
between himself and Bernie Schwartz, it had ne@mdgone quick



glance around the table for Flora to know thatwhse in deepdeep

trouble. With a sinking heart, she had realised ke ex-husband
was clearly planning to extract the maximum amoofnfun and

amusement from her predicament.

Both Claudia and her faithful shadow, Helen Todal lmbviously
been furious to see Flora being given such prefialdreatment.

'We don't want this table to become too crowdedgudia had

announced with ominously tight lips, before turniveg needle-sharp
baleful gaze on Flora. 'I'm sure Miss Johnson wpuéder to join the

other young people. Isn't that right, dear?' shdded with an acid
smile.

Unfortunately, despite nodding fervently at Clatgliavords, and
half-rising from her seat, Flora had found her psdailed by Bernie
Schwartz.

‘Just you stay right here, little lady!" he commaahdcatching hold of
her arm and ignoring the fact that, while a gooal demmer, she was
at least the same height as his thickset figuvearit this lovely girl to
sit besideme' he said firmly, before turning to glare menatmat
Claudia. 'Do you have a problem with that?'

'‘Oh, dear me, no!" The older woman gave a nervdusftlaughter.
Clearly realising in the nick of time that it wastra good idea to
upset the Managing Director of ACE, Claudia quicgbve Flora a
totally false, beaming smile, in fact, Helen anaelre just saying that
we hoped you'd be able to join us.'

If she can tell such bare-faced lies it's no wortkderdreadful woman
IS such a success in business, Flora told hersafrgly, resigned to
the fact that, for the time being, she was well gmtl/ stuck with

these awful people. Was this going to be the egefrom hell—or

what?



Grunting with satisfaction at getting his own wdernie began
steadily drinking his way through a large jug ofrrgpunch, also
topping up her glass at every opportunity. The Acagr was
obviously enjoying himself no end. And unfortungtle¢é was all over
her like a rash.

Ross must know that she wasn't romantically interested |
Bernie—who clearly fancied himself as a regular Daan. And yet
he seemed to grow increasingly irritated, drummimg fingers
impatiently on the table while the marketing dicgciof ACE
conducted a heavy flirtation with his ex-wife.

And she wasn't too thrilled about it either. Intfatthough Flora had
no alternative but to grit her teeth, smiling mdtjeat his fulsome
compliments, she was definitetypt amused when Bernie placed hi:
large, hot hand on her thigh.

She really was between the devil and the deep $#ae Flora told
herself with despair. Trying to inch away from Betrof necessity
she found herself moving closer to Ross. And whée ex-husband
merely raised a dark brow in grim amusement atpnedicament,
Claudia—whose sharp eyes didn't miss a trick—cetmdk a very
dim view of the way the younger girl was apparemntigking a play
for Ross Whitney. It was a 'no win' situation, &hodra could do little
to prevent her rising panic as Bernie placed a fanm about her
waist.

'Stop trying to run away from Uncle Bernie,' he dkad. 'l wanna
tell these good folks, here, that this promotiondar new line of
Angel Girl Cosmetics, is going to be the best evad do you know
why?' He grinned around the table.

‘Well, I'll tell you,' he continued as everyondlat table maintained a
respectful silence. 'lt's all because | discovehesl lovely girll' He
leaned closer to Flora, planting a smacking wes &isher cheek. 'lt's



her pure, unblemished and truly wholesome qualiigt's gonna
inspire the young kids of today. And when they roshto buy our
wonderful,wonderfulproducts—in the hope that they, too, can loc
as good as this heavenly girl— they're gonna tegamding a hell of
a lot of dough. Am | right—or am | right?'

Flora was amazed to hear the cries of 'You're tigpd amazingly
clever" and ‘'Absolutely!” which greeted his bonilwas
pronouncement. It was only Ross, she noticed, @ied to join in

the Greek chorus, merely leaning back in his ckaih a bland

expression on his face.

Bernie gave a loud chortle of laughter. 'All kidgliaside, folks—and,
as my assistant Paul will tell younéverjoke about business—we're
talking seriousmoney, here. And it's those mega-bucks which &
going to gain me the vice presidency of ACE prosiibe added with
grim satisfaction. 'So, I'll ask you to raise yglasses, once again,
and salute Bernie Schwartz's Botticelli angel!

Flora stared down at her plate, quite certain shatdneverfelt so
embarrassed and awkward in all her life. Silenttgypg for a
thunderbolt to strike Bernie, before he made hel &y more of a
fool than she did already, she became aware thet Rad decided to
join in the fun.it sounds as if your new line irsaeetics is going to be
a great success,' he told Bernie, the mild expyassn his face at
odds with the dangerous glint of sardonic amusemanting in his
heavy-lidded blue eyes. 'I'm particularly interesteyour references
to that great Italian artist, Botticelli. Tell meave you ever been to
Florence?'

The heavy emphasis he'd placed on the last word-ehwlas he

knew only too well, was also her original Christisame—suddenly
alerted Flora to yet more problems in store for. e had a nasty
suspicion that the embarrassment of the past fewtes was likely

to be as nothing when compared to the tormentteeco



She was quite right. Clearly unable to resist gilom the agony, Ross
proceeded to dominate the conversation. After estivagithe subject
of Florence,the birthplace of Botticelli, he moved swiftly dhe

subject of his next book, which he was planninggtioin the Lebanon.

'‘Beirut is still very much in the news," he exp&dn'And it pays in
publishing to go with th8ow—if you know what | mean?' He turned
to smile at Flora, who was having the greatestatiffy in stopping
herself from losing all control and slapping thalfman's face.

'Of course, in the old days," Ross continued, 'hebawas always
known as the lanflowing with milk and honey.'

‘There ain't much milk and honey around there naysd Bernie
commented heavily. And Flora could have hugged Aheerican
when he adroitly turned the conversation back sodwn particular
interest: how to increase the sales of cosmetics.

But Ross wasn't prepared to give up so easily,oofse. Oh, no!
Having finally exhausted his repertoire of wordsrsding as near as
possible to Flora's original name—including a sseepe reference
to theflora and fauna to be found on Buccaneer Island—he th
moved on to the subject of marriage.

'‘Are you married, Bernie?'

'l was. But not any more,' the other man added savghim laugh. 'Oh,
boy! Did it cost me a packet to get rid of that boror what? Still,
things could be worse. At least I'm now foot-loa@sel fancy-free!’
He leered at Flora before turning to Ross. 'Howualyou, fella?
Have you tied the knot yet?'

Flora could feel herself almost choking with risipgnic as she, and
the other members sitting around the table, wdde®oss's answer.



'‘Well, yes..." he drawled at last. 'l did tie theok as you put it, some
years ago. But | untied it again— pretty damn fad#¢! gave a heavy,
theatrical sigh, shaking his head sorrowfully asumeed to Claudia.

'l guess | was just young and foolish.' He shrudgedahoulders, his
mouth trembling slightly as if he was bravely stiiyto keep a stiff
upper lip. 'There | was, totally swept off my fégta lovely face, but
it didn't take me long to discover that | meanthmg to my
wife—nothing at all.'

'‘Oh, no—that's terrible!" Claudia murmured symptadtiadly .
‘A crying shame!" Helen agreed with a heavy sigh.

‘Yes, it was very, very hard.' He shook his headosdully. 'She was
a model, you know, and very successful. Just likesMohnson,' he
added, turning to give Flora a brief, unhappy sm8ech a success,
in fact, that she was always out until late, emgyherself at parties.
While I...I was left on my own, night after nigho, pace around our
cold, empty house.’

You damned liarlFlora screamed at him silently as the tabl
resounded to warm murmurs of compassion and sympath

Glaring at the frightful man, her nails digging miily into the
clenched palms of her hands as she struggled fodieat, it was all
Flora could do not to explode with rage.

What about the hundreds of times Ross had stayezdrgpin the pub
with his rugby friends while she waited at homehwitis meal
burning to a crisp in the oven? What about the phoalls at
midnight—when she'd been worried sick about whaghmihave
happened to him—casually explaining that he'd flefirio Scotland
or Wales on a job?



‘Yes...' Ross gave another deep, heartfelt sidhl. &er wanted was
the love of a good woman. Was theally too much to ask?'

The swine had obviously chosen the wrong profesditora told
herself with mounting rage and fury. Forget writikter ex-husband
would clearly have made a fortune on the stag#jsfpathetic 'ham'
performance of his was anything to go by.

However, as she glanced at Claudia and Helen sh@amazed to see
that they'd clearly been taken in by the wholeagor of nonsense.
With the glint of tears in their eyes, their bososwelling with
indignation at the way Ross had been maltreateéddowicked wife,
they leaned sympathetically across the table, ¢odyanxious to
console the tall, dark and handsome man.

The poor, deluded fools! Little do they know whatah the man

really is, Flora thought viciously, jabbing a forkito a piece of
chicken on her plate, and wishing that she hadg, Isharp, deadly
stiletto—plus the opportunity to plunge it deemiher ex-husband's
black heart.

‘What about you, Flora?'
'‘Wh-what...?'

Preoccupied with her own grim thoughts, Flora ssalithat she'd
foolishly lowered her guard and allowed herselbéaome careless.

'L..er...I'm sorry, | didn't quite catch what yaid..?' she muttered in
breathless panic, playing for time as she frarticaed to think of an
answer to the next question, which she knew woela¢dming any
minute.

Unfortunately Ross did not disappoint her.



'l was just wondering about your marital statu's.h@ drawled
smoothly.

'l...er...I don't quite know what you mean?' shéterad evasively.

Her hands tightly clenched together, she starechdatvher plate in
despair. Ross had cleverly boxed her into a coaret there seemed
nothing she could do to save herself. It was nalgoong to fib her
way out of this situation. Goodness knows, sh&eadytold enough
white lies to ice a cake! Flora reminded hersethwising hysteria.
So, deliberately misleading everyone here this iegewould only
make matters far, far worse when the truth finaliyne out.

'‘Come along, Miss Johnson—there's no need to hd sfas merely
asking whether you're a married woman.' Ross, lgldatermined to
have his pound of flesh, smiled blandly around tdige. 'I'm sure
we'd allloveto hear the answer to that question.'

'Well...the fact is...'

‘The fact is that Miss Johnson is not married,'u@ia announced
loudly. 'Nor is she likely to be for at least thexhthree yeard\ot if
she wishes to complete her contract,’ the olderavoadded grimly,
before turning her hard gaze on the strangely pasleen face of the
girl sitting across the table. 'That's right, isiy'tlear?’

'‘Oh, yes—I definitelydo want to complete my contract,’ Flore
breathed, nodding frantically and almost saggintp welief at being
rescued from her dire predicament—and without havm tell a
deliberate lie. Maybe Claudia wasn't really quaeas/ful, after all?

'It's very important to ensure that there's no thred scandal about
our model,' Helen Todd chimed in, clearly deterrditeensure their
host realised that Flora was definitely 'off limigs far as he was
concerned.



Claudia nodded vigorously. 'Helen's quite rightg $old Ross. 'Our
campaign is designed to promote a concept of freatyral and
unsullied femininity. So, our Angel Girl must beeseto be pure in
thoughtanddeed.'

Bernie Schwartz, clamping his arm around Flora'stw@nce more,
dragged her closer to him as he whispered hoansdigr ear, 'Not
too pure, | hope! Not as far as Uncle Bernie is comedr Right?'

Would this awful eveningeverend? Flora asked herself desperatel
It was as though she was being squeezed, like ilimeg fof a
sandwich, between Ross— continually asking diffiagliestions
which he knew she had no hope of answering—andi&envho
was clearly a well-paid-up member of the WandeHiagds Society.

" Trembling with tiredness and mental exhaustidre was almost
getting to the point of jumping to her feet, andestning,Yes, I'm
married to the foul swine sitting beside me! Canasl contract
immediately—I want to go homghen she was saved at the eleven
hour by Ross, who at last brought her tormentctse.

'l hope you will all continue to enjoy yourselvds'said, rising from
his chair. 'But it's clearly time that this youragly hit the sack.’

Taking no notice of Bernie's loud protests, he alnavagged Flora's
shrinking figure to her feet, politely but firmlyaking his excuses as
he led her from the room.

She was just too tired and weary to put up mora th#oken fight
when, after leaving the plantation house, she fdwardelf swept off
her feet by Ross and dumped in the passengerfdaatland Rover.
It was only on arriving back at her cottage, a fawutes later, that
she eventually found her voice.

‘Thanks fomothing' she ground out as he unlocked the front door
the little house. 'l hope you're pleased with yelirfor putting me



through hoops tonight. Because it has tdHseworst experience of
my entire life! Haven't you anything better to dathwyour time?

Apart from writing those rubbishy novels of youdd,course,' she
added spitefully.

By the light of the vehicle's blazing headlamps steld see his lips
tighten at her scathing description of his books.

‘There's no need to sound quite so hystericatlf&aeled in a hateful,
mocking tone of voice. 'Especially when | was metgling to make
a contribution to this evening's enjoyment.'

‘A contribution to this evening\what?'she hissed savagely, almos
beside herself with fury as she glared incredulougd at him.
'‘Believe me—your most helpful "contribution” woulte to stop
breathing!'

'‘Hey—relax!" He grinned, his shoulders shaking wstippressed
laughter, it was only a tease. A bit of harmless dnd amusement,
that's all.'

'I'll give you "harmless fun and amusement",' Simgeked, a cloudy
red mist filling her vision as she finally lost athntrol, drumming her
tightly clenched fists on his broad chest—and atimgwopart of his
anatomy that she could reach.

‘Now Flora—calm down!" he commanded, wincing as lsinded a
well-aimed blow on his shin with her spiky high-lezksandal.

'‘Calm down? Hah—I haven't even started yet!" shegai 'I'll kill
you... I'll make you wish you'd never been borh!.I'

'‘Cool it!" he growled, swiftly catching hold of her flailingrists in a

vise-like grip while with the other hand he opemieel door. Quickly

switching on the lights, he swept her protestiggife up in his arms
and strode rapidly towards the bedroom.



'‘Put me down at once—you rat!' she stormed, fralyievriggling in
a vain effort to escape.

'‘With pleasure!" he retorted grimly, tossing hghtly down onto the
bed.

''ve had quite enough of this nonsense,' he coetinas she lay,
winded and breathless, gazing muzzily up at hisfitgaire. 'You're
clearly in no fit state to listen to reason at thement. So, | suggest
that we leave all discussion of your problems @ rtiorning, when
you'll have had a good night's sleep and will bep4folly!— a good
deal more sober.’

'‘Come back here!" she stormed as he turned orekisdnd quickly
left the room. 'l haven't finished with you yet. iNmot by a long
chalk.’

But, after finally managing to scramble off the pedrsing her legs
which appeared to be unaccountably wobbly as shggsted
unsteadily across the floor, Flora discovered tihat swine was
running out on her once again. Ross's only anseigha sardonic
laugh followed by a loud bang as he slammed thet fdmor shut
behind him.

Leaning helplessly against the wall, she'd feltaserthat her head
was about to explode with rage and fury. Theredwimed nothing
she could do to prevent stinging, angry tears afteadrustration
trickling down her cheeks as she'd listened tosinend of Ross's
vehicle fading into the distance.

All through the long, hot night—during which shdelt so ill,
convinced that each breath would be her last— thatebeen only
one thought in her sore head. Smesttry and find a way of
escaping—both from her ex- husband and from thaflepfiendish
nightmare in which she now found herself.



Unfortunately, as Flora, now glumly pressing icbesito her head,
was forced to admit, she was well and truly stinbthing other than
collapsing with a full-blown nervous breakdown d@ing carted off
to the loony bin was going to get her out of this#and off this
damn island. Although, from the way she felt at thement, it
wouldn't be long before she reallyaschecking in at the funny farm.

It might have been tempting, last night, to walliova positive ocean
of self-pity—convinced that it would serve Rosstigf shedid flip
her lid and was subsequently locked up in an asyNow, however,
in the cold light of day, it was obvious that heusy ex- husband had
just been having fun at her expense—and would lanigh if she did
become as nutty as a fruitcake. So, why give hiengtisfaction?
Wasn't it about time she started fighting back?

Busy trying to think of ways in which she could reaRoss's life
difficult—or at least sufficiently uncomfortable fmersuade him to
leave her strictly alone—Flora realised that shes,wat last,
beginning to feel a bit better. Unfortunately, nmoser had she
become convinced that she might actually live ¢itfianother day
when she was startled to hear a loud knocking emldor.

Oh, no!There was only one person who was likely to béigearly
in the morning, bright-eyed and bushy- tailed. Hdten ex-husband,
that was who!

Flora ground her teeth with fury. Well, she simplgsn'tgoing to
answer the door—and that was that! But, eventugllycumbing to
the repeated rat-a-tat-tat, she groaned helplassthe forced herself
to her feet before striding angrily across the room

'l thought | told you to get the hell out of myelif Flora rasped as she
jerked open the door.



However, as her eyes adjusted to the painfully hbrigght of a
Caribbean morning, she realised that the figuredstg on her
doorstep wasn't Ross, after all.

'‘Oh...um...hello Georgie,' she muttered lamely, taee suddenly
flaming crimson with embarrassment. ‘What...eratdan | do for
you?'

'I'm sorry to be such a nuisance, but | wondercduld borrow some
sun cream?"'

Flora gazed at the beads of perspiration tricktiogvn the plump,
flushed cheeks of the girl standing in the dooraagl gave a heavy
sigh.

‘You're right! I've been a complete idiot," Georgmfessed with an
embarrassed grin. '‘But, | simptiaren‘'ttell Claudia and the others
that | forgot to buy any sun lotion before we lefindon. Not when
we're working for a cosmetic company. They'd priypéibe me on
the spot!’

Flora hesitated for a moment, briefly tempted tbtke silly girl to
get lost, because she had more than enough probliehes own to
cope with. However, after another glance at Getygiale, freckled
skin— which, unprotected, would swiftly burn tor@sp beneath the
hot sun—she realised that she had no choice.

'OK." She shrugged. 'You'll have to excuse the niEssause | haven't
had a chance to tidy up this morning. But comenaamid I'll see what
| can find.'

‘Are you sure that it's all right?' Georgie lookscher quizzically. 'l
mean, it sounded as if you were expecting some@he..

'‘No... no—absolutely not,’ she muttered, inwardigstng herself, yet
again, for having been so careless. Georgie wasowdly an



incurable gossip. And with the other girl's nosevnwitching, like a
truffle hound on the trail of a delicious morsdieswas obviously
going to have to come up with some excuse for ansg/éhe door so
aggressively.

T...um...I have to confess that | was an idiot ey evening, and
drank far too much rum punch.’

'‘Didn't we all?' Georgie groaned in sympathy. 'Iswg half the
night—so was my room-mate—and we've both decidedetmmme
completely teetotal for at least a week.'

'Yes, well...I was feeling like death warmed upd &guess I...um...|
must have nodded off for a moment, completely ftingg where |
was...' Flora improvised quickly. 'Just a bad drearau know how it
Is?"

‘Nightmares are awful,' Georgie agreed sympatHhtj@opearing to
lose interest in the subject as she followed Hatan figure through
the large, cool sitting room and into the bedroom.

‘These guest cottages are really sweet, aren'?'tlse continued.
‘The one I'm sharing with the hair and make-up &arah Roberts, is
decorated in sunshine- yellow. But | justethis bluey-green colour
scheme.'



'Yes, it's very nice,' Flora muttered, hunting tigh her make-up bag
for a tube of total sun block.

in fact, everything about this island is reallyafteGeorgie continued
enthusiastically as she sat down on the bed, gadwogt her with
interest. 'Not to mention Ross too, of course! Het at all

stand-offish, is he? | thought that such a famaes-belling author
would be far too grand to speak to lowly worms likgself. But he's
really nice and friendly.’

Flora gave a weary sigh, wishing to heaven thatdsleeen
hard-hearted and kept her mouth shut. After thé tesimatic
twenty-four hours, all she wanted was to be leftirely alone.
Unfortunately, it looked as if this girl was detened to settle down
for a good gossip.

‘The photograph of Ross on the cover of his bools weetty
yummy—>but | reckon he'sar more gorgeous in the flesh. I'm
absolutely mad about him. A real case of "sex @3s'lé Georgie
giggled. 'What do you think?'

'l think that I'd sell my soul for a cool showeandtotal peace and
quiet," Flora retorted grimly as she at last fowmét she was looking
for. Handing the tube to the other girl, she addeth a weary,
apologetic smile, 'I'm sorry to be such a groucft,lln still feeling
deathly ill. Maybe we can get together later?'

‘You're right...I'm not feeling too good myself. dhsuppose | ought
to take it easy this morning,"” Georgie acknowledgsdshe rose
reluctantly to her feet. 'Oh, by the way, did yatice Claudia and
Helen last night?'

'‘No,' Flora lied, determined not to be drawn intdigscussion about
the horrid women which, if she gave Georgie hatthance, was
likely to last some hours.



'‘Well...I nearly died trying not to laugh. They were both almos
foaming at the mouth with middle-aged lust!

I've never seen anything so pathetic. Sarah talghatt they'reeally
excited because they've heard that although Rossmaaried to
someone in the past, he's currently unattachedt Boks as if they
reckon he's up for grabs!

'l can only wish them the very best of luck," Flarattered grimly.

'‘Oh—come on! Those old wrinklies haven't a hopaaetl," Georgie
retorted scornfully. 'Besides, his girlfriend isedio arrive here, either
today or tomorrow. Which wilteally put their noses out of joint!'

'His girlfriend?’
‘Yes, you know—Lois Shelton.’
‘Who...?

'‘Honestly, Flora! Where have you been living fag thast few years?
On Mars?' The plump girl gave a hoot of laughtéveh if you've
never read any of Ross's books, yousthave heard of Lois Shelton.
The well- known actress, with flaming red hair anceallyamazing
figure...?' Georgie prompted. 'She starredvioment of Truthand
Portrait of a Lady."

Flora frowned for a moment, before slowly noddireg head. While
she hadn't remembered the film star's name, shdnadwo difficulty
in recalling the actress's lovely face and, as @ednad so rightly
pointed out, her amazing figure.

'‘Anyway, Lois has just won an Oscar for her pathmfilm Fear No
Evil," Georgie continued enthusiastically. it hasn't couongn Britain
yet, but I'm told it's really great. Ross also gotOscar for adapting
the screenplay from his book, which wasiagabestseller.’



Flora frowned. 'How did you learn about this?"

‘Well, I've always been mad about films,' the otpdrgrinned. 'And

| noticed Lois in her first major filmRing of Destinylt was only a
small part, of course, but even then you couldisaeshe had lots of
talent.’

'‘No...er...I meant how did you hear that this adrevas Ross's
girlfriend?' Flora murmured casually.

Georgie laughed. 'Oh, that's easy. The newspapersmagazines
have been full of their torrid romance. They wen location
together,' she added, as if that explained evergthi

'Oh, right." Flora turned away to pick up a drasssy placing it
carefully on a hanger as she murmured, 'Did you tbay Lois
Shelton is arriving here soon? Are you quite stieuathat?'

'‘Well, that's the rumour | heard last night." Gé®rghrugged as she
made her way across the room. 'She's fantastitegutiful, of
course, which is really going to put a spoke inu@la and Helen's
wheels—I'm happy to say!

'‘Hmmm..." Flora murmured in vague agreement, wangexhy her
headache had now returned with a vengeance.

'‘But even if Lois Shelton doesn't turn up | reckioose two triumphs
of the embalmer's art are going to be way out ok,luGeorgie told
her. Popping her head back around the door, shedadgdh a grin,
'‘Because | noticed, eventtieydidn't, that Ross has hardly taken hi
eyes offyou—right from the moment we landed on this island!’

'‘Goodbye, Georgie!' Flora ground out, slammingdber shut behind
the other girl's plump figure before staggeringoasrthe room and
throwing herself facedown onto the bed.



Well, what did you expect? Flora asked herself hiyijgsome time

later, as she stood beneath the cool needle-spthg shower. Ross
was now successful, rich and as handsome as evée #%as bound
to have any amount of beautiful, stunningly atikecgirlfriends at

his beck and call. Quite honestly, it would berfaare amazing if he
hadn't. And why should you care, anyway? she adkedelf

defiantly. Especially since, if Ross was going édoloisy making love
to Lois Shelton, he wouldn't have any time to ptathe life out of his
ex-wife.

Despite trying to see the bright, positive sid&ebrgie's news about
the imminent arrival of the glamorous film-starpfd couldn't seem
to throw off a feeling of deep depression. Evelnghherself that she
was merely suffering from a hangover and that it vperfectly
normal to feel low on looking back at a failed nege didn't seem to
help.

They'd both been very ambitious, Flora remindedsdiéras she
turned off the shower before slowly towelling héirsigy. And that
had been the trouble, of course. With two youngds&ong and
ambitious personalities, both striving to succeedtheir various
careers, it wasn't surprising that they'd had saohexplosive
relationship. Or, when it came to the crunch, thaly should each
have expected the other partner to fall in withrthmelividual plans.

Until a year ago it had never occurred to Floranetequestion her
choice of career as a fashion model. But followiingt horrendous
car accident, which had resulted in such a long stahospital

followed by an even longer convalescence, she'gleady of time in

which to realise just what a mess she'd made difeeso far.

It hadn't been easy facing up to the brutal truthattshe'd been
mostly to blame for the break-up of her marriagewNof course, she
could see that she'd been an idiot. Because nercases worth the
sacrifice of a marriage. But, being fiercely indepent at the time,



she hadn't been prepared to put her job and caabilgesarnings on
the back burner when Ross had been offered thatipoSouth
America.

Still...maybe it would have all ended in tears eishehadagreed to
accompany Ross aboard? Even allowing for the olgiimmahat a
brief, whirlwind courtship was hardly the best lsafir a life-long
relationship. Flora had come to see that both sldeRss had been
far too young, each far too determined on havirgy thwn way, for
their life together to have had any chance of st&ce

However, by the time she'd fully recovered herrgjtk after the
accident, if she had been able to earn a reasoliahbgin any other
profession she'd have grabbed the opportunity to o
Unfortunately, having run away from both home actio®| at such a
young age, she was singularly ill-equipped to dgtlang other than
pose for the camera. And, despite being by thertilyesick and tired
of such a boring, vacuous way of life, she hadeétrbable to come up
with any other way of earning her living.

Trying to be ruthlessly honest as she slipped anpair of pale blue
shorts and a matching T-shirt, Flora wonderedefrdason she was
feeling so low was nothing more than a case objeal. Not of his
girlfriend, of course, she quickly assured hergé@lisolutely not! But
maybe she was quilty of the sin of envy? Could die
subconsciously resenting the fact that Ross was smwich and
successful...?

Deep in thought, Flora was startled to hear, org&ina a loud
knocking on her front door. Not Georgie, yet again?

But, as she'd told herself earlier, she ought teHanownexactly
who'd be outside her door this early in the morning



'‘What do you want?' she demanded, scowling up etibcking,
sardonic grin on the face of her ex- husband.

'l thought it was time we had a long talk.'
'Forget it!" she snapped.

'So, I've come to take you out for a drive," hetiowred, ignoring her

words and easily frustrating her attempt to slaendbor in his face. 'l

know,' he added firmly over her protests, 'I'm waNare that the

Angel Girl must be kept out of the sun. Howevdrave a shady spot
in mind. And you'd better bring your swim- suitaase you feel like

cooling off in my pool later.’

'I'm not goinganywherewith you!

Ross shrugged. 'You can come willingly—or I'll drgagu out by
force,' he drawled. 'It's all the same to me."

'l just bet it is—you bully!" she ground out angriBut his only reply
was a quite maddening rumble of sardonic laughter.

Furious, she scowled up at him as she realiseduhbdss someone
was going to come to her rescue within the next $eaonds, she
didn't have any choice but to do his bidding.

A few minutes later, her slim figure rigid with a@g she was
slamming the front door loudly behind her.

Heaven knows, Flora told herself as she stalkechdbe steps of the
veranda towards the Land Rover, she'd always hadéehce of any
sort. All the same, it was highly disturbing tolrea just how many
nasty, vicious and downright bloodthirsty thougsite'd had in the
last twenty-four hours. In fact, she was nawmite capable of
understanding just what it was that drove some lgetip commit

murder!



CHAPTER FIVE

DETERMINED to both look and act as if she had absolutelynterest
in their destination, Flora couldn't help frownimgpuzzlement when
Ross eventually brought the open-topped Land Rmvarhalt.

'‘What on earth is this place? And what are we ddiage?' she
demanded, staring up at an extremely large wooldet averlooking
a wide stretch of golden sand edging the ocean.

As she gazed at the scene before her Flora natieedhe structure
was poised over a narrow inlet which seemed to baea carved out
of the beach, allowing sea water to flow freely @éo#ls the far end of
the large, rectangular building.

'It's a boathouse. | normally keep my yacht hemndiuthe hurricane
season,' Ross told her. 'Or when I'm likely to Wwayafrom the island
for any length of time—Ilike my recent trip to Ameau'

'l thought we were supposed to be having a "lol.té&he gazed at
him accusingly. 'You always were as artful as adalj of monkeys.
But I'm a lot wiser now—and thera® wayl'm going sailing with
you!'

'l never said—'

'Forget it!" she told him tersely, still feelingghly aggrieved at
having being virtually kidnapped by her ex- hushatwdd the fact
that he was looking diabolically attractive in aldalue open-necked
T-shirt—not to mention those white shorts practicglued to his
slim hips—wasn't doing anything to improve her bamper either.

'For heaven's sake, Flora—stop being such a grouch!



'l don't care if lambeing grouchy,' she muttered peevishly. 'Becaus
haven't forgotten almost drowning the last time y@mak me out in a
leaky old boat even if you have.’

'Hey, come on—that was years ago!' Ross grinnesidgs, I'd only

been lent that old schooner, so | was hardly resptanfor the fact

that it wasn't seaworthy. | can assure you thapmegent boat is as
safe as houses.’

'Oh, yeah...?' She gave a snort of derisive laughtell, even if you
aren't too bothered about your own life-span—I'y®d ready for a
watery grave. In fact, I've no intention @fergoing sailing with you
again. And that's that!'

'‘Who said anything about going for a sail?' Rosswmid coolly.
Jumping out of the vehicle, he began striding talsdahe boathouse.
'Stop bellyaching—we haven't got all day,' he ada®the unlocked
the door before disappearing inside the large woatieicture.

It only took a moment for Flora to realise that Resthe sneaky
rat'—had carefully removed the car keys from thatign. And with
no immediate prospect of escape in view she cauiiglgive a heavy
sigh as she trailed slowly and reluctantly aften.hi

Fully expecting the interior to be dark and dingjye was surprised to
find the large building flooded with light. This walearly due to the
fact that the huge wooden doors at the far end wede open and

framing a view of sparkling waves beneath an agkye

Never having been inside a boathouse before, Floma also
surprised to note that the wooden structure waselpnea shell
enclosing a concrete dock filled with sea water—séhavaves
slapped gently and rhythmically against the sides large, elegant
sailing yacht.



Making her way gingerly along the narrow, slattedod walkway
which ran around the edge of the building, sheRags busy coiling
some ropes on the deck of the boat, which towenedeher.

‘You'll be glad to hear that I've got some coffeetlee boil," he told
her with a grin, before moving across to an opetthveay and
disappearing out of sight.

‘Well, at least you've got something right!" shettened, grumbling
beneath her breath as she clambered aboard tharagutiously
negotiated the narrow steps leading down into tam abin.

'‘How do you like your coffee these days? With creamd sugar?’
‘Just black, please,' she murmured, looking ardoe@dabin.

Although unexpectedly large and roomy, with two dprwide,
comfortable seats on either side of a table, thws fixtures and
fittings of the main cabin were definitely not wiste'd have called
'luxurious'.

Thanks to her job, which often called for exoticdtions, Flora had
been on several yachts belonging to wealthy midies, most of
which seldom seemed to leave their safe, comfarthbtths for the
open sea. However, this was clearly the boat ofa who took his
sailing seriously—preferring to spend his moneyiroportant items
of marine equipment and not particularly interested mere
decoration.

'‘Welll If this is the glitzy, glamorous yacht whithat awful woman,
Claudia, was yakking on about last night she'sagdytin for one big
surprise.' Flora gave acaustic laugh. 'Incident#llyou want to take
her out and drown her—that's just fine by me!'

'l already know what a bitch you can be, Flora—tisete's no need to
try and prove it!" He glared angrily at her. 'Howevwhile it's



obvious that you've got a mammoth hangover, I'mprepared to
listen to any more gripes. So, pull yourself togetind stop sulking.
Right?'

‘All right...all right,’ she muttered. 'Maybe | wasbit nasty about
Claudia, but...'

'‘And if you're really all that interested in my yde- which, as you
can see, is certaintyot the floating gin palace of your and Claudia’
heated imagination—you'll be glad to hear I've mtemtion of going
sailing today. OK?'

'OK...I'm sorry. You've made your point. There's meed to go
bananas,' she grumbled, sinking down onto one efntlde leather
seats and wondering why men seemed to get solwpaealy criticism
of either their cars or their boats.

‘Although you're quite right about the hangovdrg admitted with a
heavy sigh as he handed her a steaming mug ofecdfiat in the
heck did you put in those rum punches last night?'

He shrugged. 'Only the best Jamaican rum. Unfotélyat seems to
have carved a swathe through the ranks of A(TE. &¥@w if it's any
consolation,' he added with a grin, 'you're indreshape than most of
your companions. I'm sorry to say that your boyftieBernie, is in a
really bad way!'

'How many times do | have to tell you that had my boyfriend?'
She scowled up at her ex-husband. 'And if he's g@obad
headache—anything like the one | woke up with—ives him right!
The man was a perfect pest.'

'‘Oh, come on, honey—there's no need to be so Imgudar old Uncle
Bernie...'



'‘Now who's being bitchy?' she muttered grimly asfRRmimicked her
employer's nasal twang.

‘Touche!'He laughed, before adding more seriously, 'ltsdarly in
the day to quarrel, Flora. How about a non-aggoesgact—for the
next few hours at least?'

'‘Well...that might not be a bad idea,' she agreediausly. 'But I'm
still waiting to hear why you've dragged me halfwagross this
island of yours?'

Ross shrugged his broad shoulders. 'I'd origirthlbught of taking
you scuba diving. But, since you've obviously gjdk some alcohol
In your bloodstream, | think we'd better go sndrkglinstead. And
before you start moaning and groaning, yet agaenddded firmly as
she opened her mouth to protest, 'l merely wanshtow you a
particularly colourful, shallow coral reef, onlyfew hundred yards
away from here. OK?'

Beware the Greeks bearing gift$lora told herself, gazing
searchingly up at his tanned face. But as he exgdiathat the reef
was one of the reasons why he'd bought the islhadsuldn't help
but detect the note of sincerity in his voice. Espé when he

outlined the problems affecting coral due to ewereasing pollution
of the world's seas and oceans.

'It's no great shakes, of course,’ Ross admittddanslight shrug. 'But
| like to think that the steps I'm taking to prdtélee reefs around
Buccaneer Island are going some way to helpingalse.'

'‘Well...OK," she agreed slowly as he filled a Thesnwith coffee

before removing the snorkelling equipment from ek&r. In fact, if

she was honest, Flora knew that she'd love nothatigr than to be
able to immerse herself in the cool, refreshing ensatof the

Caribbean sea.



A few minutes later, as she followed Ross's tajufe through a
grove of palm trees edging the ocean, she recthiéethst time they'd
been snorkelling and scuba diving together.

It had been just at the point when their marriags finally cracking
up. All the same, during that brief holiday in th&aldives—well
away from the strain and tensions of everyday lifeeyy'd managed
to put all their differences aside. It had beemdgtic, carefree time,
in which they'd spent most of their days explorthg many reefs
around the island on which they'd been staying.iBshe'd hoped
that it would herald a new and happier phase iir tledationship
Flora was to find that she'd been doomed to disappent. Because
only one month later Ross had walked out of bothlifeeand their
marriage.

However, there was nothing to be gained by regallpast
unhappiness, Flora told herself firmly as Ross cteehalt beneath
the shade of some sweet-smelling Tamarind treessbadowed by
tall palms at the edge of the beach.

Watching as he spread out a tartan rug before ngaocanvas duffel
bag containing the snorkels, she was glad that steal the sense,
back at her cottage, to change into a bikini bdnéat shorts and
T-shirt. Because she really didn't fancy havingéarch for some
shelter and privacy before struggling out of hetleés. And certainly
not in front of her ex-husband!

'‘Keep your sneakers on,' he called out, his wordéfled as he

stripped off his dark blue cotton pullover. '‘Notydo some of the

sea urchins have toxic spines, but the coral ig slearp and can cut
your feet to ribbons.’

'l...er...I hadn't thought of that. Thanks for tix@rning,' she muttered,
quickly removing her own shorts and T-shirt andrigla deep breath



as she tried to ignore the sight of his wide, brglaalilders and deeply
tanned chest, liberally sprinkled with dark curbirh

Why on earth couldn't he wear those fashionabledaavimming

shorts like everyone else? Because if there wasthédw against
allowing attractive men to swan around practicaliked there damn
well should be! Flora told herself grimly, her ckedlushing as she
quickly averted her gaze from his long bronzed,lemysgped by a pair
of scandalously brief black swimming trunks.

What was more, it was absolutely maddening to histeeep tan. It's
all right for him she fumed, only too well aware of her own pal
alabaster skin, which she was forced to keep welbbthe sunHe
doesn't have to go around looking white and sidiég, some victim
of the vampire—a startling contrast, out here sm@aribbean, to any
normal girl's healthy tan.

So what if | look a fright? So who cares? she taddself defiantly,
quickly adjusting a bow at the front of her palear bikini.

'It's still early in the day,' Ross told her, sduig up at the morning
sun. 'But as we're going to be snorkelling you'ttdbgorotect your
back and shoulders.'

'I've already thought of that,' she told him witbrétle smile, before
taking a can of oily sun screen from her bag. im'make me a minute
to—'

"'l do that,' he said, quickly taking the canrfrdver hand.

'Hey! What do you think you're doing?' she snappéd. perfectly
capable of spraying myself—thank you very much!'

'‘Whoa...relax!" he drawled quietly, before coveimeg back in a fine
mist. 'What's got into you this morning? You neused to be this

jumpy.’



'It must be the hangover,' she muttered nervoasligamed to find
herself shivering involuntarily at the touch of lwarm hand moving
gently over her shoulders. 'And in any case thelavpoint of the
spray is that there's no need to rub the stuff in.’

He laughed. 'Ah—Dbut that takes away half the fuogsth't it?'

'‘Not as far as I'm concerned,' she retorted, guiskinning around
and grabbing the can from his hand. 'So, go awdypéay your "fun"
games with someone else, Ross. Because, while lbmayblonde,
I'm certainly not dumb!’

'How very true,' he agreed with a sardonic grinaylke "super
aggressive" might be a better description, hmm?"'

‘Thanks a bunch!" She glared up at him. 'Now, aee gwing
snorkelling together—or not?'

'‘Well..." he drawled, pausing as his eyes roanmalglover her long,
slim body. 'l suppose there are worse ways to {hessme. What do
you think?'

‘You really don't want to hear what | think!" she snappedclqui
snatching up her snorkel and striding down acrleessand towards
the sea, her rigidly angry figure followed by theusd of his ironic
laughter.

However, after plunging into the rolling waves, f@oquickly
discovered that the cool, refreshing sea watersmeeeping away all
trace of bad temper. Swimming slowly behind Rodsealed the way
along a narrow, deep trench, she was far too etethéy the sight of
the coral reef, teaming with sea life, to waste titae being angry
with her ex-husband.

Watching, enchanted, as shoals of tiny fish swamnict out of the
knobbly coral, Flora was amazed at the brilliadbacs of the bright



pink rose anemones, the blue sea slugs and the, grie& and purple
sea urchins whose fronds waved gently to and fthercurrent.

But all good things must come to an end, and slueles as Ross
tapped her on the shoulder before leading the veak llown the
trench towards the shore.

‘That was reallyantasti¢!" Flora sighed happily a few minutes late
as he handed her a towel to dry her hair. 'Howydigl come to buy
this island?’

'Oh, the usual way one buys anything, these day$heumh, to be
technically accurate, I've leased the island from Government of
Antigua,’ Ross drawled as he poured them both a ofugpffee.

'‘However, | think money came into it somewhere gltre line.’

‘Yes, | imagine it must have done,' she agreed/dsyiting down on
the rug beside him.

'‘Money—and a lot of luck, of course,' he mused tiyie
'Luck?’

He shrugged. 'Nobody really knows what causes & tmbecome a
bestseller. You can have a really well- writtemritie story—plus all
the hype in the world— and it can still turn outlte a dud. Which
means that very few authors manage to hit theifoig. tSo, if | hadn't
struck lucky with my books it's highly unlikely thied be sitting here
today.'

'l didn't realise that it was such a precariousggsion,' she said,
buried in thought for a moment as she slowly sipped coffee.
‘Although | hope you won't mind me saying thatell, I'm still
having difficulty coming to terms with the fact theu're now a well-
known author.’



‘As it happens, so am I!' he told her with a wmpngit never imagined
that my books would take off so fast, or be so essful. Never in a
million years.'

'‘But what made you decide to start writing in thstfplace? | don't
recall you ever mentioning that you wanted to bawathor. Certainly
not when you were married to me, anyhow.'

‘And would you have listened, if | had?' He liftaddark, quizzical
eyebrow.

'Of course | would.'

'‘Well, as | remember,did try to talk to you about wanting to write a
book," he told her flatly. '‘But, as usual, you wixetoo involved in
your own career.'

‘That's simply not true!'" she protested. 'l havesodliely no
recollection of any conversation with you about ryambition to be
an author. I'll admit that I'm not a great readethoillers. Mainly
because I'm not too keen on books dealing withdkad violence.
But if I'd known that yowseriouslywanted to write I'd have done all |
could to help.'

'‘Oh, really?'
'‘Come on, Ross—be fair! Ydunowl! would.

He shrugged. ‘Maybe | didn't stress how importawais to me. And,
if I'm honest, | might have felt that you'd eitHaugh or pour cold
water on the idea.' He remained deep in thoughd fiesv moments,
before giving a heavy sigh. 'So many people say tttey want to
write a book. But in fact very few actually achieteir ambition.
Sometimes it's because they lack the courage forgb But mostly
it's because their lives are so busy that theyt Gad' either the time



or the opportunity to do so. And | would never haeen able to take
the gamble if it hadn't been for my father.’

'‘What's your father got to do with it?' Flora tuirte frown at him. 'l
thought you couldn't stand him, and—'

'‘No, that was my stepfather,’ Ross corrected hieklyu'And you're
right. | always loathed the man who took my reathéa's
place—although | have to admit that he made my erothry happy.
| was undoubtedly a difficult teenager when my neotmarried
again, and, after some explosive rows, | went hadke with my
grandmother, who'd looked after us when Dad lefndoDo you
remember Gran?'

Flora nodded. She certainly hadn't forgotten the-gfaced, starchy
old lady who'd died just a few months after thegdding. Granny
Whitney had clearly been a holy terror, and ashaagjold boots. But
Ross had been devoted to the woman who'd brought up
following his parents' divorce when he was onlga fears old.

‘Gran was determined that | should train to be @ingi engineer. It
was no good telling her that | wanted to be a wtitRoss turned to
give Flora a wry smile. 'She used to say, "It's Rogal School of
Mines for you, my lad. Because if it was good erotay your father
it's good enough for you." But my heart was neeatly in it.'

'‘But | don't understand how your real father comésthe story?'

Ross lay back on the rug, placing his hands beresttiark head as
he stared up at the leafy fronds of the tall palees, silhouetted
against the blue sky.

‘After he and my mother divorced, Dad went offie Middle East,
and we only met on the very few occasions whenebtermed to
England. | can't say | ever really knew him," Radded with a heavy
sigh. 'But soon after you and | split up | hearal the'd died and left



me quite a lot of money. Which meant that | coufdrd to give up
work, for a few years at least, and try my luckvating.'

‘Well, it certainly looks as if the gamble was woitt And | wasvery
pleased to hear of your success,' Flora told highby, determined
that he shouldn't suspect her of being ungeneosssiffering from a
case of sour grapes.

Ross gave a dry bark of laughter. '"Well, it's aalyebetter than being
stuck in a South American jungle! Incidentally, yoare quite right,’
he added with a grin, raising himself up on hiseilas he turned to
face her. 'That minevasan absolute dump. Surrounded by stagna
water—not to mention rampant yellow fever amongst hatives. |
don't reckon either of us would have lasted vemgloSo, it's
probably just as well that yadidn't come with me, isn't it?'

'Yes, | suppose so...' she muttered, wrappingHhuierarms about her
knees as he watched the waves beating on the shody.

'You "suppose so"...?'

Flora shrugged. 'There's not much point in us mackver the past.
But there's no point in not being honest with onetler either.
l...well, I've had a lot of time to think since ragcident,' she told him
quietly, continuing to avoid his gaze as she statelly out to sea.
'‘And I've come to see that our marriage neveryedtiod a chance.
We were both far too young and foolish to sustaseaous, adult
relationship.'

'l won't argue with that diagnosis,' he agreedydr@dut what have
you been doing during the past few years? And wiiais about an
accident?'

'It wasn't the end of the world—although | certgitilought so at the
time.' She gave another shrug of her slim shoultefsre explaining
how it had affected her career. 'Still, it couldrddeen a whole lot



worse. | was lucky to end up with nothing worsentbarly hair and a
scar at the top of my forehead.’

'Let me see,' he said, raising a hand to catchdfdi@r upper arm.

‘There's nothing worth seeing,' she protestedadryo shake off his
grip.

'‘Don't be such an idiot, Flora.' He laughed, pgllirer swiftly down
towards him. Taking no notice of her cry of protastshe found
herself suddenly lying on her back, he quickly begthe curly hair
back from her forehead.

‘Satisfied?' she enquired grimly as he stared dataxthe long, thin
white scar on her hairline.

'Hmm...your surgeon seems to have done a great job.

'Yes, he did,' she snapped. 'Now, if youyuate finished having a
good look at his handiwork...'

‘There's no need to act like an outraged virgia,ghnned. 'l have,
after all, seen a good deal more of you in thelpast

‘That isn't...that's definitelgot something | want to remember," shi
muttered nervously, only too well aware of the &ahface filling her
vision and the hard strength of the long, musdotaly now lying so
close to her on the soft sand.

‘You may not want to remember...but I'm quite sted you do,' he
murmured, his hand moving gently down over her facéhe soft
hollow at the base of her throat. 'Just as | havergotten—despite
our being parted from one another for so many years

'‘Cut it out, Ross!" she croaked, swallowing hard aesperately
trying to ignore the feather-light touch of hisders, now trailing



slowly over her shoulders and gently brushing athidenarrow straps
of her bikini.

But he didn't seem to be listening, his hand caintigp its unrelenting
path towards the soft swell of her breasts, higditips gently tracing
delicate, sensual patterns over her quivering flesh

'Please! This is madness... crazy... completelnes.' she grasped,
unable to prevent herself from trembling beneashtdiich.

'I may well be out of my mind. But quite franklyioa, | simply don't
care,' he told her firmly in a low, husky voicelesdeftly untied the
bow at the front of her bikini. "You're still my f@g—and | want to
make love to you. Nothing else seems to mattemnanda

His words seemed to be echoing hypnotically in Ib@in as she
stared helplessly up into the glittering blue estasing fixedly down
into her own.

Yes, shewasstill technically his wife, of course. But...betting him

make love to her would be, without doubt, an adbtdl folly. When

Ross had walked out, it had taken her a long, tong to get over his
desertion. Have you forgotten all those lonely taghveeping into
your pillow? she screamed silently at her weak]isboself. Why

make a fool of yourself yet again? Especially ag koowthat his

idea of 'making love', is merely a euphemism fovitg sex. So,
come on— pull yourself together. Tell him to gedtlo

But she couldn't. Not when her body was now thnophwith a long
denied, overwhelming need for his touch. And, desiie certainty
of knowing with every fibre of her being that sheuld live to

bitterly regret her decision, Flora determinedlynished from her
mind any thoughts of future unhappiness. It way ¢dmné here and
now that seemed to have any relevance; her whokteexe was



encompassed by the fierce, savagely driving fofcerual passion
and desire.

Abandoning herself to her fate, she trembled asl wpasms of
nervous excitement race through her veins at thehtof his warm
hands caressing her naked breasts, the fingersxmewotically over
her hard, swollen nipples causing her to give aolimtary gasp of
sheer pleasure.

‘You're so beautiful... so desirable,’ he breatimeckly. "When we

were in the water, it seemed as if | was watchimgm@chanting pale
sea nymph, drifting elegantly amongst the coralrgts. A strange,
beguiling creature from another world, another etarOne in

which—'

'For heaven's sake, Ross!'
'Hmm...?"

'You may be a successful author,' she told hinf) vibreathless gasp
of almost hysterical laughter. 'But...but would yoind not writing
the book? Not just at the moment? Maybe latesh&' whispered,
lifting her arms and winding her fingers through thick dark hair.

‘Later..." he agreed huskily, smiling down at twerd moment before
rolling over to trap her body beneath his londydifigure, crushing
her bare breasts against the thick mat of darky &wair on his chest.
‘Much...much later!" he whispered as he firmly pssed her
quivering lips, kissing her with a sensual, erbtimger which left her
scarcely able to catch her breath.

Revelling in the hard strength of the arms clasiegso tightly, she
could feel the pounding beat of his heart agaiestdwn, and the
hard, muscular strength of his own sexual arousad then, as his
mouth left hers to press light, butterfly kissesvdahe long line of

her neck and on over the burgeoning fullness ofoneasts, a deep



throbbing in the pit of her stomach suddenly flaiatb harsh,
pulsating shock waves of thrilling excitement argllips closed over
the swollen rosy tips, taut and aching for his touc

With her body on fire and her senses reeling oabaotrol at the soft,
seductive warmth of his tongue brushing rhythmicalyainst her
nipples, she could only writhe with helpless abamideneath him.

It had been years since they'd made love togethdrher need of him
was so desperately intense that she barely notweth he roughly
tore away both her bikini bottom and his own bpair of swimming
trunks. She was only aware of his wide, powerfautiers blotting
out the sun and the powerful heat of his strongypadhose rippling
muscles tensed beneath the soft, sweeping touoérdfands.

A savage growl broke from his throat as she ralexdhhils down his
backbone. Deep shudders vibrated through his riaathé and their
mutual desire suddenly burst into flames, a scag;hburning heat
which swiftly devoured them both as their bodiesrged in the
frenzied, unleashed hunger of their overpoweringdnef one
another.

Totally uninhibited, their lovemaking was wild abdrbaric. Just as a
snake would slough off a skin, so their outwardgesof beautiful,
icy-cool model and handsome, sardonic author vatadly discarded
as they rekindled the deep, raging storm of passnohdesire which
had first brought them together all those years ago

Flying higher and higher, it seemed as though tliese no longer
two separate entities but were welded into onegoagthey climaxed
together, before free- falling slowly back dowretarth.

It was some time before either of them moved. Typtakhausted,
Flora felt as though she were back once again astding coral reef,



floating mindlessly on a current over which she hadcontrol yet
which still held her securely within its grip.

It was Ross who eventually broke the companionalence.
Carefully untangling their entwined limbs, he pegssa soft kiss on
her forehead before rolling over onto his back stading up at the
blue sky.

‘Well, well..."

It was strange, Flora thought sleepily, that wiiktjthat one short,
repeated word he could manage to convey so manyi@mp
surprise, considerable satisfaction and...and towkes of something
else, which she couldn't quite define. She walststihg to solve the
puzzle when the silence was disturbed by the rhithlirone of an
engine, which seemed to grow louder with each pgssinute.

'‘Oh—hell!" Ross groaned, quickly sitting up and shielding éyiss
from the sun as he stared up at the sky.

'‘Come on—nhurry up! I've got to get back,' he camh jumping to
his feet and quickly putting on his blue shirt amdite shorts before
packing away the snorkels and coffee Thermos icdmyas bag.

'It's only an aeroplane. Why all the panic?' shemumed, smiling
with contentment as she yawned and stretched hgudaous body.

'‘Because it will be arriving at the landing strip ia few
minutes—that's why," he told her tersely.

She turned her head to grin up at him. 'Big deal!

'‘Don't be irritating, Flora,’ he grated impatientiyuickly jerking
away the tartan rug.



'Hey! What on earth do you think you're doing?' shed, stunned at
finding herself suddenly tipped onto the fine, pewdwhite sand.
'So a plane is landing here on the island. So what?

'So...I have to be there to meet it.'

It was the oddly constrained note in his voice Whtogether with the
sight of her usually cool, sophisticated husbandv nooking
distinctly perturbed and highly uncomfortable, inthagely put her
on the alert.

'‘What's so important about that plane? Whydohave to be at the
landing strip?' she demanded, scrambling to héafee brushing the
fine sand from her naked body before searchingHertwo small

pieces of her bikini, which seemed to have disamgubaithout trace.

However, when he remained silent, apparently prgoed with
rolling up the tartan rug, she suddenly realiseacdy who must be
on the plane.

'Oh, my God—it's your qirlfriend, isn't it? Thatlni star, Lois
something-or-other?’

'l didn't say that," he retorted quickly.

'‘No—you didn't,’ she agreed grimly. '‘Because evame®ne with
your brass nerve might find it hard to confess just lgpuckly it's
"off with the old and on with the new"," she grounat furiously.

‘You've got it all wrong. The fact is, Lois and.Well, we're not
exactly what you might call an item. She and ...

'‘What do you mean "not exactly an item"?' Floraéar x>n him in
fury. 'Either she's your girlfriend or she isn'igRt?’

‘Well, yes. But...'



'You...you slimy toad!" she hissed. 'All that sweet- talk, tha
lovemaking, just a few minutes ago—it meanthingto you. It.. .it
was just a set-up, right? Especially since you rhastknownyour
girlfriend would be flying in any minute. So, whaeére you trying to
prove?' she cried, feeling totally sick and ashaafdgkrself for being
such a fool. 'Was it some kind of crazy revenge
Well—congratulations, Ross. Because if you intenttedhake me
look a silly, totally pathetic, foolish woman youdda reallygreat
job!"

Ross raised his hands. 'Now, Flora—keep calm! The@ need to
jump to hasty conclusions,’ he muttered as she géwved bellow of
rage.

'I'm perfectly calm!" she ground out through clesatheeth as she
abandoned the hunt for her bikini, angrily scramgplinto her pale
blue shorts and T-shirt. 'Can you deny that itsrygirlfriend in that

plane? Or that you invited her to join you on tkland?"

‘No, | can't deny either of those charges,' he #idthwith a shrug.
‘But if you'll just give me a chance | can explairerything. The truth
Is—'

'l don't want to hear any of your damn explanatidmsl, don't talk to
me about "the truth". Because you don't know thanmg of the
word—you dirty rat!'she yelled, trembling with fury as she grabbe
hold of the long cords of the canvas bag. Swinghegbag wildly
around in the air, she screamed with laughter atstbund of a
satisfactory 'thump' as she landed a direct hithenside of his dark
head.

'‘Ouch!’

‘Serves you right!'



'‘What in the hell did you do that for, you stupidl?dy he growled
angrily, wincing as he raised a hand to his face.

She gave a harsh peal of laughter. 'Oh, dear! ®ddrRoss. It looks as
if you're going to have a black eye, doesn't it?'

‘Yes, it damn well does.' He grimaced with pain.

'‘Never mind," she told him in a vicious, sacchasmeet tone of
voice. 'Who knows? You might get Ilucky. Maybe Loi
what's-her-name goes for men with really nasty-logkurple and
green bruises on their faces?'

‘You really are a first-class bitch, aren't you?'

‘That's rich coming from you, of all people!" Sterg another peal of
shrill, angry laughter. 'Because you're clearlyhimgg but a...a randy
two-timing, connivingoastard!'

There was a long, heavy silence as they glaredeligiat each other,
before Flora turned abruptly on her heel, walkingckly and
determinedly back to the Land Rover.

Having successfully managed to deeply insult onethat, they
conducted their journey back to her cottage incgn frigid silence
which was only broken as Ross brought the vehacke ltalt.

‘Now, see here, Flora...' He sighed. "We've gbttee a long, serious
talk.'

‘Nuts to you!" she snarled, quickly jumping downl atamming the
passenger door shut. 'Goodness knows, | should disgeced you
years ago. However, just as soon as | can getdfoddphone, I'm
ringing my lawyer and telling him to get rid of mfoul,
double-dealing, rotten husband—as soon as possible!



'‘Go right ahead—that's just fine by me!' Ross tetbisavagely, in
fact, | can't wait to get rid of such a stupid, ftechpered and totally
unreasonable wife,' he ground out through clendleeth, before
slamming the vehicle into gear and roaring off itleud of dust.



CHAPTER SIX

'You RE doing fine, darling. Now, look back over your slumar.
Raise your left arm slightly higher...hold it...tsegreat.'

Doing her best to ignore the crick in her neck grelaching muscles
In her outstretched arm, Flora gazed back up gbdha trees behind
her as Keith Tucker quickly checked his light mdtefore moving in
closer for a head shot.

'OK. Relax everyone. Weil take a break for ten rtesti he said a few
moments later, handing the camera to his assiagtihe make-up
girl, Sarah, hurried over to dab the perspiratiamt Flora's brow.

'Keith's terrific, isn't he? So cool and calm, wiatme of the usual fuss
and drama,’ Sarah murmured, carefully touching g green
eyeshadow on the other girl's eyelids. 'l tell yatis-a real privilege
to be assisting such a famous photographer. Heiti§i makes most
of the other guys I've worked with look like bunmgiamateurs.'

'Yes, he's one of the best,' Flora agreed, grdiaftihe opportunity to
shake the stiffness out of her arms and legs a# lkad his assistant,
Jamie, set up the next shot.

In fact, while her private life seemed to havedmtall-time low, she
had to admit that camera-wise the past two daysbiesth a great
success.

True to his promise, Keith had managed to keep iBexell away
from all the photographic sessions.

'‘What's the point of employing a dog and then gyto bark
yourself?' he'd asked the other man bluntly, befwveng virtually
the same message to both Claudia and Helen.



As a consequence of Keith's firm stance, which teasdlted in an
untroubled and hassle-free working relationshipwieen all the
professionals concerned, it looked as if they weetl ahead of
schedule.

A fact now confirmed by Georgie as she trudgedssctbe hot sand
carrying a cool-box containing an assortment ofl cvinks.

'l hear we've only got a few more days' filmingytg' she told the two
girls, handing Flora some icy-cold mineral waten't it sad? | wish
we could stay here for ever. Lazing around the pothe Plantation
House and—'

'‘Get a grip on life, Georgie!" Sarah cried, seizwotf of the bottle just
as Flora was raising it to her parched lips. 'Hoanyntimes do | have
to remind you about using straws?' she sighed iemtht. 'Are you
trying to undo all my good work or what?'

'‘Oops! Sorry, Sarah. | forgot." The plump girl gawer a slightly
ashamed grin, quickly placing a straw in the bdidéore carrying the
cool-box over to the photographer and his assistant

‘Sharing a cottage with that dopey creature ismgivne right up the
wall," Sarah muttered, waiting while Flora, sa@dfher thirst before
applying a fresh coat of gloss to the model's lips.

'‘Georgie can't seem to turn around in a room withmeaking
something. I've been dropping heavy hints alonglitres that she
might like to share someone else's cottage.' Shletbhopefully at
Flora, 'l don't suppose that you...?"

'‘No way!" Flora quickly retorted with a snort ofrgrlaughter. 'Quite
apart from anything else, | wouldn't be able tandtéhe constant
stream of mindless gossip.'



‘Tell me about it!" The make-up girl gave a heaghss she put away
her brushes. 'l reckon I'll go bananas if | havésien to any more
nonsense about who's doing what to whom in Hollydyoghe added
with a rueful laugh, teasing the other girl's bleralrls into a more
windswept look.

‘Although | have to admit that the stupid girl ight about one thing
at least,' Sarah continued. 'This readlya lovely island. | can't help
wishing we could stay here a lot longer—don't you?"

No, | don't! Flora thought grimly as she forced herself to give
other girl a bright, false smile of agreement. Beseaas far as she was
concerned she'd never hated a place so much—osbedasperately
unhappy—in her entire life.

Despite doing her best to avoid Ross like the magiie past two
days had been a total nightmare.

After the spectacular row which had followed socfjlyi on the heels

of their lovemaking on the beach, Flora had besmsat incandescent
with rage. Determined to contact her lawyer as smopossible, her
fury had increased by leaps and bounds when slcewdised that,

despite the internal phone system on the islarsetivas only one
line to the outside world. And that— surprise, sisgl—appeared to
be firmly under lock and key in Ross's study.

'I'm sorry, Mizz Johnson, but the boss has giveeathat it can only
be used on his say-so,' she had been informedsidusekeeper,
Sophie. A jolly, warm- hearted-sounding woman, gHeeen very
sympatheticwhen Flora had stressed the importahdermocall to

London.

'I'd sure like to help you," Sophie had sighed etglly. 'But I'm
afraid you'll have to sort it out with Mr Ross."'



With an almighty effort, Flora had managed to hatdo her temper
as she apologised for wasting the housekeepeesiefore putting
down the phone in her cottage and swearing out\atldanger and
frustration. Grinding her teeth with rage, she'dgahup and down the
sitting room, trying to work out what to do next.

It was, of course, just possible that Ross miglawaher to use his
phone—but she wouldn't bank on it. It was far mideely that the
swine would take a considerable delight in beingddBcult as
possible. Ever since she'd landed on this horiddénd he'd done
everything he could to upset her. And that humigsession on the
beach earlier in the day had been the final straw.

How couldhe? How could he be so... so... Words had faiérchhd
she'd waved her arms helplessly in the air, desggraishing that
she could blot the whole ghastly episode from hemary.

What on earth had possessed her? Why.wtty,hadn't she been
sensible earlier that morning? Why hadn't she talesd of her basic,
instinctive knowledge that to allow Ross to makeeldo her would

be an act of total folly?

Because she was a pathetically weak, blitherirg-tdthat was why!
she'd screamed silently at herself, before staggénto the bedroom
and throwing herself down onto the soft mattress storm of bitter
tears.

Mentally and physically exhausted, Flora had cluogthe safe
privacy of her cottage for the rest of the day. dwding to Georgie,
who'd popped her head around the door to delivelatest gossip
about Lois Shelton's arrival, it seemed that jlsiuh everyone else
had been suffering from the effects of the previoight's party.

'‘Most people have opted to eat in their own roosi®' told Flora,
who was attempting to hide her swollen red eyesndeh large pair



of dark glasses. 'Shall | ask them to deliver yswpper here, to the
cottage?'

'Yes, please,' Flora murmured, grateful for an sgdo avoid the rest
of the party. 'I'm still not feeling too good, asal..'

‘You're not the only one!" Georgie laughed. 'EverpRoss is
wearing ahugepair of sunglasses. The word is that he's reglipg
to hide a black eye, although no one seems to krmmwhe got it.’

'‘Maybe you should ask his girlfriend?' Flora muwtegrimly.

'Who...?' Georgie gazed at her in startled amazefoem moment,
before giving a shriek of laughter. '‘Don't be ndous, Flora!
Everyoneknowsthat Lois and Ross are crazy about each other.
fact,' the plump girl added with a giggle as shelenher way to the
door, 'l shouldn't be at all surprised if they &reanaking mad,
passionate love right this minute!'

Which only goes to show, that those who make nestyarks get
their just deserts, Flora acknowledged dismallgkea by pangs of
green jealousy as Georgie closed the door behindeken the news
that Ross was now sporting a black eye did littiealieviate her
feelings of misery and deep unhappiness.

It was at some point in the early hours of the meosttning when Flora
woke from a restless, disturbed sleep to find hee fand pillow wet
with tears. As she lay staring up into the darkmeés$lse hot night, she
realised that she'd been aroused by the soundravire desperate
sobbing. Try as she might, she couldn't recall elexdding such
unhappy, helpless tears—not since her life, anchbkart, had been
shattered by Ross when he'd walked out on theiriaggr all those
years ago.



However, when she awoke the next morning, to firee t
early-morning sun seeping through the lattice smnsittof her
bedroom, she did her best to try and pull hersegiéther.

Irrespective of her private misery and unhappinEksa knew that
she had no choice but to fulfil her contract. Acttdespite her
fervent wish to be thousands of miles away—fronhldwr husband
and this awful island—she must just grit her tesmtld complete the
job she'd been hired to do as fast as possible.

Much would depend upon the speed at which Keithkeay of
course. But the famous photographer was well-knfmvnot wasting
either his or the client's time. So with any luble svould only have to
stagger through a few more days before escapingtbdmndon.

Gazing in the mirror, and talking sternly to hefss she smoothed
concealing make-up over the dark shadows beneathyles, Flora
tried to concentrate on bringing cold, hard, rasilasommon sense to
bear on the situation.

There was no point in trying to fool herself. Besait was as plain as
the nose on her face that she'd been behaving Iperfect idiot. In
fact, right from the first moment she had set fwothis island, she'd
done nothing but make one damn-fool mistake aftetheer.

So.,0K...it wasn't exactly the end of the worldoifd reassured
herself quickly. Even allowing herself to be sedlud®sy Ross's
overwhelming attraction—and falling a willing vigtito the deeply
buried emotions which had so completely engulfed rhand and
body— could be explained as merely a bad cas#ejaf vu.lt was,
after all, a well-known fact that a woman nevegfarher first lover.
So maybe it wasn't all that surprising that shetdgorarily lost her
head?



However, there was nothing to be gained from logkiack. Or in

castigating herself for past mistakes. The impaitang now was to

concentrate on putting as much distance as podsgtNecen herself
and Ross. Unfortunately this was a tiny island, ianmebuldn't be easy
to avoid her rotten husband and his girlfriend,sL8helton. But she
would only have to hack it for a short while. Stayol, stay calm..

.and stay out of trouble, was going to be her mfuttdhe next few

days. And then— hopefully!—she'd be rid of botlsthiace and Ross
for ever.

After giving herself such good, sensible advice—harating herself
to face a tough scenario—Flora felt oddly confuaed taken aback
to discover that the 'lovebirds' had flown, havapgparently decided
to spend some time on Ross's boat, sailing ardumaeighbouring
islands. However, she'd been so preoccupied by ptioblems

involving herself and her husband, she'd forgotinabout her

employer.

When not actually in front of the camera, Flora Ihaged that she
might be able to remain within the safe seclusiameo small cottage.
After all, shedid have to stay well out of the sun, so that her sk
remained the same colour for the photographs. I8 :ssumed—
wrongly, as it turned out—that no one would thihkdd or peculiar
if she didn't mix with the other members of the eaancrew around
the pool at the Plantation House.

Unfortunately, Bernie Schwartz was not used to dpdimvarted.
After an extremely loud, massive loss of temperiialy accepted
Keith Tucker's stern injunctions to keep well airayn Flora and the
camera crew when they were working. But he maaéedr that he
expected Flora to be by his side at all other times

‘Just remember that I'm paying you a helluva lotnainey," he
announced with a wide smile which wasn't reflected his



calculating, cold grey eyes. 'And you do want tegké&ncle Bernie
happy—right?'

Flora was sorely tempted to tell 'Uncle Bernidatke a running jump
off the nearest cliff. But she managed to hold tomgue, merely

contenting herself with giving him a brief, smilingd of agreement.
However, it didn't take a very high 1Q to realibattshe was going to
need help and support if she wished to avoid theoxibus man.

Which was why she forced herself to pay a visitCiaudia and

Helen's pink cottage early the next morning.

After knocking nervously on the door, Flora did besst to alert the
older women to the awkward, difficult problem shaswacing with
their employer. All to no avail.

'l don't understand what you're talking about,’ tider woman
drawled, not even bothering to look up as she canated on
painting her nails a particularly revolting shadebtood-red. 'Mr
Schwartz is a well- known and highly respected fessman.’

'l knowhe's the boss,' she told the other two women ipi&it. '‘But
| was hired as a photographic model— there's ngtimmnmy contract
that says I'm expected to "entertain” the loathsoraa. Right?'

'‘Really, Flora! There's no need for such a crudearg,’ Claudia
grated sternly. 'I'm quite sure he has no intentibbeing anything
other than kind and friendly.’

'Oh, yeah? Well, it all depends on how you defime words "kind
and friendly", doesn't it? | mean...' she turned#igben '...how would
you like to have his hot, fat, clammy hands wandeghgveryour

body?'

'‘Well, yes...I do see that...' Helen's voice tdhibervously away as
Claudia glared at her. 'On the other hand...'



‘There's no "other hand"—because the two he'sihirgat are quite
bad enough!" Flora flashed back angrily as shedsttowards the
door. 'And it's no good either of you trying to guessure on me to
keep quiet about this. Because if you don't tedira#d Uncle Bernie
to behave himselfm going to be the one to cancel the contract!" s
announced grimly, before slamming the door loudiigibd her.

It had, of course, been a calculated bluff, sinlmra~was only too
well aware that as far as her contract was condeshe hadn't really
got a leg to stand on. Not if Claudia ever fountialout her marriage
to Ross.

| won't think about him—+won't! she told herself now, desperatel
trying to rid her brain of both her husband and wha and his
girlfriend were likely to be doing on that boatho$, miles away from

any prying eyes.

But the thought of the famous film star—whom shg&t to

meet—the recollection of the other girl's beautfade and fabulous
figure, refused to be banished from her mind. HyoBernie

Schwartz—instead of pestering the life out of heoutd have taken
a shine to Lois Shelton. A famous film star musvenglenty of

experience in coping with besotted fans—and theeefwouldn't

have any problem in making mincemeat of the awfaihm

Concentrating on standing motionless as Sarahudgrefijusted the
gossamer-thin pale green and white lengths ofahiffrtfully draped
over her slim body, Flora indulged in a delicioasthasy in which her
employer was well and truly cut down to size. Buivas no good
wasting her time in futile daydreams, she remindwselself

regretfully. In real life, alas, people very rargiyt their just deserts.

And then, as if like a bolt from the blue, she serlyg realised that
Bernie—like herself—hadn't yet set eyes on Loislt®he So, what
if...?



With her mind racing at what seemed to be the spéédht, Flora
almost shrieked out loud with hysterical laughter.

Yes!That would definitely be the answer to almosthalt problems.
Because there was no way that Bernie would contmbe interested
in her own slim form and pale colouring—not whemgared to the
American film star's beautiful face, flamboyant teair and, above
all, her sexy, curvaceous figure.

So...all she had to do, Flora told herself excjtedlas to stay well
away from the Plantation House until Bernie hadpportunity to
take a good, hard look at his host's girlfriend—gnably in a skimpy
bathing- suit. And the rest, as they say, woulthiseory!

However, as far as she was concerned, the bestebest thing of
all...was that Ross would be absolutely furioust tat Bernie was
likely to be much of a long-term threat to her rarsih of course. But,
having already experienced her employer's blindjtinaistic,
bull-headed approach towards any woman he fan€ieda had no
doubt that Bernie was quite capable of causing Rossnaximum
amount of trouble.

'‘Come along, darling. Playtime's over!" Keith Tutkevoice
suddenly broke into her thoughts, bringing Florauphy back to
earth with a bump. 'lI've just got one more redilof to go and then
we'll call it a day. So, let's get this show on tbad!

With the light fading fast, Flora concentrated fiynon the work in
hand, and it wasn't until Keith and Jamie were lpegking up their
camera equipment that she gave any thought of leoavoid the
entertainment planned for this evening.

'I'm really looking forward to the barbecue," Geergnnounced as
Sarah began removing Flora's make-up. 'What's nidnear that



Ross has arranged for some limbo dancers to giaedesnonstration
on how it's done.’

‘That sounds fun," Sarah agreed. 'Although | dbimik much of your
chances of squeezing beneath a low bamboo poleuiNess you
lose some of that weight.'

'Who cares?' Georgie gave her a good-natured'gjha.food here is
far too delicious for me to face going on a digtdAin any case, my
money's on Flora. She's slim enough to.slip thraughyhole.'

'Oh, no...I really don't think it's my sort of tlgih Flora muttered
quickly. 'l was planning to have a quiet night, and

'‘Why do you always have to be such a party-poose@rgie cried.
'‘Quite honestly, from the way you've been clindikg grim death to
that cottage of yours anyone would think that yand want to mix
with the rest of us.'

‘That's a really stupid remark,' Flora snappeddsnly realising that
this nosy, inquisitive girl was becoming potentiatlangerous. At
this rate, unless she managed to put her off taetsitt wouldn't be
long before Georgie would find out exactly why shas trying to
avoid any contact with Ross. 'Or maybe you're gyt be
deliberately offensive?' she continued sternlycdese, if so, I'm
quite happy for us to discuss this matter furtheith Claudia
Davidson.'

Watching the blood draining from Georgie's facthatmere threat of
being dragged in front of 'Cruella De Vil! Florautdn't help feeling a
pang of conscience. But, while she was sorry tedokard on her, it
was definitely about time that Georgie learned todhiner own damn
business.



'I'm sure she didn't mean anything. Just beinghbanal stupid self,’
Sarah interjected quickly, before grabbing holdre plump girl's
arm and dragging her away across the sand.

Flora wasn't able to hear what the make-up girl waging to
Georgie, but from the way that Sarah was wavinghaeads furiously
In the air it looked as if she was not only tearirey off a strip for
making such a stupid remark, but also taking thpodpnity to
release some of her own anger and frustration atlroom-mate.

Unfortunately, Flora knew that having created sadiuiss she was
going to have to put in an appearance at the Riantdouse tonight.
But when Keith announced that after all their hamtk today they

deserved to cool off with a dip in the pool, itiseel like a good idea.
Maybe putting in an appearance now would allowtbeslip away

much earlier in the evening?

Unfortunately, it turned out to be a thoroughlyteatidea.

Any plan she might have had—such as enjoying a gwanm before
relaxing on a lounger beneath the shade of a pa&ler+twas blown
sky-high by Claudia and Helen. As soon as shedgés on the two
older women, looking irritated and bored to deatkthay sipped long,
icy-cool pina coladas by the pool, she feared tbestvAnd how right
she was!

After making a great fuss over Keith—Claudia bengjpody's fool

and knowing the project would be nothing withold genius with a
camera—the two women completely ignored Flora aeg finoceeded
not only to talk about their absent host and hidfrggnd but to

speculate about the character of Ross's first wife.

'l really think the poor woman must have been dbieo mind,' Helen
said with a sad shake of her head.



‘Very possibly,' Claudia agreed, spreading mor@war her leathery
skin. '‘But then, some women are simply too stupidkriow when
they're well off. What do you think, Keith?'

He shrugged. 'Who knows? Maybe they were bothgasyoung and
Impetuous,’ he told them, clearly not interestedpursuing the
subject as he turned and dived into the pool.

Helen frowned. 'l still don't understand. | medin/.was married to
such a gorgeous man, you wouldn't cateeaving him on his own
for five minutes—Iet alone whole evenings at atstre

‘You're so right, dear.' Claudia nodded. 'l wou&Ver have made
such a mistake with my own dear, late husband,aslded, with a
fond glance down at the large diamond ring on laadh'l always say
that the biggest thing in a man's trousers shoaldi® wallet.’

Helen responded to this pronouncement with a syeaghripple of
laughter.

'Oh, Claudia—you'reso amusing!" she trilled, before belatedly
realising, as her companion turned to glare at tiet the other
woman had been speaking in deadly earnest. 'l maan.what |
meant to say was that you're absolutely right.'

'Of course | am," Claudia snapped. 'Being a sutidesmeer woman
is all very well. But there's no denying the fawattthe most useful
labour-saving device is still a husband with mohey.

Careful not to make another mistake, Helen fraliyicaodded her
head in agreement, before returning to the subleca dog worrying
at a bone. 'l still don't understand why anyoneld:@ant to abandon
a man who's both terrifically attractive and vergryrich.'



'‘Why, indeed?' Claudia shrugged her bony shouldén& woman
was clearly an idiot. On the other hand, | havenitgood authority
that she was a raving nymphomaniac.'

'‘Good heavens!" Helen gasped, her cheeks flushibdexcitement.
‘How simplyawful. Poor Ross!

Flora seethed with impotent fury at being forcetigien to this quite
outrageous malicious nonsense.

Although light years away from being a nymphomange would

have died rather than confess the very uncool :tithilt Ross had
been her first and virtually only lover. There reldo been a stupid
one-night stand with a complete stranger, which eggpened soon
after Ross had left her. That disastrous episodeichvhad been
prompted more by sheer loneliness than any reaedebad left her

feeling not only heartily ashamed of herself biugoatietermined
never to make the same mistake again.

She hadn't, of course, ruled out the possibilitgt tshe might
eventually fall in love again, with a man whom sloeild both love
and respect, but until that happened she'd bee® gontent to
concentrate on her work and rely on one or two leggescorts, who
were happy to take her out on the clear understgnitiat a dinner
invitation didn't include her bed as a last course.

Which made it not only infuriating, but positivedick-making to find
herself forced to listen to those two foul-mouthgdmen talking
such rubbish. How wouldhey like to sit by listening to their
characters being torn to shreds? And why shoulglileenterested in
Ross's ex-wife, anyway? Especially since he now aagthmorous
new girlfriend—Lois Shelton.

However, despite having been given the cold sholdgeeith, the
nasty old battle-axes had now found a perfect awdien Georgie.



Sarah, of course, had far more sense. After listeta the ridiculous

nonsense for a moment or two, she'd wandered anéyvas now

enjoying a swim in the pool. However, that sillylgGeorgie, was

clearly in seventh heaven, having the time of iierds she lapped up
every scurrilous word about '‘poor Ross' and théulamross' he'd had
to bear for so many years.

Suddenly deciding that she couldn't bear to lisbeany more insane
drivel, Flora quickly rose from her lounger andetivinto the water.
Venting her fury by ploughing up and down the pioch fast crawl,

she eventually slowed down, only to discover thatgroup had now
been joined by their host, his girlfriend and BerSchwartz.

Treading water from her vantage spot in the deep Elora was in a
perfect position to see that her plans regardiegriarketing director
of ACE had been absolutely spot on. In fact—nopud too fine a
point on it—dear old 'Uncle Bernie' was lookingalbt gobsmacked!

With his tongue hanging out, and almost panting bkthirsty dog,
her employer was gazing at the scantily dressed dtar as if he'd
just been presented with an early Christmas present

And who could blame him? As she stared mesmerisibe gorgeous
figure of Ross's girlfriend Flora suddenly foundrdedf almost

gasping with pain, frantically clutching a barla side of the pool to
stop herself from slipping down into the depthshe water in an
agony of depression.

Even from this distance there was no mistakingfdloethat she was
looking at real, genuine beauty and a charismdtara which had
already produced a dramatic effect on the groupeafple by the
pool; even Claudia's normally haughty, sour-lookiage was now
glowing with a happy smile.



The girl's deeply tanned hour-glass figure, barebywered in a
minuscule pink bikini, left virtually nothing to ¢himagination. With
a fiery mane of shoulder-length wavy hair surrongda perfect
heart-shaped face, enormously wide blue eyes amdwth which
curved as sensually as her firm, full breasts, [S#slton could only
be described as 'drop-dead gorgedus'wondeiBernie's eyes were
practically bulging out of their sockets!

And no wonder that her husband had quickly dumped Ibefore
rushing off to meet this girl's plane, Flora toldréelf glumly. It
would have taken far more self- control than Rassspssed to resist
the allure of every red-blooded man's dream cooe tn fact, she
hadn't a moment's hesitation in acknowledgingltba Shelton was,
quite simply, the most beautiful and sexy womaridsbeer seen.

'I'm just wondering whether to slit my throat novwaait until later,'
Sarah murmured wryly as she swam up to join FlEs@odness
knows, I've done the hair and make-up of someyréaely women
In my time—>but I've never seen anyone to beat that gorgeot
creature!’

'l've just come to exactly the same conclusiomgtdbhgreed with a
heavy sigh. 'Only, in my case, | was contemplajurgping off the
nearest cliff.'

'‘Oh, come on! You're a fantastic-looking woman, ‘ghoormally
knock spots off anyone,’ Sarah told her firmlg, jtist that...'

'It's just that we're both looking at sheer pertect Flora
acknowledged with another deep, heavy sigh, in tacbe entirely
honest, | have to say that compared to that stgriind of paradise |
appear to be merely a dusty sparrow.'



Since there was no disputing the truth of Flor&tement, they both
lapsed into a depressed silence, neither of théetalear their eyes
away from the vision on the other side of the pool.

‘Ah, well..." Sarah sighed. 'Maybe she's a totaldan and as thick as
two short planks?'

Recalling her husband's short fuse, and his ilwitaih the past with
any woman, however beautiful, whom he'd thouglaisoéither stupid
or silly, Flora reluctantly shook her head. 'Nofartunately I've got a
gut feeling that she's probably as smart as paint.’

'If so, it looks as if the fairy godmothers wedefinitely working
overtime at her christening.' The other girl gridfsefore announcing
that it was time she left the pool to get changadtiie evening's
barbecue.

Slowly following Sarah down to the shallow end, fiéloealised that
she simply wasn't in a fit state to handle any gbmeeting, however
brief, with either Ross or his girlfriend. Which ar that the only
way of avoiding the lovers was to slip away inte Blantation House
and hope to find a downstairs cloakroom in whichstbower and
change, before quietly making her way back to béage.

Unfortunately, while she easily managed to achidwe first
objective, once she'd made her way inside the hé&lma found
herself becoming confused by its sheer size. Arsioot to bump
into any servants, who might well wonder why a gimg) wet woman
was padding down their immaculately cleaned corsadashe
furtively turned the handle of one door after aeotlithout success.

Her heart thumping with rising panic, almost whimpeg with fright
at the likelihood of being discovered any minutdor& peered
carefully around a bend in the corridor. A momextet she gasped



with relief as she saw an arched opening througltiwbould be
glimpsed a luxurious bath and shower complex.

Moving swiftly across the marble floor, she had @sinreached the
bathroom when she was abruptly halted in her tragktie sound of
a deep voice.

‘Just where in the hell do you think you're going?'
Oh, no!This couldn't be happening to her—it simpbuldn't!

'‘Well...?' Ross demanded as she spun around, berwhite with
shock at being discovered by her husband—who se&rtesl/e just
materialised from thin air, like an evil genie.

'l...er...I was just looking for... | wanted to...'

'‘Could it be that you were looking for my studydsk drawled
sardonically. 'Yes, my housekeeper, Sophie, didrtelthat you were
veryanxious to make a phone call to London,' he asdtda hateful
grin as a deep crimson flush swept over her pae.f&8ut | see no
reason why | should pay for an expensive internaticall to your
lawyer. So, you'll just have to wait until youadtlthis island, won't
you?'

‘You...you miserable skinflint!" she hissed furiyus

‘And | wasn'tlooking for your rotten study. I...well, | merelyanted
to take a shower. But only if you can afford tortet use some of your
hot water, of course,' she added sarcastically.

Ross gave a snort of grim laughter. 'Yes, | reckoan just about
stand the cost of that item. In fact, it sounds Bkgreat idea.'



Quickly striding forward, he gripped hold of hemamot pausing in
his momentum as he swiftly frog-marched her inte tlarge
bathroom.

'‘Ouch! That hurt," she grumbled, rubbing her armhasturned to see
him closing and bolting the door behind him.

Staring blankly up at his tall figure, it was som®ments before
Flora could cudgel her brain into some kind of wiogkorder. All she
could seem to think about was how outstandinghaetitze and sexy
he was looking in his dark navy thin cotton polatsbver a pair of
brief navy shorts, his long, lean brown legs ending pair of dark
blue sneakers. And it wasn't until he began takiffidhis shoes that
her confused mind finally started to get its agetiber.

‘What...whaton earthdo you think you're doing?"

'‘Well, it was your idea.' Ross shrugged as he 8ewn to undo the
laces.

'‘My idea...?' Flora echoed blankly, closing herzgth eyes for a
moment and banging a fist hard against her curdyglhe an effort to
unscramble the jagged pieces of her branhatidea?'

He gave a heavy, impatient sigh. 'You suggestethbaw shower.
Now, since I've been out on the boat all day—"

'‘Are you out of your tiny mind, or what?' she slaalt'l...| wouldn't
have a shower with you...yoslime- bal—not for all the tea in
China!

‘And as you're looking thoroughly hot and bothateseems like an
excellent idea," he continued, ignoring both theofusly angry words
and rigid figure of his wife, as he proceeded tgpsiff his shirt.



'I'm certainlynot"hot and bothered",' she raged. 'And if you araunt't
of here in five seconds flat, I'm going to scredaebmurder.’

‘And let everyone know that you're having a showéh your
husband...? | don't think so." He grinned, movirggetminedly
towards her.

'‘Leave me alone!' she ground out, backing quickiayaacross the
shiny marble floor. 'I'm so fed up with my awfulntcact that | don't
carewho knows about our marriage. And...and besides,'aslued

quickly as he came nearer, 'l know you wouldn'ttaris to find out

that you're really a foul, two-faced, double-degliat!

He gave a low, sexy laugh. 'Lois is a big girl. iBe¢ me, she's
perfectly capable of looking after herself.'

'‘Go away!' She gasped as her backbone came irdpst@rp contact
with the marble wall, it's been a hell of day, &nd simply can't take
any more of this nonsense...'

And then, to her utter consternation and the cota@stonishment of
both herself and Ross, she suddenly burst intorenstf tears.

'For God's sake, Flora!" he ground out, moving tywib catch hold
of her slim figure as her knees buckle® beneathaner she began
sliding slowly down the wall. 'I've never known ytacry like this.
What on earth's got into you?'

'l don't know,' she wailed, a heavy lump in hep#tras she leaned
helplessly against him, her falling tears caudteg lew drops on the
short, curly dark hair of his hard, bare chest.

‘Calm down—everything's going to be all right,'rhermured softly,
his arms closing gently around her trembling figure



'‘No. No, it isn't,’ she sobbed, knowing that she ak kinds of an
idiot but simply not able to stop herself from saning the forbidden
warmth and security of his tall, strong figure.

A moment later he was gently lifting her face uprdods him and
carefully blotting the tears from her eyes withearby hand-towel.
His tanned, handsome face was so close to herfmtshe could feel
his breath caressing her cheek, and then he loweiedead a
fraction, softly pressing his lips to her damp el&&nd on down over
her pale cheek, the touch of his mouth brushingsacher trembling
lips almost beguiling in its gentleness.

Desperately trying to ignore the devastating effectvas having on
her mind and body, she seemed temporarily helpgssnst the
insidious, hot, pulsing wave of desire and exciteimsuddenly
scorching through her quivering figure. And thenthwa final
massive effort of will, she managed to wriggle olihis embrace.

'I'm sorry 1...I behaved so foolishly just now.'eShniffed, before
doing her best to draw an invisible mantle of digiaibout herself as
she straightened her weary figure and looked hiecty in the eye.

it's been a long day and | expect that I'm jusedtirthat's all.
However,' she added as he opened his mouth to sjpdakve no
intention of having a shower with you. As far as toncerned, our
marriage is dead and buried. And, despite behaNkega stupid
teenager a few days ago, | have no wish or desimaake such a
mistakeeveragain.'

'‘Oh, come on, Flora—we both know very well thatwias no

"mistake",' he told her roughly. 'Surely you muavé realised, as |
did, that we're two halves of the same whole. Wiadtever errors
we've made in the past there's no reason why wermake the effort
to try again.’



'‘Good sex is one thing—life and love are quite hegt she told him
grimly. 'Not only did you leave me once—but youtrere than likely
to do it again. And, while honesty might compel tneadmit, after
seeing Lois Shelton, that | can well understand whg's utterly
irresistible, I'm damned if I'll play second fiddie that particular
orchestral'

'‘How can you be such an idiot?' he growled. 'Laid & are good
friends, of course, but—' -

Flora gave a shrill laugh. 'Pull the other leg, ®esand give me

credit for havingsomeintelligence! But, in any case,’ she adde
grimly, 'l don't care how "friendly" you both arEhe plain fact is that

I'm never going to forgive you for rushing off to see her,lyon
moments after making love to me.'

‘And that's your final word?' he ground out throwggnched teeth.

‘You're damn right it is!" she retorted bitterlyickly seizing up a
large, long-handled back-scrubbing brush and bshmy it
menacingly in his face.

Ross stood staring intently down at her for a mdmisefore “giving
a heavy sigh and shaking his dark head as he tuanddwalked
slowly towards the door.

‘You've accused me of not respecting your inteflage Flora," he told
her with a grim bark of sardonic laughter. 'Butrevieat remarkably
stupid girl, Georgie, appears to have more senseirlittle finger
than in the whole of that empty brain of yours!'



CHAPTER SEVEN

DespiTEthe heat, Flora couldn't seem to stop herselfesimg with
nerves and tension as the noise of the bathroom, dteammed
viciously hard by Ross's departing figure, stigiseed to echo around
the marble- lined room.

Standing beneath the warm needle-spray of the showed

determinedly scrubbing every square inch of har-slas if by doing
so she could cleanse away all trace of Ross fraim fber mind and
body—proved to be completely useless. Becausepuwifse, there
was no point in trying to fool herself any longer.

Deep in her heart, she now saw that she must haegsaknown the
truth. Right from the moment she'd first landedius island—even
when she and Ross had fenced, snarled and foudhittedy with
each other— she'd struggled against acknowledgmdeaict that she
still cared deeply for her husband. Mainly, of c®jrbecause getting
involved once again with Ross could only be a redqy disaster.

Flora could still recall the sage advice from oh&er older friends:
'‘Never trust a man who's dumped you once—becatitddé again
and again and again.' Her husband's behaviouge simed landed on
this island, had merely underlined the truth of fnend's words.

However, Ross was quite right—you realie a dribbling idiot! she
told herself roughly as she turned off the sho&gen thinking how
she'd almost succumbed to his overwhelming attact few
moments ago was enough to make her skin crawl shitme and
embarrassment.

Surely she ought to know by now that a sensuatawtty masculine
man like Ross would be used to seizing what he @dadust as for a
brief span of time, the other morning on the beaefd happened to
want her. However, their lovemaking had clearly ntddtle to him



other than satisfying a temporary appetite. Becaisseoon as the
plane carrying Lois Shelton had flown over thenslde'd quickly

dumped Flora in the trash can, before hurryingtofSample yet

another, more exotic dish.

So, why should she still feel anything for such anfh A man who
was, quite clearly, nothing more than a doubleidgalamoral,
two-facedswine'!

' hate him...l realhatehim!" she ground out through clenched teet
furiously rubbing herself dry with one of the hufleecy white bath
towels piled high in this luxurious bathroom. | leobis next book
bombs completely, that a hurricane destroys evenytbn this horrid
island and that luscious Lois takes to comfortrgp@nd ends up
weighing at leastsixteen stone, she told herself viciously, befol
sinking down onto a stool as the weak, feeble tbagan flowing
down her cheeks once again.

What's the use of fighting against fate? she thguiganing her
weary head against the cool marble wall for a fesmnants, before
grabbing some tissues to blow her nose. You've yawaved the
rotten man. And— since you're such a blind, stdpad—it looks as
If you always will.

Not able to face the prospect of seeing Ross agaispon after their
confrontation, Flora waited until every one had gaff to change
and the coast was clear before slipping away frben Rlantation
House.

She was sorry to miss the barbecue, and the opyiyraf withessing
the local limbo dancers. However, the fact thatwhe hungry, and
her stomach was rumbling, was a small price to pagpecially
when compared to the quiet and solitude to be fauheér own small
cottage. Besides, when rushing from one coutursfiisy to another
during the Paris Collections, for instance, themravmany times



when her only sustenance had been black coffe¢hendccasional
croissant. So, it wouldn't hurt her to go withomeal. Not if it meant
avoiding having to see Ross and Lois entwined tageClaudia and
Helen being bitchy, and Bernie being Bernie.

However, whether it was because her stomach waslingnor the
fact that her mind was in turmoil, Flora barely fzdlink of sleep all
night. Tossing and turning through the long, stglhot dark hours of
the night, she eventually gave up the unequal gkeuand rose at first
light, deciding on the spur of the moment to godavalk by the sea
shore.

It took her much longer than she'd imagined to &rvday down to the
beach. But maybe that was her own fault, sincel¢lezn determined
to keep well away from the Plantation House.

However, a large grove of banana and mango tregpiwvided a
superlative breakfast, and, by the time she fowardéif approaching
the pale cream, talcum powder-like texture of thrdsedging the
ocean, Flora was feeling a whole lot better fohltbe exercise and
the fresh air.

She blithely slipped off her sandals, and it waty omhen she
straightened up that she discovered she wasng . aiouen though he
was standing with his back to her, she had no prolh recognising
the tall, dark- haired figure clothed in a singlatl shorts, engaged in
close conversation with another man beside a rackgrop at the
side of the beach.

Feeling sick, and frozen into immobility by a suddesh of blind
panic, she looked wildly about her for somewherhitte. But there
was nothing other than a small group of tall, fznitly coloured
Flamboyant trees on the other side of the beackh W6 obvious
shelter nearby, Flora realised with a sinking hehdt she had
absolutely no hope of avoiding another confrontatiith Ross.



She could, of course, swiftly turn tail and run gwaut even as the
thought entered her head her husband's companimteayl in her
direction and gave her a friendly wave.

‘Hello—you're up bright and early," Keith Tucketled out, before
bending down over a rock pool to retrieve a smhject which he
handed to Ross.

With no possibility of avoiding the two men, Flarealised that she
was just going to have to cope with the situatisrbast she could.
But at least she wouldn't have to face her huslbanter own. With

any luck the presence of Keith would prevent Rossfbeing either
too rude or aggressive.

Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to walllgl across the
sand, her bare feet squelching through the poolseafwater left
behind by the ebbing tide.

‘What are you two doing here at this time of dast® queried,
marvelling that she was managing to sound so caldralaxed,
when in reality her stomach was churning like adfoaixer on fast
forward.

'‘My wife is mad on shells, and she made me protaid®ing some
back home with me,' Keith said, bending down taycan washing
the sand from what looked like a small pink conch.

Ross, who hadn't moved since she'd hailed the tem, mow turned
slowly around to face her.

If looks could kill...! she thought hystericallynable to prevent
herself from taking a quick step back, flinchingshe saw his lips
curl in distaste, his hard, stormy blue eyes rakiegfigure in a swift
glance of what appeared to be pure, unadulteratatihg.



Hello, Ross,' she muttered, staring fixedly dowrhet bare feet.
Struggling to overcome a stupidly childish impuisdurst into tears,
she was staggered to hear herself adding inartdy,um...it's a
lovely day.'

‘That's what | thought—until a few moments ago,'dnawled, his
voice icy-cold as he regarded the bowed head ofithetanding in
front of him. 'However, the sight of you probablpmit spoil Keith's
day.'

The implication being that she'd definitely spdiis? Thanks a
bunch—you rat! she railed at him silently, her nails biting irite
palms of her clenched hands. She wouldn't...shddamat give him
the satisfaction of losing her temper in frontloé photographer. But
it was proving difficult to control herself. Espally since, even
though she was determinedly avoiding his gaze,cslid feel the
heat of his scorchingly angry eyes practically Imgnholes in her
sleeveless pale blue lawn blouse, hanging loose ayair of tight
denim shorts.

‘Keith tells me that there's only one more day'skwto go. So, it
seems as if you'll be flying back to London vergrsd expect you're
looking forward to that, hmm?'

She shrugged. The tears were very near the sunfageand if her
voice broke or wobbled she was lost.

Raising her head and taking a deep breath. Flocedoherself to
look him straight in the eye. 'Yes, | am lookingward to going
home. The sooner the better. Lounging around aslamd, however
beautiful, isnothow I'd like to spend my life.’

Thank goodness for Keith! she thought hystericaijRoss regarded
her with cold fury, his tall frame shuddering fom@ment before he
brought his rage under control.



A moment later he was turning to Keith and givihg bther man a
friendly slap on the back. 'l expect I'll see yatel at the Plantation
House,' he said, pointedly ignoring his wife asdgged down the
beach.

Her legs feeling like jelly, Flora leaned for suppagainst a nearby
rock, staring helplessly after the fit, lithe figumow swiftly
disappearing into the distance.

With a heavy sigh. Flora made a supreme effort uth perself
together. She had, after all, made her feelingy péain to Ross
yesterday. So she couldn't really expect him i@t tner with anything
but acute dislike. All the same, there was no rieetdim to be quite
SO...

‘Are you interested in shells?'

Hmm...?' She looked blankly at the photographen.sbrry, Keith, |
didn't hear what you said. The thing is, I...unhaven't quite got my
act together this morning,' she added lamely.

'‘None of us are feeling too bright," he agreed \aithry chuckle. 'l
was just wondering if you're a collector, too?"

‘Well, no. But. it certainly seems as if you've ibeleusy,’ she
murmured, gazing at the large canvas bag on a lbeskde him,
containing all kinds and sizes of empty shelldot't know anything
about them, but | must say this certainly looksywdifferent," she
added, picking up one shaped like a round vase.

'‘Ah, yes—globivasumIt was discovered by Abbott in 1950, | think
Now, that reallyhasmade my day,' he told her enthusiastically, it
only found in Antigua and the Lesser Antilles, yaow.'

Despite her general gloom, Flora couldn't help hag. ‘No, Ididn't
know that fascinating piece of information. Nor dlictalise that you



had such an unusual hobby. And don't try and pdettest this is just
your wife's pastime,' she teased. 'Because anyboecan quote the
Latin name for that thing has to be a mad enthtlSias

Keith gave her a slightly shamefaced grin. 'Yélk.admit that we're
both keen shellers. But please don't tell anydme,added hastily.
'‘People are apt to think it very childish.’

‘Your secret is safe with me," Flora assured hgesides, some of
these are really very beautiful." She picked ugrgd shell, admiring
its delicate, iridescent soft pink colour, whicleained and sparkled
in the early-morning sunshine.

Encouraged by her appreciation, Keith showed haesaf the places
where the best shells were likely to be found, teetdfering her a hot
mug of coffee from a Thermos he'd brought with him.

‘Mum...this is wonderful,' Flora murmured, percloeda flat rock as
she sipped the hot liquid, savouring the view afjéasea birds
silently wheeling and diving over the ocean. 'lwii$e could always
be like this...so amazingly quiet and peaceful.'

'It certainly makes a change from last night!" Kesigreed dryly.
'‘What did you think of the limbo dancers?'

'l wasn't there,' she told him, before adding lmallg, 'l was feeling
rather tired, and...and decided to have an eaglytni

‘A very sensible decision, as it turned out. | imaghat there will be
guite a few sore heads, this morning.'

Flora turned to look at him. 'A case of the dreadsad punch strikes
again?'



'‘Well..." He hesitated, 'l think everyone probahbd too much to
drink—which didn't help matters, of course. Butml'afraid Bernie
Schwartz was mainly to blame for the fracas.'

'‘Come on, Keith," she demanded impatiently as Hesifent for a
moment. 'Tell all’

He laughed. "You're as bad as Georgie.'
'‘Hardly!" she grinned. 'But, what's all this abatfracas"...?"

'‘Hmm...well, it seems that our employer has appbréallen hook,
line and sinker for our latest visitor.'

'‘Lois Shelton?"

He nodded. 'You can't blame the man, of coursealse she is,
without doubt, quite spectacularly beautiful. Unforately Bernie
made no secret of the fact that he was suddenlg beer heels in
lust, and was clearly making a perfect nuisanchaiwmiself. Which
wouldn't have been a major problem,' Keith addédatvely. ‘Not if
Lois had been allowed to cope with him on her ofecause she
struck me as very street- smart—and more than tajpdihandling
the Bernie Schwartzes of this world.’

'So, what happened?’

Keith shrugged. 'l was pouring myself a drink a& tme, and so
didn't see too much of the action. However, it sedmt Ross—who,
| must say, had been in a simply foul mood all tighuddenly
grabbed hold of Bernie and chucked him in the pool.

'‘Well done Ross!" Flora exclaimed, forgetting fanament just how
much she hated her rotten husband.



'My sentiments exactly,’ Keith agreed with a gfldnfortunately,

Bernie landed in the deep end and promptly sarkdilstone. Even
more unfortunately, it was one or two moments kefeveryone
realised that the stupid man had never learneditn.5

'Oh, Lord!"

Keith nodded. 'Yes, it could have all ended in sisa And if it had
been left to Claudia and co, who were running atidte edge of the
pool, squawking like chickens who've just had tieiads cut off, it
probably would have. Quite honestly, Flora, thenscevas like
something out of Dantelsferno. Everyone yelling and shouting fit
to burst in the semi-darkness, and most of thentolardrunk to do
anything constructive except scream at the topa@f t/oices.

'‘Anyway, | heard Ross, who hadn't been drinkingj,aa to Lois to

switch on all the outside lights before quicklyidly in to the deep
end. And a moment later he was hauling Bernie dutthe

pool—apparently none the worse for his unexpect@insing

lessons!'

'‘Goodness knows, | carstandBernie,' Flora admitted with a slight
grimace. 'But, it was a really stupid thing for Rés do. Especially as
it could so easily have ended in tragedy.’

Keith nodded. "You're quite right, of course. Hoeewour employer
wasn't at all fazed at his near escape from a wagtr@ave—which, in
all honesty, | have to say he'd partly dug himgelfact, after spitting
out some water, Bernie merely yelled for anothasglof rum punch
before agreeing to let Ross drive him back to loigage. In fact,’
Keith added with a shrug, 'like or loathe the mamd-fave to admit
that Bernie is one tougiombre.’

‘Yes, well...I hope it's taught Ross a lesson adbse his temper in
future,’ Flora snapped, the violent mood swingscvlseemed to be



affecting her lately now causing her to feel fuglyuangry with her
husband. 'But, since he always was such an obstmigt | don't
suppose he'll mend his ways. | don't know how ntangs | used to
have to tell him to calm down, and... and...'

Her voice trailed slowly away as she suddenly maoticthe
photographer's raised eyebrows, and the fact teatvAs now
regarding her with wry amusement.

'l mean...I've always heard that he...| don't dstdanow him that
well, of course...' she babbled incoherently, despy trying to
recall exactly what she'd been saying a moment ago.

'Relax, Flora!" Keith smiled, it's been perfectlyvious—to me, at
least—that you've had some sort of relationship Wibss in the past.
But these things happen all the time. It's hardé/énd of the world,
right?'

'It looks like it's going to be the end afy world,’ she exclaimed
helplessly, blinking rapidly as her eyes suddetlgd with tears, 'If
you've guessed the truth, it's only going to bea#ten of time before
Claudia and the rest of them find out. In fact,&mazed that Georgie
hasn't already broadcast the news far and wide.'

'Hey, calm down,' Keith told her firmly. 'So, yondaRoss have had a
love affair in the past—so what?'

‘It wasn't just a love affair—he's ninpusband!'she wailed, raising a
hand to dash the stupid tears from her tried, wegss. 'l always
meant to get a divorce but somehow never got raant—mostly
because | was always so busy. And now there's ulmdss of the
contract, you see, and...and...if everyone ledmas$rtith, I'm going to
be up the c-creek without a p-paddle.’

'‘Whoa!' Keith gazed at the unhappy girl with graxamcern. Flora
had always appeared to be so strong and confittewas quite a



shock to see her now, weeping her heart out asatteside him, her
tall, slim figure hunched in bleak misery. 'Why t&ogrou tell Uncle
Keith all about your problems? It will do you gotmget it off your
chest.'

'It will certainly make a change from dealing widkar old "Uncle
Bernie",' she muttered, giving him a wobbly smiteshe gratefully
accepted the handkerchief he was holding out toAret, by the time
she'd finished explaining all the complicated ragaiions which had
resulted from her stupid action in signing that dacontract. Flora
had to admit that she did feel a lot better.

'l've been an idiot, haven't I?' she sighed heavily

'‘Well...maybe "not too bright" would be a betterscigtion," he
agreed with a warm smile. 'However, as | saidcgtainly not the
end of the world. Because I'm quite sure that ne else in the
company has any idea that there was a past redatprwith
Ross—Ilet alone the fact that you're married to 'him.

'‘But if you guessed then surely it won't be lonfplethey come to
the same conclusion?’

Keith shook his head. 'l doubt it. For one thirity, my job to look

behind the face of a model. Searching for and gt to show

various aspects of the inner personality is whadtesa good picture.
And don't forget,' he added, 'l've photographediyany times in the
past. So, not only did | realise, fairly early amat you Had

something major preying on your mind, but onceattsd looking |

soon picked up the vibes between yourself and Ross.

‘The only vibes between us are mostly composedmofitaal, acute
dislike of one another," she told him grimly.



He shrugged. 'All | know is that the air is posalivelectric whenever
you're in the same room together. Are youte certain that it's all
over between you and Ross?"'

'l thought you'd taken a good look at Lois Sheltdfi@ra retorted
caustically. 'Since she's his latest girlfriendoh't think there's much
point in even bothering to answer that questionyalgd?'

‘Probably not," he agreed sadly, and turned hentbn to pouring
them both another cup of coffee.

‘Tell me, Keith,' she said after a while, 'whalie teal secret of a
happy marriage? I've often wondered if there's shiti@en, magical
ingredient, known only to a few lucky people?’

He shook his head. 'It's no good asking me—bedauseen't a clue.
Even though I've been happily wed for twenty-fiveass, | still
wouldn't pretend to know why some marriages workl athers
don't.'

Which was a fat lot of help, she thought dispilyess he glanced at
his watch and announced that it was time he gatiinsome work.
'l've arranged to do some pure location shotsntieisiing,' he added,
packing up his canvas bag. 'So, | won't need yail later this
afternoon.’

Some time later, walking slowly back to her cottdg®ugh groves
of waving palm trees, Flora heard the sound of ppraaching
engine. Glancing back over her shoulder, her lggaré a sickening
lurch as she recognised Ross's Land Rover. Quicklying herself to
expect the worst, she was startled to see thagdtrs®n in the driving
seat wasn't her husband, but his girlfriend.

'Hi!" Lois called out as she slammed on the brakesging the
vehicle to a sharp, sudden halt amidst a cloudist.d



'l don't think we've met.' Lois leaned over theesidl the Land Rover,
regarding Flora with a broad, friendly smile. 'ljast staying with
Ross for a few days. It's a great island, isn'Rig2lly cool. Are you
part of that crazy ACE team? | sure hope not,"labhghed. 'Oh, boy!
Are they a bunch of weirdos—or what?'

Feeling somewhat dazed at the rapid-fire, conviersaltstyle of this
spectacularly beautiful girl, Flora admitted thanfortunately, she
was indeed modelling for the cosmetic company.h@ugh you're
quite right," she added, unable to prevent hefiswti smiling back at
the other girl's infectious grin. 'Most of them atefinitely very
strange indeed.’

'‘Ah! A woman after my own heart. Where are you g@irLois asked,
not waiting for the answer as she bent over to dpenpassenger
door. 'Jump in.'

'‘No, really...there's no need to bother,' Flord tar quickly. 'I'm just
going back to my cottage, over there.' She turogubint to the small
building, half hidden amongst the trees in theadlise.

'Oh, great! I've beenlying to see inside one of those pretty little
houses. How about if | offer to trade a lift, inceange for a cold
drink and a good snoop around your cottage?'

Later, as she carried two glasses out onto thel sreeinda, Flora
was still wondering what on earth had possessedohgive in so
easily. Admittedly it had soon become clear thaemhois had set
her heart on something she was a hard act to ddal Talk about
being steamrollered!

However, despite not wanting to get involved in amgy with

someone who was currently dating her husband, Elouén't help
liking the girl. In fact, leaving aside her outsdarg good looks and
terrific figure, Lois appeared to be a thoroughlgenand amusing



girl. She certainly didn't seem to have any ofukeal affectations, or
the pampered, spoilt attitude to life normally assted with
Hollywood film stars.

'l hope this doesn't contain any alcohol?' Loisl s& she took the
glass from Flora's hand. 'No, it's just pure orgogee.' 'Like almost

everyone else, | seem to have drunk far too mushngght.' Lois

gave her a rueful grin. 'Have you come across tine punch they
serve here on this island? Believe me, kid, itd dgnamite!’

'l know what you mean,"' Flora nodded sympatheticalVe all felt
really ill following a party on the day we arrived/hich is why I've
more or less been on the wagon ever since.’

‘A good move,"' Lois agreed. 'lt's a pity some ofiryoompanions
didn't learn the same lesson. Because after Igist himagine a lot of
them are definitely enjoying Hangover Hotel thisrmog!

Flora grinned. 'Yes, I've heard all about my emeptts/unexpected
swimming lesson.'

‘That Bernie Schwartz—what a scumbag!" Lois exobaim
wrathfully. 'He came on to me like a heat- seekmgsile, for
heaven's sake. Not that | couldn't have handledlimeball with one
hand tied behind my back,' she added quickly. Ynlime of work,
those sort of guys are an occupational hazard. NBiwhy it was so
stupid of Ross to get involved.'

'It was an extremely silly thing to do,’ Flora agpte'Especially since
Bernie could have so easily drowned.

And, while | personally can't stand the man, elkedoesn't deserve
that sort of dreadful fate.'

Lois shuddered. 'l can't even bear to think abbut was simply
furious with Ross, who'd been in a thoroughly nasty mdbdight.



And | still don't know what had upset him.' Sheugjged, brushing a
hand through the waves of her fiery red hair, ‘ameve'd had a lot of
fun sailing around in his boat. And he was perfeall right when we
returned to the Plantation House. Then, for sonk@onyn reason, he
began prowling around, snapping and snarling atyeve, like a
reincarnation of Attila the Hun.'

Not quite knowing what to say at this point. Flevant back inside
the cottage to fetch some more orange juice. Ogeainarton and
pouring the contents into a jug, she quickly trtedthink how to
handle this awkward situation.

She had no quarrel with the young film star, wheady knew
nothing about the relationship between herself Rods. Indeed,
under any other circumstances she'd have enjoyetingd_ois and
they might have become good friends.

However, sheeally didn't want to get into any discussion about hi
husband. Especially as it must have been theirrootation in the
shower room, late yesterday afternoon, which hdddehis display
of bad temper. Although whiye should have been going around like
a bear with a sore head, she had no idea. Surahydne was entitled
to be thoroughly upset by what had happened itdedéisitely her?
Right?

However, having spent a sleepless night going evel over that
scene in her mind, there was nothing to be gaimélcimking about it
now, Flora told herself firmly. So, maybe her bestrse of action
would be to plead tiredness or a heavy work scleeglahd get rid of
Lois as quickly as possible?

Unfortunately, despite giving herself such goodieglM-lora found it
practically impossible to put it into action. Besauno sooner had she
returned to the veranda than Lois almost gave Hexast attack by
asking, 'l was just wondering how long you've kndwess?'



‘Er...well...I only arrived here on the island avfdays ago,' Flora
muttered evasively, trying to control her tremblingnds as she
carefully placed the jug on a small table.

Luckily Lois didn't seem to have noticed that starit directly
answered the question. 'He's a terrific writer. &élgou read any of his
books?'

'‘No...no, | haven't. Although everyone says theyaw/ good,' Flora
added quickly.

‘The screenplay he wrote for my last film was absdy brilliant! So,
| guess it's mostly due to Ross that we all womsoy Oscars,' the
other girl told her with a happy laugh. '"When myiagfirst told me
about it, | wasn't too sure about accepting thé¢. gard then, after
reading the script, even | could see that it wasddo be a winner.'

And so are you, Flora thought silently, unableatoltf the other girl's
fresh, clear complexion, or her voluptuous figuemdath a pair of
skin-tight white shorts topped by a skimpy, low-cuthite
T-shirt—which looked as if it had shrurdt leasttwo sizes in the
wash. As Lois placed her hands behind her headeaméd back in
the chair, causing the twin peaks of her magnifibeeasts almost to
burst through the thin material, Flora could ordglfdeeplydeeply
depressed.

'Of course, I'd never met Ross before we starteidk wo the film,'
Lois told her with a happy smile, in the beginnihgvas totally
wrapped up in learning my part, costume fittingd afl that usual
stuff, but then we found ourselves on location tbge and 1
suddenly discovered that he was a really terrifig.'g

‘Yes, well, | really do have to get ready for wash,..'

'For instance, he seemed to have endless patiera@riting parts of
the script for the male lead, Phil Guest. Phil bara real pain in the



neck—especially if he thinks he isn't getting erfoggod lines. But
Ross handled him brilliantly.'

As Lois continued to blithely expand on the virtuie#sRoss Flora
realised that the other girl was totally wrappedruiper new romance
and simply not capable of thinking about anythimgee So, there
seemed nothing she could do or say, at the morogrer, than tough
it out—and wait until Lois ran out of steam.

'I'm crazy about the guy, of course. Which is wits/such a drag that
he's being so stubborn and refusing to get a devorc

'‘What?'

'Oh, yeah.' Lois turned to look at the blonde ginlo was gazing at
her with startled eyes. 'Didn't you know that Ress married?'

‘Well, I...!

‘Apparently he got hitched years ago. He and his-wsome ritzy
model—are separated, and haven't seen each otharldog time.
All this happened well before he became a famotisoauof course,’
Lois explained. '‘And so, although Ross won't disdhge problem, |
reckon that must be the reason why he doesn't tvayet a divorce.
What do you think?'

'...I'm afraid | really don't know what to thinkFlora muttered
helplessly, not having any idea of what the otherwas talking
about.

There seemed no rational reason why—when this sactoking
girl was clearly so mad about him—Ross was applgresfusing to
get a divorce. And, in any case, he knew very theall she was going
to see her lawyer in London as soon as possiblewBat Lois was
saying simply didn't make sense.



'‘Are you quite sure...?' Flora hesitated for a muindeeling
decidedly guilty about discussing her husbandsnimbns with his
current girlfriend. It was low, sneaky and thorolygldeceitful
behaviour on her part, and she knew that she owgbe utterly
ashamed of herself.

'It sounds as if you must have made a mistake,' caimtinued,
defiantly ignoring a sharp pang of conscience ft@nbetter self, 'l
can't imagine that Ross would want to remain mdyespecially to a
wife he hasn't seen for a long time. Not when helccdave an
amazingly beautiful girl like you.'

'‘Well, that's nice of you to say so.' Lois grinnleefore giving a slight
shrug of her shoulders. '‘But you also spend yderiri front of the
camera. So you know that being born a good-lookjalgis only a
kind of useful tool as far as your profession isi@@ned. It's got
nothing to do with the person you are inside, f2ght

Flora nodded. "You're absolutely right. | just wiklat everyone else
could get the message.'

'You and me both," Lois agreed gloomily. 'l meds,no secret that
I've made all the running as far as Ross is comckrreally thought
that giving him hardly any warning and just turnimg here on the
island might do the trick. To show him that | damed hairdressers
and beauty parlours, or mind getting my feet weit. IBlon't seem to
be getting anywhere,' she added with a heavy diggybe having
been married to one beautiful wife has put himtigfihg it a second
time. But | reckon it's got a lot more to do witlamting to hold onto
the money.'

‘The money?' Flora gazed blankly at the other §ithat money?'

'‘Hey—don't be a dope! A famous, successful wrikerlRoss is worth
millions.'



'So...?'

Lois rolled her eyes dramatically up at the veraratd. '‘Oh, wow!
Don't tell me you've never heard the word "alimaty"

'You mean...?'

'‘Oh, sure. Where | come from it happens all thetihmean, there's
lots of young, struggling actors who get marriedgdoefore they
become stars and hit pay-dirt,’ she explained,rsag to have to
explain the everyday facts of Hollywood life togHovely, blonde
English girl, who was now staring at her with ansted expression on
her face.

'So, those early marriages often don't surviventelh,' she continued
patiently. 'Maybe it's his fault, maybe it's hershenknows? But
once the guy in question has made a whole pil@ofd he's not too
keen to lose it, even if he's busy lusting aftensone else. With me
so far?'

'‘Absolutely! Flora retorted grimly. 'In fact, littk I'm even ahead of
you. Because what you're saying is that a wealthg mill do just
aboutanythingto stop his wife—whom he married when he we
poor—from trying to divorce him now that he's rich?

‘Well...I wouldn't have used exactly those wortlsjs said slowly.
'‘But | guess that's about right. Not that | havg evidence that it's
necessarily the case as far as Ross is conceshedgdded quickly.
'He's a really nice, straight guy, who's alwaysnbeage front and
honest with me. It's just...' She gave a shakyapph laugh. 'Well, |
guess | may have been stupid and fallen into &edf believing my
own publicity. Which is why | prefer to think thae's turned me
down for financial reasons—and not because halpes$n't fancy me
or is still in love with his wife.'



'Rubbish!" Flora retorted swiftly, suddenly gripped by at
overwhelming feeling of strong, female solidarity.

‘You are an absolutely stunning-looking girl, wi#h stupendous
figure and a great personality,’ she told Lois frmAnyone who's
turned you down or doesn't fancy you clearly netdsr head
examined. Besides, | can virtually guarantee thegsiRoesn'tiove

his wife. So, you can bet your bottom dollar thatshrying to hang
onto his money. He's nothing but a stingy, monegdbling

cheapskate!'

'‘Wow! | can see that yoreally don't like him!" Lois gave a breathles:
gurgle of laughter. 'But how do you know that hétistill keen on his
wife?'

Rapidly coming back down to earth, Flora gazedeatildly for a

moment, desperately trying to think of an explasrator her foolish
outburst. And then, as her brain remained obsiynatank, she was
rescued in the nick of time—by Georgie.

'Hi, Flora—hi, Lois,' she panted, her face bricl-vath exertion and
her plump figure clearly wilting in the midday hedtve got a
message from Keith. He says that he won't needuptiltomorrow
morning for the final day's work.'

'OK. Thanks for letting me know.'

'‘Well, | guess it's time | was off.' Lois stood Upmngoing back to the
Plantation House to cool off with a swim. Do eitloéryou want to
come?

'Oh, yes, please!' Georgie sighed happily.

‘How about you, Flora?'



She hesitated for a moment, and then reluctantiplsimer head. 'l
think | ought to stay here. With only one more ddyming to go, I'd
better stay well out of the sun.’

'OK—I'll probably see you later on tonight,’ Loisid, leading
Georgie towards the Land Rover. 'Thanks for thakdrand the
talk!" she called out, before giving a friendly veaand driving off
down the path.

It had definitely been a relatively peaceful meahight, Flora
thought, slowly sipping her coffee out on the teerand allowing the
quiet buzz of various conversations to flow over thead.

But the fact that dinner hadn't been as noisy aalusight well have
been due to the general fright everyone had expegce yesterday,
when Bernie had nearly drowned. This had clearly &asobering
effect on the more forceful members of the comp&ilgudia and
Helen, for instance, had been acting in a very sabbananner, while
Ross had remained virtually silent the whole evgnin

Ross!Even the thought of her foul husband was enoudiritm her
out in a hot rash. What a rat-fink he'd turned toube. She glared
across the terrace to where Ross was involvedieaea conversation
with Keith, the two men ensconced in deep, combbetavicker
chairs.

How she'd managed to remain so calm throughouestef the day,
let alone keep her cool at supper tonight, Flociidea. Because
she'd been almost consumed by an overpowering rage, a
determination to teach Ross a lesson he wouldwgjeto

Having simmered down after Lois had left the cagteshe'd done her
best to think things through in a calm, rationahmer. To be honest,
it hadn't been easy to picture Ross in the rola efingy husband,



intent on preventing his discarded wife from geftinold of his
money. Mainly because, when looking back over mef Inarriage,
she could only recall him being extremely generdig. what had
finally tipped the balance and made her as madrasvis the fact
that Ross should now be regarding her as someotguld-digger.
Well...she'd show him. Shedéfinitelymake him wish that he'd never
been born!

And, thanks to Lois, she now had the perfect weagalivorce! That
would teach him to make love to her simply in orteeprotect her
millions. Oh, yes—Mr Moneybags was going teally regret
two-timing both his wife and his girlfriend.

The thought of Lois prompted her to look arounddimaly lit terrace.
There seemed no sign of the beautiful girl. In,factce the end of the
meal—at which she and Ross had seemed remarke
unloverlike—Lois seemed to have vanished from ttemse.

'‘Come along, little lady. I'll walk you home."

Looking up at Bernie's bulky figure as he towereroher chair.
Flora gave him a brief smile as she rose slowhhéo feet. Her
employer was just about the last person she'd esuarting her back
to the bungalow. But after her sleepless nightrgevery tired. And,
since he'd apparently transferred his attentiom finer to Lois, she
shouldn't have any trouble coping with the awfuhma

Surprisingly, Bernie seemed none the worse fodhiking. In fact
he'd been busy tonight, bullying everyone into sioen a few days
on Antigua before flying home. Not being particlyanterested in
sport, watching a pro-am tennis tournament at dnleeolarge hotels
wasn't her idea of a good time. But, everyone el$em Claudia to
Georgie—had seemed to think it was the best idez sliced bread.



She waved goodnight to the others and was justviallg Bernie
when a hand snaked out to catch hold of her arm,sée found
herself being swung around backwards, hard up siidie tall figure
of Ross.

‘What on earth...?' she gasped breathlessly.

'l don't think it's a good idea to let Bernie wgithu home,' he told her
firmly, if you wait for a moment, I'll get one di¢ servants to run you
back in the Land Rover.’

'Oh, for heaven's sake. You're just paranoid albeeitman, she
muttered, shaken both by her proximity to his brshduldered
figure and by the fact that he was looking outraggohandsome in
his white tuxedo.

'‘No," he retorted curtly, it's Bernie who is pananabout Bernie.
Wake up and smell the coffee, Flora,' he addedtienpidy. 'Evenyou
must see that letting yourself be alone in the datk that man is just
asking for trouble.’

'l don't see anything of the sort!" she hissed igndivou're only

behaving like a jealous husband because he chafped/our

girlfriend. Well... let me tell you thathavewoken up at last. And |
now knowall about your underhand scheme amdctlywhat you've
been planning.;.

If Flora had wanted confirmation of everything thats had told her
earlier in the day, she now knew that it had besthing but the truth.
Because Ross, who'd been regarding her with a agigial

expression in his hard blue eyes, suddenly lookedtled and
extremely guilty—just like a small boy who'd beeught with his
hand in the cookie jar.



CHAPTER EIGHT

FLORA had never felt quite so mortified in her wholeliiVhy...oh,
whyhadn't she listened to Ross?

Her husband might be a thoroughly deceitful roguep saw no
problem in making love to his wi@ndhis girlfriend in the space of a
few hours, but at least he was a highly attractleeeitful rogue.
While Bernie Schwartz was simply awful and totajlpss!

So, how could she have been so abysmally foolisto &st Bernie
escort her home? Especially since the dreadful naahclearly had
one thing—and one thingnly\—in his rotten mind ever since he'c
arrived on Buccaneer Island.

‘Now really, Mr Schwartz, you're making great mistake," she
protested, trying to put some distance betweenretieaad Bernie's
gorilla-like arms. 'We...we only have working relationship, you
know. And my contract certainly doesn't includesthsort of
nonsense!'

'Who cares about the damn contract?' he demandsadyhylanting
his large frame directly in front of her and thusting off the escape
route to her cottage, only a few yards away, itly @ bit of paper.
Right?'

‘Yes, but it's an important bit of paper,’ she ntet quickly,

desperately trying to think of a way out of thisstyasituation. 'l

mean...when | signed it, | promised to stay siagié not get involved
with any...er...any strange men.’

‘Well, I'm def-in-itely no stranger, honey! he gpered, before
moving closer and grabbing her by the arm. 'Andah dell—a
beautiful girl like you needs protection. Am | righor am | right?"



‘You're absolutely, one hundred percembng!' she panted, vainly
trying to push him away. 'lI've got all the proteatil need, because
[...I'm a married woman. | know...lI know that | sitdn't have signed
the contract, but—'

That's OK by me, honey—I jusbve married women! Theyeally
understand a guy's basic needs, if you know whagdn...?' he told
her huskily.

'‘Oh, for heaven's sake! Cut it out—you foul mamé slemanded
breathlessly, frantically slapping the huge fatinhdands which
seemed to be all over her.

'‘Aw...come on, honey. I've been getting the sigralls week.
Everyone knows that you're just crazy about oldI&/fBernie!' He
leered, trying to get a firm grip on the pesky gtHo kept wriggling
out of his reach.

‘Are you mad?' she cried, kicking him sharply ie ghins. 'l wouldn't
touch you with a ten-foot pole!'

Bernie grunted with pain at the blow, but it didsgem to dampen his
ardour one little bit.

'‘Hey—I just love a girl who's frisky!" he growlefthally managing to
grab hold of Flora's slim figure and pulling hetoirhis arms once
again, in fact, I'm just plum crazy about my Badticangel'! So,

whaddya say? Let's get in your cottage and makatifdamusic

together, huh?'

'‘No way!'she yelled, struggling to get free of this aphuman form.
'‘Besides, | thought you were supposed to be "crakhgut Lois?"

‘Yeah, well...her boyfriend sort of changed my viefathings. You
know that you've always beemy Botticelli angel,’ he panted



earnestly. 'So, there's no need to be quite styfared..agh...!'He
groaned as she quickly kneed him in the groin.

‘There'severyneed! she yelled, quickly slipping off her sheesl
raining blows down on his back and shoulders asdiapsed,
doubled up with pain, in the rough grass besidecbtage, it's about
time you learned to keep your filthy hands to yelit's

A moment later, the scene was brightly illuminabsdthe glare of
headlamps as a vehicle roared up out of the daskii&sming to a
juddering halt, the driver left the lights on as lkapt out, and a
moment later her husband was standing by her side.

Ross's lips twitched as he surveyed the sceneimt &@f him. In the
red corner—rolling around on the ground, batteradiised and
moaning for help—was Bernie Schwartz. While, in thkie
corner—aggressively brandishing high-heeled, stilethoes, her
green eyes flashing with rage and looking quiteabé of going
another ten rounds—stood his wife.

'‘What took you so long?' she demanded belligerestlly burning
with fury and outrage as she scowled menacinglyrdatvBernie
before spinning around to face her husband.

‘Well...it certainly looks as if you have the siioa well under
control," Ross drawled coolly. 'l don't want toilréating, but Idid
warn you about letting dear Uncle Bernie walk yomie, didn't 1?'

'OK—OK! There's no need to rub my nose in the'dhe muttered,
sweeping the curly hair from her face as she glapedt him.

'‘Quite right!" Ross agreed with a laugh. 'l ratttenk that's Uncle
Bernie's current position, don't you?'

'Ha...ha!" Flora ground out caustically, incidelytaljustin case you
were wondering—yotare being extremely irritating. So, if you've



nothing better to do in the next few minutes,' atided sarcastically,
'I'd appreciate you getting that foul man out afekeright now!

‘Bernie clearly isn't going anywhere just at themeat,' Ross told her
with a grin, ignoring the man on the ground who whsiously still
dazed and confused, begging to be rescued frormaawevhom he
was now referring to as 'the Angel of Death'.

'S0, let s just make sure that you get home safesannd, hmm?"

'‘Leave me alone. I'm not a child!" she snarledeatobk hold of her
arm.

'Of course you're not,' Ross agreed soothinglyihglFlora to put on
her shoes before assisting her trembling figuréhapvooden steps of
the veranda and opening the front door of her gettd¥ou're just
feeling a bit shaken, that's all.’

‘Yes, well...maybe you're right,’ she mutterednieg gratefully
against his tall figure as the anger and frightreee out of her weary
body.

‘Now, take it easy and drink this," Ross said,rrefig from the tiny
kitchen with a glass of water in his hand.

She shook her head, it's OK. I'll be all right.'

He frowned in concern. 'Are you sure? You're logkan bit pale.
Maybe a cup of tea would be a good idea?'

Flora gave a heavy sigh, leaning against the wallicdosing her eyes.
'‘No, I'm fine,' she murmured. 'Besides, it's mostly own fault for
being so stupid. | should have listened to youmiey about Bernie.'

'Yes, you most definitely should,' he agreed grimly



‘There you go again,' she grumbled, opening hes &yglare up at
the man standing over her. 'And, if you say "l tpddi so" once more,
L...I'kill you!

'‘Poor old Flora." He gave a low rumble of laughiis,been quite a
night, hasn't it?'

‘Yes, it certainly has!" she sighed again, sudddedling totally
exhausted and bone tired. 'Please just go away.amil.leave me
alone,' she added in a wobbly voice, ashamed tbherself close to
tears.

'I'm not leaving you in this state,' he told hereqjy, placing an arm
about her trembling figure and walking her slowiyoi the bedroom.
‘Not until I've seen you safely tucked up for thghn.'

'‘Oh...for heaven's sake. | don't need this sanbakense.' She sighec
wearily as he led her towards the bed. 'I'm a bry rpw, and
perfectly able to look after myself.'

‘Yes, | don't think poor Bernie would quarrel witat statement,'
Ross agreed, with a low bark of soft laughter asviaétly undid the
zip of her dress.

'‘What in the heck do you think you're doing?' seednded, with her
last reserves of strength. 'First Bernie, and..reowd you. | need this
like...like a hole in the head!

'‘Why don't you just shut up?' he asked her sterghgring her weak
struggles as he quickly stripped the dress fronsh@rfigure, rapidly
following with the removal of her flimsy underwear.

'l hate youl! | reallyreally hate you,' she moaned as he whipped ba
the light cover on the bed before pushing her dowio the mattress
and swiftly covering her naked body with a sheet.



‘Do you Flora?' he murmured, sitting down on thd Bad smiling
cynically down into the angry green eyes, swimmwwith tears. 'l
wonder why | don't believe you?' he added, leafongard to softly
brush his mouth over her trembling lips.

'No, Ross...please! I...I can't cope with any o$.tiNot now. Not
tonight,' she begged tearfully. 'Please just goyawand take that
awful man with you."

‘As always, your word is my command,' he drawledckmgly,
pressing a soft kiss on her forehead before risingis feet and
striding towards the door.

'‘Hah! | should live so long—you treacherous, twaiing bastard!
she called weakly after him, the sound of his caugtighter ringing
in her ears as he disappeared into the night.

Poised as if in flight, her arms stretched out bélmer as she clung to
the rigging for dear life, Flora could only be dgfhankful that this
was positively the last photo- call. And that ifeev hours' time she'd
be on a plane to London.

She hadn't been at all enthusiastic when Keithihmed her, at
break of dawn this morning, that he wanted to &kae final shots of
her on Ross's yacht.

Quite apart from anything else, she'd been fedilkegdeath warmed
up, and definitely not looking her best. After athausting, restless
night, during which she seemed to have had littlamsleep, Flora
had practically shrieked with dismay on catchirghsiof herself in

her dressing table mirror. In fact, she'd hardigognised the face
gazing back at her, the greeny-white pallor of vehosmplexion was
surmounted by deep shadows beneath weary green eyes



It had taken a long time before she'd felt abléetive her cottage,
having spent what seemed an age in trying to dssgine ravages of
the night. Which was why she hadn't exactly cheeatdthe
photographer's sudden change of plan.

'Have a heart, Keith!" she'd moaned in protestu'kKieow that boats
are always such a problem, camera- wise. All tbhbing around in
the water means that the damn things never kekpAstd there's
virtually no room to change, or—'

‘Calm down—and stop grumbling.' He'd grinned. dt'dy going to
be a short session, since everyone's on a tigletlstd And | think
that my idea of having you poised on the prow, Bkigurehead on
one of those old galleons, will provide some stagrmictures.'

Keith had been right, of course. Even though heisaxere aching fit
to burst as she clutched the ropes behind herinigaut over the
water at an angle of almost forty-five degreesratealised that the
famous photographer definitely knew his business.

‘Can you lift your head back? And let's have arresgion of ecstasy,
darling...as if you're rushing to meet your lovégith called out.
‘That's great. Just keeping on thinking of dearl&Bernie!

'‘Ha-ha...very funnyshe said grimly out of the side of her mouth, fe
up to the back teeth with having to put up withta# teasing and
ribald comments.

Luckily there'd been no sight or sound of Ross.dBse she'd quite
made up her mind that if he dared to make anyeats to what had
happened last night— even so much as one briefll,soyaical
word—she'd have screamed blue murder.

Not that she'd actually seen Bernie either. Apgaretne foul man
had caught the first plane to Antigua earlier thmsorning.
But—wouldn't you know it?—that faithful news-hourigegorgie, had



spread far and wide the information that their eyet had not only
been in a filthy temper, but was also looking thuoly bruised and
battered.

Unfortunately, as far as her future career was eored, he'd last
been seen escorting Flora to her cottage. So in'‘hdadken a
genius—Ilet alone everyone else on the island—taveatand two
together. With the result that not only had shentibe heroine of the
hour—as far as the lower echelons of ACE were aomck—but
she'd also had to face a very nasty interview @igudia Davidson.

As might have been expected—the fierce old dragad @one
completely ballistic.

During the tirade, which had even had Helen covget@arfully in a
corner of the room, Claudia had accused Flora @ictpally
everything under the sun—but mostly of puttingtladlir jobs at risk.
Her charges had also included dereliction of dugross
misconduct— even Flora, for all her anger, had dessed to smile
at that charge!l—and being totally responsible if ACE dedido
abort the Angel Girl campaign.

'‘As for your contract..." Claudia finally stormeétgr teeth snapping
like a hungry crocodile as she carefully enunciaeely word, 'l can
tell you, here and now, that I will be advising Stthwartz to cancel it
forth- with!'

Having stood her ground throughout the whole stre&mvective,

Flora merely shrugged her shoulders, safe in toaladge that with
any luck she held all the winning cards. Npiite all, she quickly
warned herself. Because there was still the vexezbstepn of her
marriage to Ross. However, there was a good chtrate'dear
Bernie' could be persuaded to overlook that litden—especially if
she decided to make life difficult for the slimyt!rd quite agree that
there's nothing to stop you and Mr Schwartz fromcedling my



contract,' she told Claudia. 'Howeverghlly don't think that would
be a good idea. Certainly not as far as you're exored.'

'Oh, really!" the older woman echoed sarcastically. ‘Well, I'ot n
particularly interested in whgbuthink, Miss Johnson.'

Flora shrugged. 'Suit yourself, you stupid old 'bahe retorted,
grinning as both women gasped with horror and getrat her
temerity. 'But the minute you try to terminate ngntract I'll be
slamming a law suit oyou,personally, Ms Davidson.'

'l beg your pardon?' Claudia retorted imperiou$lgon't think that
you quite understand—'

Flora laughed. 'Oh, yes, | do! Believe me, as sative briefed my
lawyer in London we'll be taking you to court—prbbain America,
where they aren't at all keen on hard-working eygds being
exploited by big business—claiming unreasonablemiisal.
Incidentally, I'll also be seeking damages—both oy loss of
earnings and the psychological stress you've caused

'‘What "psychological stress"?' Claudia hissed, atmr@mbling with
rage. 'lI've never heard such insolence! Any coorld/throw such a
stupid case straight out of the window!

'‘Oh, no—I don't think so,' Flora told her calmBetause | will, at the

same time, be taking "dear Uncle Bernie™ to calgt in the States,
claiming that he's guilty of repeateplosssexual harassment. And
stating the fact that you aided and abetted suckshment.’

'‘What?'

it's going to be fun, isn't it?' Flora gave her @aiming smile.
'‘Particularly as | have several withnesses— evegyathem highly
moral, upright citizens—who will be prepared to lagp my
evidence in both legal actions,’ she continuedntigssly. 'For



instance, | shall be calling your friend, Helenagasitness to the fact
that | explicitly reported and warned you about Bchwartz's
outrageous behaviour. She will be forced to confinait you took
absolutely no notice of anything | said.'

Flora laughed as Claudia turned to glare at Hetergning piteously
in the corner. 'l don't think she's going to stamg to much

cross-examination, do you?' she queried coollfaeh as | see it, by
the time I've finished crying all over the judgedgory, I'm quite

confident that they'll award me an absoluteblossalamount of

money in damages!

In the stunned silence which followed her wordré&lcasually
tossed in one or two more grenades.

'‘And, of course, that still leaves Mr Schwartz—whidmalso hoping
to take to the cleaners financially! Quite hones@audia, by the
time I've finished raking in what "dear Uncle Berhiwould
undoubtedly call "a whole lotta dough”, | fully eeqi to make at least
doublethe amount ACE are paying m&nd|I'll have the satisfaction
of knowing that both you and Mr Schwartz will prabahave lost
your jobs—spending the rest of your days beggim@fcrust on skid
row!'

"You...you can't do this!" Claudia gasped, fallimgck in her chair,
her face as white as a sheet.

'Oh, yes, | can—and | will'" she retorted grimlif, either you or
Bernie take even one step out of line I'll have lgoth in court so fast
you won't know what's hit you.

'However...' Flora paused, to allow the brutaldanftlife to sink in!If
you're sensible, and decide to draw a veil overdhfortunate affair,
I'm willing to fulfil my contract. It's up to youshe added, before



turning to march out of Claudia and Helen's cottdgecause "quite
frankly, my dear, | don't give a damn!™

Well, there you go. That's probably one more prorgisareer down
the tubes, Flora thought wearily now, as Keithezhfor a short break
and a change of costume.

Not that she regretted for one minute having sigodo Bernie and
Claudia, she told herself, walking back over thekdeareful not to
trip over the coils of rope as she made her wayrdtawthe main
cabin. Although she wasn't sure whether she'd lgatt wonderful
guote by Clark Gable from the film &one With the Winduite
right... Still, if it meant the cancellation of heontract, that was just
too bad, she thought.

Shecouldpursue her threats to sue everyone in sight, wfseo But,
it was likely to be a 'no win' situation. The cosimend perfume
industry was riddled with guys who thought mode&revfair game.
And so, even if she won her case, it was morelikaly that she'd be
unofficially blacklisted—however unfair that migheé.

'‘Ouch!" Flora winced a few minutes later as Sampédd her out of
the long, semi-transparent, sea-green chiffon drefsre slipping a
classical white silk toga over her head. 'That gési¢gh's designed is
a real killer,' she added, rubbing the sore musclbsr arms. 'In fact,
having to do this session on our last day is ngthut a real drag.’

‘Tell me about it,’ Sarah muttered, adjusting tbiel gords across and
under Flora's breasts, before winding them roundl @ound her

ribcage, ending in a knot at the back of her sliarstv 'Can you get
yourself out of this, if I'm not here?'

'l don't see why not,' Flora assured her. "Whhegtroblem?'



‘The thing is... | really shouldn't leave you ie tarch..." Sarah gave a
worried frown. 'But if | don't rush off now, I'lleaver manage to finish
my packing and catch the plane to Antigua.'

'Hey, relax! I'm perfectly capable of managing onaown,' Flora told
her, knowing that everyone was on a very tight dakee With the
small landing strip on Buccaneer Island only capaiflcoping with
small, six- seater planes, the company had arraagdattle service
to ferry everyone over to Antigua.

‘Apparently I'm on the last plane with Keith and bssistant, Jamie.
Are you going with Claudia, Helen and Georgie?'

‘Unfortunately, yes!" Sarah grimaced as she flickesbmb through
Flora's hair. 'Still, it is only a short flight, drat least Lois will be
good company.'

'‘But, | thought...?' Flora stared at her in sumarié mean, are you
guite sure that Lois isn't staying on the islarsti®’ asked casually, as
If the answer was of little interest to her one wayhe other.

Sarah shrugged. 'Well, | know Lois was thinkingamfing the rest of
us in Antigua, for the tennis tournament. But |goge she may have
decided to stay here with Ross. They make a réaifhfic-looking
couple, don't they?'

'‘Oh, yes—absolutely terrific,’ Flora agreed brightivishing that
she'd kept her mouth shut.

'OK—that's it." Sarah grinned, careful not to distber good work as
she gave Flora a hug. it's been great fun workiitg wou. Don't
forget to give me a ring the next time you're inAN¢ork?'

'l won't,' Flora promised. 'And I'll keep my fingecrossed that you
don't have to sit next to Georgie on the plane.’



'You and me both!" Sarah laughed as Flora moveeffidgr up the
steps from the main cabin onto the deck.

It's amazing the tricks you can play with photodmgpshe thought,
looking down at Keith standing next to the ropekiol were firmly
anchoring the boat to the quayside, By carefullgliag the camera
he could produce pictures that looked for all tiegldvas if the yacht
was gliding smoothly through the rolling waves nfeanpty ocean.

"You look very Grecian—and very gorgeous!' KeitHezhup as she
once again took up her position on the front rbthe yacht.

'Flattery will get you nowhere." She grinned dovtrhimn. 'Where's
Jamie got to? If you've sent him off for more film going on strike!"

'l didn't need the boy, so | sent him off to patkdase. And you don't
have to worry—this is positively my last reel,' Keassured her.

'Wonders will never cease,' she teased.

However, Keith was as good as his word, and inaaaeably short
time he'd called it a day.

Arranging that he would wait on deck while she gaminged, before
accompanying Flora back to her cottage to collectdase, she once
again made her way down the steep wooden stepghmtoain cabin
of the yacht.

Five minutes later she plonked herself down on @inthe padded
bench seats, swearing aloud with annoyance antgldts. What on
earth had Sarah done with this flipping knot—tiedith super glue?

After" rubbing her arms—which were already achiranf taking the
force of her weight during the photo session earli€lora had
another attempt at untying the gold cord, knottightly by Sarah
at the back of her waist. But it was no good. Tlaend thing



obstinately refused to budge. Eventually, admittagfeat, she
realised that she was going to have to ask fornke#ssistance.

Sighing with exasperation, she rose to her feetsBe'd hardly taken
more than two steps across the cabin towards thgaoionway

when the boat gave a sudden lurch and she fouselh&lling back

down onto the seat once again.

Probably the tide was on the turn. Or maybe it th@sswell from
another boat coming alongside, she thought, ritinger feet and
casting a cursory glance out of the nearest paatiidit there was no
other craft visible, just the peaceful scene ditliglue sky and deep,
greeny-blue sea stretching away in the distanceat Bwst be the
changing tide which was making the boat rock gelmdlgk and forth
as she made her way across the cabin.

‘Keith...? I'm sorry to be a nuisance, but | cae&m to get out of this
dress,' she called out as she emerged onto the deck

However, as she moved past the lowered mast, abuetke shrouds
of its neatly bound mainsail. Flora suddenly frazempletely unable
to believe the evidence of her own eyes.

OH...MY...GOD!

Almost paralysed with shock, she stared in hortotha deserted
guayside, which now lay at least twenty yards avilayn the
boat—the watery gap rapidly increasing with eveagging second.

It seemed an age before her numb brain realisechtial truth:
someone must have undone the ropes tying the y@tne quay!

‘Keith? Keith—where in the hell are you?' she screamed, runni
panic-stricken around the wooden deck. But the grrapher was
nowhere to be seen.



Desperately trying to avoid looking back at theyga@ow being left
well behind as the yacht drifted very slowly out $ea—she
concentrated on covering every square inch of #ek.dAfter all,
Keith could maybe have tripped over some ropes and knock
himself out.

However, after an exhaustive search, she sank d@miona nearby
hatch cover, wearily acknowledging that, whateet happened to
Keith, he was no longer on the yacht.

Thinking about it afterwards, Flora realised thawas at this point
that she very nearly went to pieces. The reasdrskieadidn't actually
run around yelling blue murder, or jump off the baad try to swim
ashore, was simply because she was far too frigdtemmove even
an eyelash—Ilet alone try to stand upright.

Shaking and quivering with fear, she let visionghef yacht suddenly
rolling over and sinking without trace, or becomiagnodern-day
version of theMary Celestefloat through her petrified mind.

After what seemed aeons of time, she eventuallgmég pull herself
together. However, on glancing down at her watcloraF was
astonished to see that it was only a few minutegesishe'd
discovered her awful predicament. She was stillairdire and
extremely dangerous situation, of course. But slas Wwecoming
gradually aware that the vessel seemed to be maEngaa steady
course...

Gingerly rising to her feet, she noticed that the small sails in the
bow had stopped flapping and were now filling ostthe boat
appeared to be turning slowly into the wind. Goadrienows how or
why, but Ross's yacht seemed—for the moment, atledo be
perfectly capable of sailing itself.



Thinking about Ross, she felt her eyes fill witarkeas she realised
she might never see him again. Now, when it wagdarlate, she

would have given everything she owned to feel tig arms about

her. But surely it wouldn't be long before he readi his boat had
gone? Maybe even now he was arranging for her tedmied?

Unfortunately, it was only a few moments later befehe realised
she was living in a fool's paradise, her heartisgplas she realised
that any kind of rescue would be virtually impoésid his yacht was,
as far as she knew, the only boat on the islandother than being
winched up by a passing helicopter, her chancéegiofy saved from
a watery grave looked very dim indeed. In factyingrmiracles, the
only alternative was to try and sail this vesselkita the island.

Which wasfar easier said than done, Flora told herself glurdig
only experience of sailing had been confined tosmmgsaround with
a small dinghy. In fact, what she knew about tbit ef huge yacht
could be written on the back of a postage stamp.

A few minutes later, desperately trying to keefngspanic at bay,
she stood staring blankly at the wheel, which obsip controlled the
rudder. Loath to touch it, especially as it appedoebe connected to
various wires, which ran up to a funny-looking typlesmall wind
vane at the top of the mast, she decided to gabieldhe cabin, on
the off-chance of finding some sort of sailing malnu

Not feeling at all safe, since she would be trapp#ae boat turned
turtle, she quickly glanced at the chart-table aomer of the saloon.
But she might as well have been looking at varioaps of the moon
for all the good it did her. And even discoverihgttthere was a radio
transmitter did nothing to improve matters eithercause she hadn't
the faintest idea how it worked.

Suddenly feeling cold and shivery, despite the loédhe day, she
began searching quickly through the two smalleirsalm the stern



for something to wear. But, although they were Iyeand
comfortably fitted out with single bunks, she drawomplete blank.

Further reconnaissance of the layout below deckaied a small
bathroom and a well-fitted galley, whose fridge egmed to contain a
surprising amount of food. Also, on opening onetloé galley

drawers, she found a sharp knife and whslelujaht—able to cut

the cord which had been wound so tightly aroundoloely.

Walking slowly back into the main saloon, Flora whasily
employed in unwinding the twisted gold cord fronoward her ribs
when she suddenly heard a faint, indefinable sounstening
carefully, she realised that it was coming fromibdta door, which
must lead to a cabin in the front of the boat.

In a blind panic, as she realised that Keith mighte fallen through
one of the forward hatches and be lying seriousjyred, she ran
across and wrenched open the door.

Almost fainting in shock, she gazed in sheer disbelt the sight
before her.

Because there, lying on a large double bunk—a pag&rbook in
one hand a half-eaten apple in the other— wasihgband!



CHAPTER NINE

"WELL...it's certainly taken you long enough to get here,’ RO
drawled coolly, taking another noisy, large bitenfrthe apple. ‘Not
only have | almost finished this extremely boringpk but, as you
can see, I'm also feeling rather peckish.’

'‘P-p-eckish?Flora gasped, clinging for dear life to the catboor as
she felt her knees buckle beneath her. Her dazsgtagd to focus on
the tall, rangy figure lying on the bunk. But slmildn't seem to get
her act together, her brain still reeling from 8teck of suddenly
finding Ross, reclining casually at his ease, mltrge, airy cabin.

'Of course I'm hungry. It's been a long, boring mhay,"' he explained
in a patient if slightly peevish tone of voice. thwondering whether
you were likely to do something really stupid—Ilikedling with the
automatic pilot or wrecking the radio transmitternestt do much for
my peace of mind either.'

‘Your peace of mind?' she hissed, trembling violentlya dlick red
mist seemed to be flooding swiftly through her braivhat about the
state ofmymind?

"Now, Flora, if you'll just—'

‘Do you have anydea of what I've been through during the pas
half-hour?' she cried, beside herself with furyghs waved her arms
distractedly in the air.

‘Well, yes. But—'

'l thought Keith had fallen overboard. | thoughaitithe boat would
capsize any minute. | thought that I'd be killed.ah

'‘Darling! For heaven's sake—calm down!" he saidlingp off the
bunk and moving quickly to her side.



'‘Calm down?'she yelled, swiftly whirling away from him and
jumping up onto the bunk—the only place in the nalwhere he
couldn't easily grab hold of her.

'I've nointention of calming down,' she screamed. 'llilyou! I'll see

you hung, drawn and quartered! But first—I'm gotoghave your
guts for garters! Oh, boy—you'll wish you'd neveeh born. I'll take
you to the cleaners in the divorce court. keseif | don't!

‘Yes, I'm sure you'll have a good try," he murmuhgsleyes gleaming
with laughter at the sight of his irate wife contplg out of control as
she stamped furiously up and down on the mattt¥gkether you
succeed is quite another matter.'

'Oh, yeah!" she taunted. 'And jusho'sgoing to stop me? You...?'
She gave a shrill, high-pitched laugh. 'Hah—do nfevaur!’

'OK. I've had enough nonsense from you duringghst week to last
me a lifetime,' he told her impatiently, the amusattdying from his
face as he leaned forward and gave her a sharpwhish sent her
tumbling back down onto the mattress.

There was a long silence as they glared at ondanddis blue eyes,
beneath their heavy lids, glinted as he stared datixthe sprawled
figure on the bed—who was now gasping for breatshesangrily
brushed the shining, tangled mass of curly bloradefrom her pale
face.

'If you think I'm impressed by these caveman taetidream on,
Casanova!' she jeered breathlessly.

'‘Macho doesn't prove mucho—certainly not as fagyaasand "dear
old Uncle Bernie" are concerned!



Ross stared at her, his eyes flashing with furyafanoment. And
then, almost unbelievably, she saw his lips curvitig a sardonic
grin as his broad shoulders began to shake witihkau.

'‘What's so damn funny?' she demanded wrathfullgliéBe me,
you'll be smiling on the other side of your faceantyou find all your
property seized and your bank accounts frozenadt, by the time
I've finished with you,' she added with considesatglish, 'you'll be
lucky to be left with only the clothes you're weayi

Ross laughed. "That won't worry me," he drawledckiy stepping

out of the dark blue boxer shorts which, she bdlgtesalised, were
the only piece of clothing he'd had on. '‘But igrdbout time you took
off that stupid Greek costume?'

'‘Now, justa minute!" she ground out, desperately tryingaoto| a
crazy impulse to throw herself into his arms. Shustmit...she simply
must not let the sight of his gorgeously brown, lean, nake
figure—clearly rampant with lust and passion—affeer in any
way. 'Let me tell you—'

'‘Oh—shut up, Flord he growled, leaping onto the bunk and crushir
her to the mattress with his weight. A brief sectatér his mouth
closed over hers in possessive hunger, her heandjitg with pain
and pleasure as he savagely forced her lips dpsithngue ravaging
the inner sweetness of her mouth.

The blood soared in her veins. Emotions which sttedone her best
to repress now surged up to mock her earlier dediahe could
almost feel her flesh melting beneath the touclisfhands as he
swiftly ripped thesilk toga from her quivering bqodghe was
trembling with the stark realisation that despitergthing he had
said and done she still needed and could not litteowt him.



'‘Now..." he breathed huskily, finally raising hisad to gaze down at
her. 'l want you to know that Keith is quite safeddappily on his
way back to New York, while this boat—which is bgiexpertly
steered by automatic pilot—is also and most defiyiquite safe. All
right?’

She gave him a reluctant nod. 'Yes, but...'

‘That's all you need to know for the moment,' hatest firmly,
'‘Because right now we're going to make love. OK?'

Flora sighed. 'No, of course it's not "OK"," sh&ltbim unhappily.
'You've mentioned Keith and this boat. But arewt yorgetting
someone else?'

‘Well, if you think that I'm at all interested inla@idia Davidson's
views, you're sadly mistaken!" He grinned.

'‘Don't be sostupid! she ground out through clenched teeth, 'I'
talking about Lois.'

‘Ah..."
'‘Well...?' she demanded sternly.

Ross remained silent for a moment, gazing downhat grim
expression on his wife's lovely face.

'OK," he said at last, with a heavy sigh. I'll be first to admit that |
was a lousy husband. | was brash, impatient andkgampered,
intolerant, hard to live with—and just about evaigg else you can
think of. Right?’'

'‘Absolutely right,' she retorted curtly.



Ross shrugged his broad shoulders. 'OK...we'reedgen my
failings. However—on the plus side—I never lied/tu, did I?'

‘Hmm...'

'‘Come on. Flora—Dbe fair! Give me some credit fdeastonevirtue,’
he murmured ruefully.

‘Well...if you regard being brutally frank as beiagvirtue then [I'll
agree that, however foul and rotten you may hawnpbgou never
lied to me. But | don't see what that's got to di\anything.'

'It's goteverythingto do with what I'm now going to say,' he told he
firmly. 'We'll go into long explanations later, oburse. But—here
and now—I want to tell you that, whatever you mayk happened
between Lois and myself, | can give you my worchohour that |
nevermade love to the girl.'

Flora gave a shrill peal of laughter. 'Are you cesly trying to say
that you didn't lust after that gorgeous face agdré ? Because, if
so, | certainly don't believe you!'

'‘Don't be such an idiot!" Ross growled. 'Surely konaw that there's a
world of difference thinking someone's highly attrae and actually
doing something about it? However, as far as L®isancerned, |
have never—repeakever—made love to her.'

Staring up into the depths of his blue eyes, FHeaised—amazing
as it might seem—that Ross was telling the truthd Ae was quite
right. He might have had zero marks as a husbandéhad never
consciously tried to lie to her or deceive her.

'OK. | may be a fool, but | believe you,' she thlch slowly.

‘Thank God for that!" He grinned. 'And now...witbwy permission,
of course...I'd like to return to more pressingterat Such as the fact



that not only do | lust afteyour gorgeous face and body...but I'n
definitelygoing to do something about it"

Flora moistened her trembling lips. 'Do | have ampice in the
matter?'

'If I'm to continue in my truthful mode, the answes to be, quite
frankly, not a lot!"

'Oh, well. That's it then, | suppose...' she muedwrith a breathless
laugh as she wound her arms about his neck, uygauiting his dark
head down towards her.

‘There is justone more thing | want you to know..."' he murmure
thickly a few moments later, pressing scorchinglykisses down the
slim column of her neck towards the deep valleyken her breasts,
whose nipples were hard and swollen, desperatdlingdor his
touch.

'For heaven's sake! Whabw?'she moaned impatiently, the silker
caress of his warm lips on her skin turning hestléo molten fire,
every fibre of her being craving for the possessibnis hard, strong
male body.

‘Just that | love you. Flora. | always have—anbiags will.'

'Oh, Ross...!" she whispered huskily. 'lI've beechsa fool—and |
made so many mistakes all those years ago. I'verrmen able to
stop loving you, however much | tried to pretenigentvise.'

'It was a great performance, because you damnyreated me,' he
admitted sadly, before his lips found hers in & la$ such gentle,
piercing sweetness that she felt as though shedvabost die of joy.



'‘Now, Miss Johnson," he murmured, his hands moslagly over
the soft body trembling beneath him. 'Do you thivik couldplease
stop talking—and get on with making love?"

‘Well, Mr Whitney... all things considered, | dosde why not...' she
whispered, her whole being seeming to vibrate spoase to his
sensual arousal as he cupped her breasts in lds,feasharp current
of forked lightning zigzagging through her quiveyiflesh as he
hungrily kissed the hard, swollen points.

She was almost out of her mind with desire, hednafehim so

intense that it was like deep, physical pain, aed total, erotic

abandonment seemed to infect them both with a suddelness, a
primitive force that was quite beyond either ofrthi® control.

A deep, husky growl was torn from his throat at thereasingly
intimate, sensual touch of her hands on his stnongcular body, her
sweet moistness enveloping him as he slid foroefoditween her
thighs. It was as if, beneath the hard, rhythmitugts of his
manhood, she became a wild creature that morentladéched him in
the fierce, barbaric storm of passion that possegssm both. Until,
all passion spent, Ross's warm arms held her yigistithey floated
slowly back down to earth.

'‘Oh, wow!" Flora murmured dreamily, still dizzy Wwihappiness as
she lay sleepily in his embrace.

‘That seems a pretty fair description,’ Ross agwattda low rumble
of husky laughter.

'‘Are you...are you quiteurethat we're not going to drown?' she aske
suddenly, her mind flooding with the events of ieaiih the day. '‘And
how you had the damned nerve to let Keith trick like that—Iet
alone to allow me to beconso frightened—I'll never know,' she



added angrily. 'lI'vaever,in all my life, been so totally panic-stricken
and—'

‘Darling—I'm reallyvery sorry,' he told her, sighing heavily as h
brushed the damp tendrils of hair from her browwds just so
desperate to try and get hold of you on your owith wo avenue of
escape, that | simply didn't think things throuBbt when | saw your
chalk- white face—and realised what I'd done—I \ided with
remorse for having given you such pain and torrhent.

'‘Humph!" she snorted, secretly amazed that Ross'dwiever been
known to ask forgiveness fanythingshould have come up with
such a handsome apology. But, all the same, she'tvgase that she
wanted to let him entirely off the hook just yesdecially since he
wasn't the type to eat Humble Pie for too long.

'l think it was the way you kept on happily mundahitnat damned
apple which particularly blew my mind," she tolanhgrimly. "Why
did you cook up that faklary Celestescenario? And don't bother to
try and tell me that Keith wasn't in on it, becabhsanust have been.’

'Of course he was. It was mostly his idea, anyway.'
'‘Oh, come on!'

'No, it's the truth,' he protested. 'Keith cornemnssl after dinner, just
before you laid Bernie out for the count, and gawe a real
tongue-lashing,' Ross told her with an unhappy batkughter. 'He
pointed out that | was in imminent danger of figalbsing my
wife—clearly someone | cared deeply about—and wiest | going
to do about it? And when | told him that I'd triexiget you on your
own, to no avail, he looked at me as though I'd getely lost my
marbles. He couldn't understand why | hadn't thowglhusing my
yacht. After all, once the two of us were out ta,gbere would be no
need to call back into port until we'd sorted tlsimyit between us.'



‘Well...I suppose he had a point,' Flora admittedaigingly.

'Frankly, that's exactly what | thought.' He gridraown at his wife.
'So, | arranged to be on board early in the mornangd sort of
press-ganged him into leaving the boat and untshegopes on the
quay at the end of your photo session. Unfortugiatieh so used to
sailing that it never occurred to me that you wdgdfrightened and
terrified out of your wits at finding yourself oroyr own. | promise
you, darling, I'm reallyvery sorry to have put you through sucl
torment.’

'l suppose I'm going to have to forgive you,' sigbed, hesitating for
a moment on how exactly to frame her next, extrgmmportant
guestion. 'l was wondering... | mean, where exatlyou think we
go from here?’

‘Well...I thought we'd probably sail back to thariation House and
maybe have a glass or two of champagne. And thanigiet cool off
with a swim before dinner, followed bywuch!" He grinned as she
angrily drummed her fists on his chest.

‘You knowexactlywhat | meant—you foul man!'

Ross laughed as he gazed down into her stormy gnges) if you
were wondering whether | want to remain marriedytam—the
answer is emphaticallyesl do. But it depends on two very importan
and fundamental points.

'First of all | want a proper marriage, with theotaf us living happily
together until we're old and grey. | made a venyoss error by
walking out on you when | was too young and stupi¢now any
better. And then compounded the mistake by beiagl#omn proud to
admit what a fool I'd been. So, if we get back tbhgeagain, it has to
be for keeps. OK?'

‘And the second point?'



He hesitated for a moment. 'Look, | don't want &oheavy, and |
know what a success you've been in your profesbuinpart of the
trouble when we were married, all those years agg, that | was so
damned jealous of all the men licking their lipsepthose arty
photographs of you in the magazines—often halfredt or

practically naked to my way of thinking. So, whileope I'm now far
more sensible, and can accept that it's just #elany other, | have
to be honest and say that there are going to bestiwhen Il

probably be a pain in the neck about your modeltiagger.'

Flora had been gazing at him in complete astonishme

'l never had any idea that you were jealous!" sild him in
amazement. 'l just thought...well, | assumed tlat were fed up
because | was so often away doing the collectiof®ime, Paris and
New York, and not looking after you at home."

‘Yeah, well..." He shrugged, it's not a thing thajuy likes to admit,
and | did my best to hide it from you. But it softate into my soul, if
you know what | mean? Which is why, although | dicactually
arrange it, | decided to take advantage of Loidt6h's arrival on the
island to let you have a dose of your own meditine.

'‘Ah, yes. | was just wondering when you were gdoget around to
the subject of Lois again—not to mention her bdalface and
really a—maz—ing figure,' Flora drawled coldly.

Ross grinned. 'Now don't tell me that you werente t
weeniest-teeniest bit jealous, because | won'ebelyou!

'Of course | was jealous—you idiot!" Flora sat tgqughly brushing
the hair from her face as she glared down at the sha loved so
dearly.

'‘What in the hell did you expect?' she continuechiyt 'And I'm still
furious at being dumped by you only minutes after we niade on



the beach. In fact, that's the reason why rgally not sure about
getting back together again with you. So, whatéaey story you're
coming up with, I warn you it had better be an @st@ning
performance!

Ross stared at her silently for a moment. 'OKpohpsed you earlier
that I'd give you a full explanation. So, let's tie$ whole thing out in
the open, once and for all.’

'‘And, about time too,' she grumbled.

‘As it happens, the "fairy story", as you caltibes have quite a lot to
do with the Oscars,' he told her. '‘Because | wittéebook and then
the screenplay for a film that won a whole heaprdfes.’

including your Oscar for Best Screenplay?'

'Right." He nodded. 'So, I'm down on location, véheveryone's
having a bad time. And then | suddenly wake ugheofact that the
leading lady—a quite spectacular- looking girl—hasmehow
convinced herself that I'm the best thing sinceitivention of the
wheel. With me so far?'

‘Even a child of four would be with you so far,edbld him bitterly.
‘Although | wonder why I've a strong feeling that going to find the
next bit of the story particularly interesting?dRg, Flora...youmust
try and do something about that cynical, sarcasiiie to your
character.'

'‘Don't push your luckoo far!" She scowled at the awful man, whos
bright blue eyes were gleaming with amusement.

Ross grinned. '‘Well, let's face it: Lois was andhsolutely stunning.
She's also smart, on the ball, and a thoroughly giid.’



'l won't quarrel with that description,' Flora tdidn quietly. 'Under
any other circumstances she and | could well haaine good
friends.'

‘Well...this is the difficult part,’ he continuéBecause, although Lois
made it plain that she was keen on me, 1 couldnte cgo the
distance. | mean—' he shrugged, his cheeks flusligbtly as he
thrust a hand through his dark hair '—I'm a pelyeatdinary, red-
blooded male. So, while in the past | might have &drief fling or
two, with girls who were just out for a good tintkat sort of thing
didn't apply in Lois's case. She's a nice, olditasdd girl who's
looking for commitment. And | just couldn't go fitvat—basically, |
realise now, because | must have been still in leite you. So |
turned her down as gently as | could. Oh, suregduaked with a shrug
as Flora raised a sceptical eyebrow, 'we had aokisso, and a few
cuddles when things weren't going well on theBet.that's honestly
all there is to it.'

'Well...not as far ashe'sconcerned, it isn't. After all, she did come t
the island especially to see you.'

Ross gave a heavy sigh. 'Yes, | know. But the filshew of her
intention was a fax which came the day before evszyfrom ACE
was due to arrive. And maybe Lois made sure tha& shs
deliberately unavailable, but the plain fact ig thaouldn't get hold of
her. Then I'd been so preoccupied for some week®byimminent
arrival that I'd completely forgotten all about setuntil | saw that
damn plane flying over us on the beach.’

'‘Hmm..." She looked at him sternly. 'But what'ss tlibout you
knowing in advance that | was coming with ACE? tamly had no
idea thatyouwere going to be here.'



Ross grinned. 'My agent, Marty, is a lovely guyt baddled with a
wife who's not only a blonde bimbo but has the ortsine to have
Bernie Schwartz as her brother!

‘A fate worse than death!

‘You're so right," Ross laughed. 'Anyway, to cubrag story short,
Marty said his brother-in-law was looking for a i@ island and
showed me a picture of ACE's model—who turned odet my own
dear wife! Not that | recognised you at first, @iucse. Those curls
had me fooled for at least a few minutes. But therll, | found that
| couldn't resist an opportunity of seeing you oagain. And when
you arrived | realised that | was still as muclowe with you as ever.'

'‘Well...it's a good story,' she admitted grudgingBut I'm still not
happy about the Lois episode. | can't help feelihg—

'OK—OK!" he suddenly exploded, quickly rolling atie bed and
striding angrily back and forth around the cab¥fes, |shouldhave
let her get off the plane and find her own wayhi Plantation House.
And if | was able to play the scene again, likeyte in the movies,
that'sexactlywhat I'd do. But it's now too late to do anythatmput it.
Right? So, if you're going to turn me down justdsse I've got some
old-fashioned manners—then OK...that's fine...jgste it to me
straight and we'll call it a day!'

'l thought the Humble Pie bit wouldn't last too dgrshe muttered,
trying to keep her face straight as her darlingdatrt-fused husband
glowered angrily down at her.

‘What did you say?' he ground out savagely.

'‘Oh, it was nothing," she murmured, realising that future life
certainly wasn't going to be as dull as ditch waercauseof course
she was going to get back together with the awfahmVho else
would put up with him, for heaven's sake?



Well...Lois, for one, she quickly reminded herszlmoment later.
Which meant that she was obviously going to havieep a beady
eye on those girls—even if they were as nice as-tevho might

well fancy her husband. Still, she couldn't blaren, Flora told

herself, leaning back against the pillows with pgasigh. Because
she fancied him herself—something rotten!

‘All right—I've had it with the explanations,’ Rogsound out in a
hoarse, rough voice, still pacing about the caiie bne demented.
'‘Are we going to get back together or not?'

‘Well...I've thought about all the lovely alimongtie teased. 'But in
the end I've decided that I'm going to give up nlogeand learn to
work a computer. That way maybe | can help typeyoyr books.
What do you think?'

'Flora—I think that you're enough to try the patience of a sde!
retorted with a bark of grim laughter, before slyithrowing himself
on her lovely body once again. 'Putting me throaljlthose hoops
when youknewyou couldn't resist me..."

'‘Male chauvinist pig!' she murmured happily as thevgered her with

kisses. 'But really, you know, darling, | am sélbit worried about

the future,' she added, pushing her husband awayrfmment so she
could gaze up at him with an apprehensive frowar i@lationship is

still very heavily weighted on the physical sidendAlet's face it, sex
isn't everything.'

'‘No,' he agreed softly. 'But at least it's a gamghfiation on which to
start our new life together.'

And, as they both agreed that there was no tineethik present, they
decided to start building on that foundation stna@way.



