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Chapter 1

Early morning, Santa Monica. Angel Summer was still half asleep. In the distance she could hear the waves of the Pacific Ocean breaking against the shore, the new wake up call in her life. She stretched out her arm expecting to find Ethan next to her, but his side of the bed was empty. He must have already left for training. She would just go back to sleep for five more minutes . . .

But then Ethan’s LA drawl cut across her thoughts: ‘Happy anniversary, sleepy head.’

Angel opened her eyes and looked straight into the bluer-than-blue eyes of Ethan Turner, star baseball player of the Los Angeles Dodgers and her lover for the last six months. She was puzzled by his declaration, though. Was she missing something? She wasn’t aware of any anniversary.

She sat up, pulling the duvet round her. Long white-blonde hair, tousled from sleep, cascaded down her golden-brown back. And that’s when she saw that all around the bed were arranged beautiful bouquets of flowers: ice-white roses, delicate pale pink peonies, and dramatic crimson Oriental lilies. The bedroom now resembled a florist’s!

‘What’s all this for?’ she asked in surprise.

‘It’s the anniversary of me first seeing you in Chateau Marmont.’ Ethan smiled the sexy, lazy smile that even now, six months into their relationship, still made her heart flip. ‘God, Angel, I sure as hell won’t forget that moment. You were easily the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.’

Angel rolled her eyes at the outrageous flattery. ‘And let’s face it, Ethan, you’ve had a few in your time.’ She often joked about being one in a long line of his conquests, but actually it was a source of deep insecurity for her. Models, actresses, a top tennis player – she’d checked Ethan’s exes out on the net and they were all gorgeous.

The smile went from Ethan’s face and the blue eyes turned serious. ‘Angel, I swear you’re the only one for me.’ He slid his strong arms round her and pulled her towards him. ‘My beautiful Angel. How is it you can look so good in the morning? You look like Marilyn Monroe in those photos . . . where she’s only wearing a sheet and the camera loves her.’

He lightly caressed her bare back, sending shivers down her spine. It was so tempting just to lie back and surrender to his touch but Angel exclaimed, ‘I must check on Honey,’ and was all set to jump out of bed to see if her two-and-a-half-year-old daughter was awake.

‘No need,’ Ethan told her, ‘Lucy has taken her out. It’s just you and me, a rare luxury these days.’

Angel bristled slightly at the suggestion that her daughter was somehow an inconvenience to Ethan. He was not Honey’s father: Cal Bailey, the former Chelsea footballer, was. She and Cal had separated just over six months ago. Ethan caught the look.

‘Hey, I didn’t mean it like that. I love Honey, you know I do. It’s just good to have the time with you.’ He leant in to kiss her, and even though Angel was not entirely pacified she gave in to the kiss. Ethan slowly pushed her back on the bed and took away the duvet. ‘And now I want you to lie back and enjoy every second, knowing that there will be no interruptions. Just you, me and a whole lot of pleasure.’

It sounded like a good plan to Angel . . .

The sex was better than ever, Angel reflected afterwards as she lay in a bath scented with Chanel’s Coco bath gel. In fact, life with Ethan was good. She felt connected to him, safe with him, and if it wasn’t the all-consuming passion she’d had with her soon-to-be-ex-husband Cal then that was okay, wasn’t it? She had always believed that you don’t get that kind of passion twice in a lifetime. Cal had been her soul-mate. She couldn’t in all honesty say that Ethan filled that role, but she loved him. Whenever she had any doubts about being with him she tried to push them to the back of her mind and focus on the positives. She loved living in LA, had plenty of modelling work there, after being signed up as a Victoria’s Secret model, along with her own lingerie range back home, and most importantly her daughter Honey seemed happy.

And even if there were dark days when Angel missed Cal and longed for him, she never forgot that he was the one who had shattered their marriage; he was the one who had been unfaithful. He was the one who had broken her heart. Sometimes she felt the legacy of that pain still within her; the fact that she always had her barriers up. She could never let herself get that hurt again. Much as she loved Ethan, she was aware that she was keeping something of herself back.

‘What do you want for breakfast?’ he asked, wandering into the bathroom. He’d showered in the black-marble-tiled wet room across the hall – one of the six bathrooms in his vast beach house. He just had a white towel round his waist, accentuating his sun-kissed brown skin. As well as being stunningly handsome and resembling the actor Josh Holloway in looks, with his dark-blond hair and blue eyes, Ethan had the most gorgeous body: rock-hard abs, broad shoulders, long lean legs and the tightest bum. The sight of his half-naked body made Angel want to pull in him the bath for a repeat performance.

It seemed that Ethan had the same thought as he dipped his hand into the water and caressed her between her legs, driving her wild with his slow, knowing touch. Angel gasped with pleasure then took great delight in whipping off the towel and releasing his already-stiff cock. You’ve just got to love a man who’s good to go again, she thought, pulling him into the bath with her. The water sloshed over the side as Ethan thrust into her, but neither of them cared. Two mind-blowing orgasms and it wasn’t even 8 a.m. . . .

Breakfast was served outside by Ethan’s stylish infinity pool, with its cobalt blue mosaic tiles and a breathtaking view of the glittering Pacific Ocean stretching beyond it. Jose, Ethan’s Mexican butler, bustled around pouring out glasses of freshly prepared mango and pineapple smoothies, along with black coffee for Ethan and PG Tips for Angel. Ethan tucked into a plate of scrambled eggs and smoked salmon while Angel had toast and Marmite.

She had never in a million years imagined that she would one day have staff doing practically everything for her. Life with Cal had been luxurious but they had kept it fairly low-key and just had a cleaner, nanny, occasional driver and security. But Ethan had a whole team of people looking after him, headed by Jose and Maria his wife, who was the cook, along with an army of cleaners and gardeners and several chauffeurs – so many that Angel had given up trying to learn all their names.

‘I love you, babe, but I don’t know how the hell you can eat that stuff,’ Ethan said fondly as he watched her take a hearty bite of her toast. Sex had given her a very healthy appetite. It was one of many culture clashes between the couple – he didn’t get why she would only drink cups of PG Tips, had to watch X Factor (American Idol just wouldn’t do), and never missed a Chelsea match.

Angel was a life-long supporter of the club. Football was in her blood. Her dad Frank was a football coach for one of the youth teams in Brighton, and her brother Tony was the sports physio for West Ham. And, of course, she had been married to Cal, a Chelsea and England player. She had always loved the game with a passion. Had never simply been a WAG who cared more about her designer outfits and the state of her nails than how England performed in the World Cup. Ethan had tried watching football, or soccer as he called it, but just couldn’t get into it.

Of course the cultural differences went both ways. Angel didn’t get how so many of the Americans she met in stores always put on the ‘have a nice day’ act, and she definitely didn’t get baseball. She dutifully went to all the big games, cheered Ethan on, put on a great act of being engrossed, but she found it Dullsville after footie. To her, it would always remind her of rounders, a game she associated purely with school and had always thought a bit girlie. But she kept that thought well and truly to herself, knowing Ethan would not appreciate that description of the sport which had made him a multi-millionaire and one of the most widely recognised sportsmen in the States.

‘So when you’ve finished eating that vile stuff,’ Ethan told her, ‘we’re taking a drive into the Hills to buy you an anniversary present. I’ve got my eye on something in Tiffany’s but I want you to check it out first.’

‘You don’t have to buy me anything!’ Angel exclaimed. She had never been the kind of woman who wanted men to lavish expensive gifts on her. She had always been fiercely independent when it came to money, and always liked to pay her own way.

‘But you never let me buy you anything. I’m overruling you this time,’ Ethan told her. ‘Come on, I know you love Tiffany’s.’

That did weaken her resolve somewhat. She adored the store, and always felt like a little girl waking up on Christmas morning surrounded by gorgeous presents whenever she went in. Angel polished off her toast and padded back inside to get ready.

She loved Ethan’s ultra-modern beach house, so light and airy, with its glass walls and rooms where you could change the colour of the lights according to your mood, though she did miss her old house just outside Brighton, an elegant Georgian mansion with views of vivid green fields, stately horse chestnut trees and her two horses in their paddock. Inside, the house had been cosy and full of colour. Now, alas, it was rented out to strangers. Ethan’s was in more minimalist taste, so there was lots of white and taupe, white marble floors, white-upholstered furniture and white rugs.

He was usually one of the most laid-back people she knew, but when it came to his house he was slightly anally retentive about things being put away and having ‘clean lines’ everywhere. Well, apparently, that’s what his interior designer had told him to do. Angel was forever leaving magazines lying around only to come back into the room and find they’d been cleared away, along with any stray perfume bottles and bags of make-up. She’d had to come to a deal with Ethan that her dressing room, Honey’s bedroom and playroom, were not subject to the same high standards. Those rooms were a riot of colour and clutter, much more suited to Angel’s personality than the achingly stylish Italian leather sofas, the state-of-the-art light fittings and sleek modern sculptures on display in the others.

She opened the door of her vast closet and wondered what to wear for a trip to Rodeo Drive, which was probably the most prestigious and famous shopping street in the world. Since moving here she’d adopted the laid-back LA dress code and now had an impressive collection of Havaiana flip-flops in every colour, tiny denim shorts, white vests, and long gold necklaces, bangles and ankle chains. She loved that casual look and it suited her, the denim shorts showing off her long slim brown legs and sexy bum, the white vests showing off her impressive curves and enviably flat stomach. But every now and then it was good to dress up and she decided to do just that, going for an off-the-shoulder white dress with a fitted bodice and tight skirt, and a pair of sky-high, hot pink Louboutin heels which had been designed for Barbie’s fiftieth birthday – life in the old girl yet, if the sexy ankle-strap shoes were anything to go by!

Angel coiled her hair up into a bun. She would have liked to spend more time on it but already Ethan was calling for her, impatiently. That was something he had in common with Cal: he was always telling her to hurry up. She hastily put on tinted moisturiser, lashings of mascara and a slick of sheer pink lip gloss. She always went for natural make-up in the day, and in truth hardly needed any, so stunning was her beauty. She had flawless skin, just a few freckles on her nose, which only added to her charm, beautiful, intensely green eyes, and full sensuous lips. She grabbed her black Dior sunnies, with the Swarovski crystals at the sides – sometimes it was fun to flash the bling – and was good to go.

As she clattered down the grand marble staircase which curved elegantly down to the hall, Ethan stood gazing up at her, as if he couldn’t quite believe his luck that she was with him.

‘Wow, you look beautiful!’

‘But do I look like a proper lady?’ Angel teased back, putting on her best cockney accent.

‘Proper,’ Ethan replied, attempting to match her cockney. Not good. Mind you, her attempts at a Californian accent always had him in stitches.

‘Best stick to what you know, babe,’ she told him as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

‘This is what I wanted to buy you.’ Ethan pointed out an exquisite green tourmaline pendant. The dazzling gemstone was encircled by diamonds and hanging from a platinum and diamond chain. ‘Can we look at this?’ he asked the elegant saleswoman, who was dressed in a cream silk blouse and black skirt.

‘Of course, Mr Turner,’ she replied, promptly unlocking the glass display cabinet. What Mr Turner asked for, Mr Turner got. Ethan was a huge star.

‘What do you think, Angel?’ Ethan asked as the saleswoman reverently fastened the necklace round Angel’s neck. It looked stunning against her golden brown skin, the brilliant green of the stone making her eyes appear even greener.

‘It’s beautiful,’ she said, looking at herself in the mirror. ‘But it’s a little too grand for me. I want something I could wear every day and you can’t exactly see me wearing this with my shorts and Havaianas can you?’

The saleswoman suppressed a smile.

‘But I want to buy you something really special, babe.’ Ethan came up behind Angel and put his arms round her waist, dropping a kiss on her bare shoulder.

‘What about something like this?’ the saleswoman asked, holding up a long necklace with at least fifty small diamonds set in platinum. ‘This is something you could wear dressed up or down. It’s a piece that will always work hard for you,’ she said in typical saleswoman speak that made Angel want to smile. She unfastened the pendant and carefully put on the diamond necklace. It was perfectly lovely, the diamonds sparkling where they caught the light.

‘This is more like it!’ Angel exclaimed. Then she stopped. ‘But it must be so expensive. Really, Ethan, you don’t need to get me anything.’

Sometimes she had the uneasy feeling that Ethan was trying to buy her love, that he suspected she might still have feelings for Cal and wanted to do all he could to make her forget her ex-husband.

‘I’m buying it and that’s final.’ Ethan said, adding to the assistant, ‘Can she leave it on and I’ll pay now?’ As they stood by the counter waiting for his credit card to go through, he murmured, ‘You know, sometime I’d like to buy you something else from here.’

He paused and gave her a searching look, and Angel knew exactly what he meant without him needing to say the words.

An engagement ring. Oh, God, not this again. As soon as she had moved in with him, Ethan had wanted her to divorce Cal and marry him. But Angel didn’t want to divorce Cal for adultery or unreasonable behaviour; she wanted their marriage to end quietly after two years of separation, couldn’t bear the thought of getting lawyers in and inevitably having the press pick over every single detail of their lives. And because Cal had been unfaithful, Angel really didn’t know if she ever wanted to get married again. She would rather be happy and live for the moment. She was through with making big statements and promises of life-long commitment.

But Ethan longed to marry her; it was almost an obsession with him and he didn’t understand her reservations. Angel didn’t want the day to be ruined by them taking about the marriage question again so she silenced any further questions by kissing him.

‘I’m terribly sorry, Mr Turner, but there seems to be a problem with your card,’ the saleswoman said discreetly. ‘D’you perhaps have another one?’

‘What do you mean, a problem?’ Ethan asked. ‘I don’t think I’m anywhere up to my limit. There must be some mistake.’ He seemed agitated and fumbled in his wallet, pulling out another card, ‘Try this one.’

But that too was declined. ‘Let’s just leave it,’ Angel suggested. ‘Or, if you want, I can put it on my card.’ Oops, that had not been the right thing to say at all. Ethan’s male pride was not going to stand for that.

He clenched his jaw. ‘Of course you can’t pay for your own gift. I’ve got another card I can use.’ And he handed the saleswoman yet another credit card. Thank God this one was accepted, but the whole payment fiasco had taken some of the shine off the moment.

Ethan, especially, seemed downbeat when they exited the store. A teenage boy approached him for an autograph and picture. Usually Ethan was only too happy to oblige, but on this occasion he moodily signed the Dodgers’ programme and couldn’t even manage a smile for the camera.

‘I don’t know what the fuck’s going on,’ he muttered once they had settled into the chauffeur-driven Chrysler waiting for them. ‘I’ll have to speak to Benny, get him to sort out my cards.’

Benny Sullivan was Ethan’s PR manager and agent and handled all his press, public engagements, sports sponsorship and advertising deals. He had managed Ethan for nearly ten years. While Angel liked pretty well all of Ethan’s friends, she had loathed Benny on sight. He was one of those men with the habit of stripping women naked with his eyes. Angel couldn’t believe how blatantly he leered at her whenever they met. It was almost as if he thought it was his right to treat her like that as she was a glamour model. Worse still, it was something Ethan seemed completely oblivious to, and Angel had had to endure Benny’s roving eye on many a night out.

She also couldn’t help thinking that Ethan relied on his manager a little too much. Why couldn’t Ethan phone the credit-card companies himself, for instance? Angel had always kept things on a strictly professional basis with her own agent and wouldn’t have dreamt of allowing her to organise things like personal finances. But Ethan liked being looked after, and didn’t like bothering with the everyday trivia. He was forever saying to Angel, ‘Why sweat the small stuff, when someone else can do it for you?’ She didn’t like to reply that maybe, if you actually did things yourself rather than delegating everything, you stayed more grounded.

While Ethan spoke to Benny, Angel stared out of the tinted-glass window. LA certainly was Plastic Surgery Central, which made people-watching here all the more entertaining. She was transfixed by a petite blonde in a tiny turquoise sundress and matching heels, who was dressed like a twenty-something but on closer inspection was more like late-fifties, her skin stretched and Botoxed to the limit, eyes almost disappearing into the sides of her head and lips with the swollen, bloated look of way too much collagen. On what planet was that supposed to be a good look? Angel would never criticise anyone for having surgery – she couldn’t as she’d had a boob job herself when she’d started out as a glamour model – but some people really seemed to have crossed the line and lost all idea of what actually looked good.

Angel loved it in LA but at times was desperately homesick for Brighton and her family and friends there. She wondered what they were up to right now. She checked her watch, 2 p.m. LA time, 10 p.m. UK time. Everyone she knew would be winding down for the day. Jez, one of her closest friends and also her hairdresser, would probably be out on the town with his husband Rufus. Knowing Rufus, he’d be eager to get home by now, as he had to get up at half six to go to the gym to start work as a personal trainer.

Gemma, her best friend going all the way back to primary school, who was married to Angel’s brother, would either be snuggled up with Tony or out in Brighton with her mates. Tony, had to commute to London every day and often had to work late so he might not be home yet. Gemma worked in her mum’s beauty salon in the heart of Brighton’s Lanes and liked to go out when Tony was late so she didn’t have to sit in the house by herself.

Any minute now, in her parent’s house, Angel’s mum would turn to her dad, who’d be sitting on the sofa beside her watching telly, and say, ‘Right love, that’s me done. I’m off to bed.’ Her dad would give her a kiss and promise to join her soon. And as for Cal, who would he be with? Angel wondered. No, she wouldn’t think of him…She sighed, missing them all. At least in a month’s time she would get to see them as she was going back to the UK for Christmas.

Ethan ended his call to Benny. ‘So . . . now for your second surprise.’

‘Oh, no, Ethan, you don’t have to buy me anything else!’ Angel exclaimed.

‘Nope, this one is priceless and I can’t wait to see your face.’ Ethan’s phone rang again. It was one of his team mates. Angel, who had been lost in her thoughts of home, suddenly realised that they were being driven in the opposite direction from Ethan’s house in Santa Monica, and that if she wasn’t mistaken they were on the freeway heading towards LAX – Los Angeles International Airport. Some fifteen minutes later, as they swung into the pick-up area of the vast airport, her suspicions were confirmed.

‘So can you guess who we’re meeting?’ Ethan asked her, his blue eyes alight with mischief as he walked with her to International Arrivals.

‘No idea,’ Angel replied, scanning the board to give her a clue, but then her attention was drawn to the people streaming through Arrivals – and to one couple in particular: a man in a white trilby and white linen suit, with possibly a little too much fake tan, and a petite woman with jet black hair, dressed in a very fashion fast-forward black dress with studded shoulder pads and insanely high heels.

‘Oh my God!’ Angel squealed in delight, waving her arms wildly, not caring that she was attracting curious looks from the people around her. It was Jez and Gemma! Angel pushed her way through the crowds and threw her arms round first Gemma and then Jez. ‘I can’t believe you’re here!’ she exclaimed, practically jumping up and down in her excitement at seeing her friends.

‘Just two words,’ Jez said when he could finally get a word in edgeways. ‘First class. Ethan paid for us to fly first class! I have never flown in such style before! I had my own bed, my own steward – cute arse, shame about the face. I did think about whether it would count as infidelity if we had a fumble in the loos, but I resisted as I’m a married man. Instead I had as much champagne as I could drink! And I got to keep the pyjamas. Gemma was asleep for most of the flight but I was wide awake, loving every single precious minute. It was fabulous!’ Still the same old materialistic, wildly camp Jez.

Angel rolled her eyes at him. ‘So the highlight is the flight . . . not seeing me?’

Jez eye-rolled back. ‘Of course it’s seeing you, Babelicious. Looking beautiful as ever.’

‘And you’re as shallow as ever,’ Angel shot back. ‘But thank God some things never change. I’d think the world was about to end if you were any different.’

At this they were joined by Ethan, who had hung back watching the friends’ reunion. The next few minutes were spent with Jez, Gemma and Angel thanking him profusely for the surprise. ‘I figured Angel could do with seeing you guys,’ he said, ‘I know how homesick she gets sometimes.’ Angel thought she had hidden that and was touched that he had realised.

‘Thanks so much, Ethan,’ she said quietly, kissing him lightly on the lips. ‘That was the sweetest thing, the best present ever.’

‘I’d do anything to make you happy,’ he told her. Angel wanted to say the same, but if anything meant divorcing Cal then she just didn’t think she could do it.

Back at the house Jose and Maria had laid on a poolside BBQ with mini-burgers, seared prawns and delicious salads. Honey was back from her day out and thrilled to be with her mummy again. At two and a half, she was a perfect poppet with long dark brown curly hair, big brown eyes, and the beautiful olive skin of her father. She was also feisty and cheeky, and could throw tantrums for Britain. She snuggled on Angel’s lap, playing with the diamond necklace, while the friends caught up. Ethan had to go to some business meeting.

Jez and Gemma had visited Angel in Santa Monica once before but were still dazzled by the sheer luxury and size of the house. ‘It is so beautiful here,’ Gemma said, elegantly sipping her mojito.

She had changed into a stylish purple maxi dress. Gemma was a fashionista through and through, nailing all the new trends. She was constantly on Angel’s case trying to make her more fashion aware, sending her links to dresses on Net-A-Porter that she thought were ‘must haves’. Every now and then Angel would take her advice, but left to her own devices was always happiest in jeans or tracksuits.

‘It’s like a dream,’ Jez agreed from where he sat surveying the glittering Pacific Ocean and exquisitely kept gardens, the lush green lawn with its perfectly mown grass. ‘Are you sure I couldn’t move in and be your permanent hairdresser slash slave?’ He was only half joking. ‘So long as you had space for Rufus.’

‘Why isn’t he here?’ Angel asked; she was sure Ethan would have paid for his ticket as well.

Jez sighed, ‘He couldn’t get the time off. The gym’s not doing very well and Rufus is having to put in extra hours. I hardly see him at the moment. I keep saying I should book some personal training sessions with him. At least that way I’d get to see more of him.’ He looked sad for a few seconds before quipping, ‘But, hey, absence makes the heart grow fonder and the cock grow harder.’

Angel gestured at Honey, who was fortunately too engrossed in eating strawberries to listen. ‘So what’s your news, Gem?’ Angel asked. Eight months ago Gemma had suffered a miscarriage, and Angel knew it had taken her friend a long time to get over her sadness at losing the baby.

‘Work’s fine and Tony’s good. But my real news is that we’re going to try for a baby again. I feel I can put what happened behind me.’

‘Oh, Gem, that’s so good to hear. I really hope it works out for you.’

And Angel truly meant it. The months following the miscarriage had been so tough for Gemma. It had also been a time when the two women had grown apart as Gemma had questioned whether Angel had made the right decision when she left Cal for Ethan. What made it all the harder was that Cal was Tony’s best friend, so naturally Gemma had divided loyalties.

‘So what about you?’ she asked.

‘Everything is great. I love it out here, though of course I miss all you guys. And it’s going really well with Ethan. He’s perfect for me, Gem. I’m really happy.’ Angel was aware she was gushing – she just wanted Gemma to believe her, and her friend still had a slightly sceptical look on her face. ‘You’ll never guess what he did this morning . . .’

Angel proceeded to tell them how Ethan had filled the bedroom with flowers and about the trip to Tiffany’s. But as soon as she mentioned it, she remembered the incident with his credit cards. He was supposed to be a multi-millionaire, so wasn’t it odd that his cards had been declined?

‘I thought that looked rather gorge,’Jez said, looking enviously at the necklace.

‘It’s beautiful,’ Gemma agreed, though without Jez’s enthusiasm. She still hadn’t fully warmed to Ethan. When Angel started seeing him, Gemma had read up about him on the net and much of the press coverage had been about his many short-lived relationships. Before Angel he had been a real player, and Angel knew that her friend believed a leopard didn’t change his spots. It was a source of sadness to Angel, who really wanted her friend to accept Ethan. Plus Gemma, like so many of Angel’s friends and even her family, had seemed to think that she should be able to forgive Cal for his infidelity and take him back. It was what so many other footballers’ wives had done, wasn’t it? Forgive and forget, and accept that the odd bit of cheating was part of the territory if you married a footballer. But Angel couldn’t do that and knew that she was right not to, whatever anyone else thought. She knew that if she did that, deep down she would always be waiting for Cal to be unfaithful again. Besides, looking at other footballers whose wives had taken them back, it seemed that only a very few never strayed again.

‘I saw Cal the other week. We all went out for an Indian meal in Hove. His football academies are going really well and he’s got presenting work on Match of the Day and 5 Live.’ Gemma also seemed to think it was okay to bring up Angel’s ex in conversation, acting as if it was the most normal thing in the world, when the truth was just the mention of Cal’s name shook Angel up and put her on edge.

‘That’s good,’ she said cautiously. A serious knee injury had made it impossible for Cal ever to play football again. ‘I never really know how he is when I see him.’

For the last six months Cal had flown over at regular intervals to see Honey, and Angel had been back to the UK as well. Seeing Cal was always an unsettling experience; there were just too many unresolved issues between them. For the first month after she’d left him, Cal had told her he still loved her and begged her to take him back; Angel refused even to consider it. Then, once he realised she was not going to change her mind, Cal shut down. He was polite to her but gave no hint as to what he was feeling. In some ways this was just as unsettling as his declarations of love – her relationship with Cal had always been so passionate and intense it was hard to imagine that they could ever be just friends.

Angel didn’t want to ask the next question but couldn’t stop herself. ‘So is he seeing anyone?’ As far as she knew Cal hadn’t seen anyone since she’d left him.

‘Is who seeing anyone?’ Ethan was back from his meeting. Talk about bad timing! He couldn’t bear hearing Cal’s name mentioned. Whenever Cal picked up or dropped off Honey at the house, Ethan made sure he wasn’t around. It was as if he didn’t want Angel to have a past before him, which was pretty ironic given his own colourful love life.

She winced inwardly and tried to say as casually as possible, ‘Oh, just Cal.’

Ethan curled his lip and his blue eyes lost some of their warmth, but he didn’t react other than to say, ‘So is he?’

Gemma clearly guessed that this was a sore point between the couple so said breezily, ‘I don’t think so . . . he’s focussing on work right now. So how’s it going with you, Ethan? Jez and I are dying to see a baseball game when we’re out here.’

Angel shot a grateful look at her friend and also felt secretly relieved that Cal wasn’t seeing anyone. It shouldn’t matter to her what he was doing, but it did. She didn’t want to think about what that meant.

Ethan duly filled Gemma and Jez in on how the season was going so far – not that either of them had a clue what he was talking about.

‘Do you know A-Rod?’ Jez suddenly asked excitedly. ‘I was wondering if you did, because then you might be able to introduce us . . . and then I might get to meet Madonna! I mean, I don’t know if they’re still friends, but maybe . . .’ Jez adored Madonna; had worshipped her since her ‘Like A Virgin’ days.

‘Our paths have crossed a fair few times on the pitch,’ Ethan replied, ‘and I’ve met Madonna as well.’

Jez looked as if he might take off into orbit. ‘What is she like?’ he asked in awed tones.

Ethan shrugged. He was used to mixing with A-listers – hell, he was an A-lister himself – but he humoured Jez. ‘Charming, tiny, lovely skin.’

‘Charming, tiny, lovely skin,’ Jez echoed back, as if he had discovered the meaning of the universe. ‘And what was she wearing?’

Another shrug from Ethan. ‘Some kinda black dress, I think, the first time. And the second time, a red dress . . . I really can’t remember.’

But that was not sufficient for Jez who proceeded to bombard him with questions. Could he guess the designer of the dress? What about the shoes? And what was her hair like? And her lipstick? And so on and so on, until Angel had to rescue Ethan by putting her hand over Jez’s mouth and exclaiming, ‘What are you like, Jez!’

They stayed chatting by the pool until the sun set. It was as if it was putting on a spectacular show just for them as the sky turned from blue to deep pink to vibrant orange. Angel felt incredibly happy to have her friends with her. She had made a few out here but none were as close to her as Jez and Gemma and she never felt she could quite let her guard down with them, whereas Jez and Gemma knew her through and through and she never had to pretend with them.

Jez and Gemma were jetlagged after their flight and crashed out pretty much at the same time as Angel got Honey ready for bed, both exclaiming about their luxurious guest rooms with en suite bathrooms filled with gorgeous Moulton Brown bath products.

Angel gave Honey her bath and then read to her until she fell asleep. ‘Night-night,’ she whispered, kissing her daughter on her soft baby cheek. ‘Mummy loves you and so does Daddy and so does Ethan.’ It was what she said to Honey every night.

She paused for a few minutes in the doorway, looking back at her daughter curled up so snug under her Tinkerbell duvet cover, then found her gaze drawn to the photograph of Cal with Honey on his knee which stood on the beside table. It was the only photograph of Cal in the house and Angel knew that Ethan didn’t like having it there, even though he hadn’t said as much. Cal was smiling in the picture, making him look even more handsome. He was half-Italian, with olive skin and jet black hair which he always wore short. His deep brown eyes could appear distant at times, and at others full of passion. The small scar just below his right eyebrow, a souvenir from a collision on the football pitch, only made him sexier. Oh, Cal, where are you now? Angel wondered. She was sure she had made the right decision leaving him but that didn’t mean that it didn’t still hurt sometimes.

She tried to shrug off the feeling and wandered downstairs to the living room, intending to thank Ethan for the wonderful surprise he’d arranged, but he was on the phone, pacing the room, sounding furious.

‘Well, I don’t fucking know what to do about it. You’re my fucking agent, you sort it out. Jesus Christ, Benny, that’s what I pay you to do.’ He paused when he caught sight of Angel standing barefoot in the doorway. ‘Look, Benny, I gotta go, let’s speak in the morning.’ He clicked his phone off. ‘Hey, sorry about that, just some business with Benny.’

‘It sounded serious, is everything okay?’

‘Everything’s cool, baby.’ Ethan didn’t seem to want to discuss it. ‘Now why don’t we go outside in the hot tub and have a glass of champagne? It’s still our anniversary. And I reckon it’s time for the third surprise.’

‘Oh, no, you haven’t bought me something else!’ Angel exclaimed.

‘Nope, this one is free.’ Ethan murmured, putting his arm round her. ‘Let’s see if a thirty-year-old man who is very much in love and in lust with a twenty-seven-year-old beauty can have sex three times in one day.’

‘Hah, I doubt it!’ Angel teased, but when Ethan kissed her and she pressed her body against his, she thought he was probably on to something.
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