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The low waves splashed softly against the white sand.

Lily squinted, raising her hand to shield her eyes from the bright tropical sunlight.  The late morning sun felt wonderful on her bare skin.  Her black and red bikini was skimpy enough to give her a good tan, while still being sufficiently modest for public viewing.  “It’s a real paradise here.”

“That’s just what the brochure said.”  Simon walked out onto the sand towards her.  He was wearing a pair of swim trunks and loose short-sleeved shirt, unbuttoned to expose his muscular chest.  When he reached her side, he stopped to look around.  The water stretched to the horizon and beyond, the white sand curved gently around the cove, its edges lost behind the tropical foliage.  “You can almost see Australia from here.”

“Almost,” Lily agreed.  She gave the brightly coloured towel in her hand a vigorous shake and then laid it out on the sand.  “It looks so much nicer now.  Last night, it was really almost too dark to see anything.”

Simon rested his hand on her shoulder.  “We were lucky that the boat made it all the way here.  When the engine died, I thought we'd have to row ourselves all the way back to the mainland.”  He chuckled loudly at that joke.

Lily glanced up at him.  She had seen him in his tight swim trunks often enough that she was able to keep her attention on his face.  Well, for most of the time.  He does look good in those trunks, she thought.  Damn good.  Simon wasn't the least bit shy about taking his shirt off and enjoying the sun.  “I don't think we'd have gotten very far rowing,” she told him in a suddenly icy tone.  “Not enough able-bodied men.”

Simon chuckled at her.  “Just me, the ship's captain, and his two crewmen.  Yep, it would have been a long row for us.  A real three hour tour.”  He began humming an old television theme song.

Lily sighed.  He was obviously in no mood to take anything seriously.  She looked back towards the resort.

A jungle-covered mountain rose up behind the hotel, forming a picturesque backdrop for the two story structure.  The red tile roof glittered in the sun and the white stucco walls practically glowed.  The second floor rooms all had balconies.

And no one out on any of them.  Lily twisted her head for a better look at the rest of Orpheus Island again.  “Oh Simon,” she sighed.  “The sand, the sea, the palms.  This is just what I needed.  To come out here and get away from it all.”

“You’re near enough a thousand miles away from civilization and any adoring fans.”

Lily laughed.  “I don’t miss my fans,” she said, still giggling.  “Not all that much anyway.  Oh, what’s that?”

Simon squinted.  “Looks like a crab.”

“It’s looks awfully big.”  The red shell on its back was easily the size of her foot.  Lily made sure to take a careful step further away.  “Do they usually grow this big?”

Simon laughed at the sound of concern in her voice.  “Don’t worry your pretty head about it.  It’s a lot more afraid of you than you are of it.”

“You’re a lot of help.”

“You want me to protect you from the nasty sea creature?”  Simon stepped closer to her hand began to massage her shoulders.  “Just relax...that's why we're here.”

“I know.”

Laughter rose from further down the beach.

Lily glanced in that direction.  A young blonde woman and her boyfriend were standing in the shallows, kicking water at each other and laughing loudly.

Simon's hands had stopped moving.

“Don’t stare so much, Simon.  You’re drooling.”

He leaned forward, pressing his body against her back.

She turned her head to look back at him.  She could feel his chest against her back.  And if I lean further back, I bed I'd find something else to press against me.

“I was just picturing you in that bikini.”

“Is that what that rag is?” Lily sniffed and glanced back at the other couple.  “I thought it was a face cloth she'd borrowed from the hotel.  Anyway, purple is just not my colour.”

“Don’t be jealous.  You’d look every bit as hot in it as she does.”

“Shut up while you’re ahead, dear.”  Lily turned back towards the ocean.

Simon chuckled again.  “I am going for a swim,” he announced.  He pulled off his shirt and tossed it onto the sand.

“Have fun.”  Lily sat down on the towel.  She glanced over her shoulder, but the crab had scuttled away and vanished.  She adjusted her hat, so that it shaded her eyes, and then lay back.

With a shrug, Simon waded out into the waves.

Lily glanced out from under her hat.

The waves splashed against Simon's legs and soaked his swim trunks.  The nylon clung tightly to him, showing off his hardness.

“Mmmm,” Lily sighed.

*          *          *
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THE NIGHT BREEZE WAS cooling after the heat of the day.  It carried the heavy salty scent of the ocean with it through the windows into the restaurant.

Lily walked through the doorway, with Simon in tow.  She was dressed in a low-cut red blouse and black skirt.  He was wearing tan cotton pants and a blue-green stripped shirt.

“I'll get us a table.”  Simon gave her a warm smile.  “Or do you want to visit the bar first?”

She glanced towards the bar.  The blond bartender was polishing glasses—he was looking towards her and had a big friendly smile on his face.  “I'll bring something back for you,” she told him.  She walked away from the doorway, leaving Simon behind.

The restaurant wasn't overly crowded.  There was seating for thirty or more...and less than a dozen patrons.  A few elderly couples, a lot of young ones.  None of them were paying any attention to her.

“Well, I wanted to be a no one again,”she murmured to herself.  I got my wish.  It made a change though.  There was something liberating in being away from the crowds of adoring supposed fans and hangers on.  Life in L.A. can get just get so tiresome.

One table had a tall Italian man.  His greying hair was thick and curly, matching the hair showing through his partially unbuttoned shirt.  His two companions were young women, both of whom looked young enough to be his daughters.

An elderly couple were seated at a second table.  They had a bottle of wine between them and were talking softly.

“Good evening, Miss York.”

Lily turned at the greeting.  “Hello, Michelle.  I didn't see you there.”

Michelle Flannigan gave her a broad smile.  She was wearing a loose sarong-style dress, showing off her tanned shoulders and the gentle curves of her breasts.  She had styled her short brown hair into a spiky hairstyle.  “I hope you and your friend are enjoying yourselves so far.”

“Oh, we are,” Lily told her.  “We spent most of the day down on the beach and it was wonderful.  I worked on my tan...and then Simon talked me into a going for a swim.  The water was so warm.  I hated to leave it.”

“It will still be there tomorrow.”

“A whole week of enjoying it...I can hardly wait.  Your resort is even nicer than the pictures on your the website.”

Michelle chuckled.  “That's mostly Shelia's doing.”

“You both manage a lovely resort.”  Lily glanced over her shoulder—she could see Simon already seated in a corner booth and looking a bit bored.  He waved to them.  “I should get Simon his drink.“

“I'll bring your menus to your table.  Unless you already know what you want.  And judging from the man at your table, I'd wager you do know exactly what you want.”  Michelle gave her a wink and then walked away.

Lily was still smiling as she turned back towards the bar.  She and Simon had first met Michelle and Shelia when they arrived at the resort the night before.  The two owners had been friendly and happy to meet their newest guests.

Lily made her way slowly around the tables.  She took the chance to glance at the other patrons.  She didn't know anyone there—it was a relief to get away from Hollywood and seeing the same faces all the time—nor had she been introduced.  'Being able to just relax for a week without autograph seekers hanging around will be worth the long flight,' she had told Simon.

The bartender looked up and smiled.  He was the iconic Aussie surfer—bronzed skin, with sun-bleached hair and bright green eyes.  “Evening, miss,” he said.  “What can I get you?”

Lily loved the sound of his Australian accent.  “I'd like two drinks.”

“Are you that serious a drinker?”  He laughed then, his amusement making his eyes twinkle.

“Hardly.  I'll take a rum-and-coke for my friend...and I think I'd like to have sex-on-the-beach.”

“I bet you would,” he replied with a leer.

“That's not your usual drink,” a deep voice interjected.

Lily's smile faded from her face.  Taking a deep breath, she turned around so that she was looking at the speaker.  “Ivan.  I had no idea that you would be vacationing here.”

Ivan walked past her and sat down on one of the bar stools.  His pale blue cotton shirt was loose on his torso, partially unbuttoned so that it hung open halfway down his hairy chest to catch the cooling breeze.  “Lily York.”  He gave her a twisted smile.  “Fancy meeting you way out here.”

Lily brushed her red hair away from her eyes.  She did not return his smile.  She ignored his open shirt and his tanned, hairy chest as well, keeping her gaze on his face.

“Your usual, Ivan?”

“Yes, thank you, Jamie.”  Ivan picked up the rum-and-coke from the bartender.  The ice cubes in the glass clinked softly as he lifted it to his lips.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Lily demanded

Ivan grinned at her.  “Having a drink and enjoying myself.  You should try it sometime.”

She sniffed.  “I came here to relax...not to meet up with you again.”

“I wasn’t looking for you either.”

“Good for that then.”  Lily turned away from him and looked down at the bar.

Jamie gave her a sheepish shrug and went back to mixing her second drink.  “That was my drink you just took.”

Ivan raised the glass in a toast.  “Thank you.”

Lily bristled.  “I see that you haven't changed.” 

“Not one little bit.  I'm still the same charming rogue you used to meet up with in seedy motel rooms.”

“You certainly wouldn't go anywhere classy.”

Jamie set a second run-and-coke onto the bar, next to her own mixed drink.  “Here you go, miss.”  He glanced towards Ivan.

He held up his glass again and gave her a grin.  “Bottoms up.”

“Enjoy your drink, Ivan.”  She picked up the two glasses and then paced across the restaurant, past the other tables, towards the booth where Simon was sitting.  He had his face buried behind a menu.

“Excuse me.”

Lily stopped at the soft voice and turned around.  “Yes?”

The blonde from the beach had traded in her purple bikini for a more modest top and short black mini-skirt.  “I hate to bother you, but aren’t you Lily York?”

“Why, yes, I am.”  Lily pasted a friendly smile on her face.

“I’m a huge fan of yours.  Betty Randal.”  She offered her hand.

Lily set the drinks down onto the table so she could return the shake.

Simon was still hidden behind his menu.

“I hate to be a pain, but could I have your autograph?” Betty asked.

“Of course.”

“Thank you again.”  Betty hastily began digging through her pockets.  “I must have a pen on me.”

“I always carry one.”  Simon handed her one from
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