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Janine and Don Rosario had been secretly planning to disappear from Los Angeles for some time. Since the sudden death of Manny Oberstein, the ex-president of Westoria Records, with whom they had become involved in a major drug-smuggling operation, the pressure from LAPD Captain Anna Delaney and her boyfriend FBI agent Michael Kenton, was becoming too intense for comfort. For the moment they were managing to avoid being officially interrogated because there wasn’t enough evidence, but they both knew it couldn’t last. Janine had experienced Anna Delaney’s tenacity before. One time, she’d even had the audacity to question Janine about her ex-husband’s involvement in a murder whilst a guest at their house-warming party. Now she suspected Anna and Michael would be dying for them to make a slip up at their daughter Fleur and Rick Peterson’s engagement party the following day.

Then an anonymous phone call changed everything.

They’d flown up to Vancouver in the Westoria Records Gulfstream jet to sign a lucrative contract to promote gigs across Canada, and had returned to their hotel room after celebrating closing the deal when the phone rang. Don had answered it, and the caller told him that there was a bomb on their plane which would explode during their flight back to LA. Before Don had a chance to ask any questions the line went dead.

He immediately called their pilot Gary, who with his partner and co-pilot Robert, were staying in a hotel close to the airport. He told the ex-Gulf War combat pilot the details of the message, and Gary immediately said he’d check it out.

An hour later Gary called Don back and informed him he’d found the device. A sophisticated pressure-sensitive bomb set to detonate when the plane reached its cruising height of 41,000 feet. He said at that altitude the explosion would be catastrophic.

Don was silent as he took in the full significance of what Gary had just told him. Someone was trying to kill them.

Who? And more to the point what the hell were they going to do?

Gary told Don that he and Robert had come up with a plan. It would take perfect timing for it to work, but he had no doubt they could carry it off. He explained the details, and after he finished the call Don told Janine exactly what they had to do.

Janine was distraught. The full force of what was happening hit her hard as she sat on the bed realising the implications. It meant everything they had built up in LA had to be left behind: their wonderful house in Hermosa Beach, Westoria Records, and most importantly their beautiful daughter. She knew there was no way she could contact Fleur. Fsort of or a while she and Don had been suspicious that their phones were being monitored. They would just have to go and then try to sort things out at a later date. 

Fortunately they had prepared for this eventuality to happen one day, and they’d had the foresight to arrange alternate passports in the names of Jack and Ruth Boswell, so a change of identity was not a problem. She just hadn’t expected it to happen so fast.

Having finally come to terms with their situation, Janine pulled herself together and adopted full-on planning mode. The first thing she did was to access their money. They had accrued a considerable fortune from their dealings with Manny and had spread it across numerous private offshore accounts. She knew that whatever transactions she was about to make would eventually show up under close investigation, but she had no choice. For what she needed to do money talked. She began by buying airline tickets and making hotel reservations. They had previously discussed, when the actual day came, their preference for where they would like to go, and the island of Mestigne had been top of the list. It had always been one of Janine’s wishes to live on a tropical paradise in the Caribbean. Now, after an hour spent searching online, she had managed to rent a luxury villa there. Then she’d booked them on a flight to Barbados, departing roughly the same time as they were officially due to leave Vancouver. Once there, they would stay in a 5-star hotel for a week before flying on to their new home.

Exhausted, she finally closed her eyes and tried to get some sleep. But the thoughts going through her mind kept her awake. She’d been through some incredible experiences in her life, and now it seemed the next phase was about to begin.

The following morning their Gulfstream jet pulled back from the stand in the VIP area where it had been parked overnight. There was a storm over Vancouver and as Janine looked out of the window she noticed one of the ground crew standing on his own in the pouring rain, watching them depart. The other members of the team had all walked away, but she thought it was suspicious - the way he stood not making any attempt to find shelter, whilst talking on his phone. Could he be the one responsible for planting the bomb? If so it would seem to confirm what the caller had claimed.

Now, they just had to hope Gary and Robert’s plan worked.

What the engineer didn’t see, was that once their jet was out of sight around in front of the commercial terminal, Gary turned in alongside an Air Canada A380 which towered above it. Don and Janine quickly disembarked and using the emergency stairs connected to the airbridge, boarded the super-jet, where they were shown to one of the first-class suites on the upper deck. The transfer had only taken a couple of minutes, and Don and Janine settled down for the duration of the nine hour flight to the Caribbean.

As the Airbus powered up its four giant Rolls Royce engines, Gary and Robert taxied out to the main runway. Under the watchful eyes of the bomber, unaware of what had just taken place, they took off as normal. Once in the air they set the autopilot to take the jet on its doomed flight path. According to Gary’s calculations it would explode over a large area of land called Santiam State Park, hopefully without causing too much damage or any loss of life. As well as being highly trained pilots, Gary and Robert were both expert sky divers and when they reached 25,000 feet with the autopilot on, they took up their parachutes. It was 7,000 feet higher than they were officially allowed to jump from, but Gary wanted to make sure the jet was on course. 

After one final check Robert opened the door and they jumped clear. Once back on the ground, their plan was to make their way home to Los Angeles, and then on to the Caribbean where they would meet up again with their former bosses.

The fact that a million dollars had been put in a numbered account for them in the Bahamas had secured their loyalty.

Landing in Barbados, Don and Janine were discreetly taken through immigration and driven by a waiting limousine to the Sandy Lane Hotel. Once in the deluxe suite Janine had booked whilst they were in Vancouver, they set about changing their appearances and adopting their new personas.

Don became Jack Boswell, a tall imposing black man with a shaven head and a goatee beard showing signs of grey. It had only taken a couple of days without shaving for him to shape the growth on his chin. 

Janine’s transformation to Ruth, with dark chestnut hair cut short in a stylish bob and bright blue eyes achieved with a set of coloured contact lenses disguising her distinctive emerald, green eyes took slightly longer. She completed her disguise with the kind of horn-rimmed glasses a librarian would wear. The results were passable, and provided they didn’t meet anyone who knew them, which was highly unlikely, they felt they would be safe for the moment.

After a weeklong stay getting used to their new identities, they took a ferry to the luxury island of Mestigne. There, Mr and Mrs Jack Boswell took up residence in their private villa. It was an idyllic setting on a small headland overlooking the clear blue Caribbean, framed by a white sandy beach stretching out below them. The villa was amazing, with a sumptuously furnished lounge opening out onto a spacious balcony with magnificent vistas. Their enormous bedroom with a luxury en-suite bathroom shared the same view. When she booked it, Janine had decided they only needed one bedroom as they wouldn’t be inviting anyone to stay. Certainly not for the time-being. There was a small office with a desk, where Don left his Apple MacBook, and a well-appointed kitchen situated at the back. To complete it all, there was a large, enclosed pool at the side.

They had been on the island for a while doing their best to keep a low profile. Admittedly it wasn’t difficult as there was hardly anything on Mestigne in the way of nightlife or entertainment apart from a few bars and a couple of restaurants that served excellent food: mainly seafood, as you might expect on an island full of wealthy residents. There was a general store in Lowelle the only town, and an exclusive clothes boutique called Rouge which sold the outrageously expensive designer beachwear that Janine adored. She had been unable to resist, and on her first visit bought a swimsuit and sundress. Whilst she was there she met the owner, a tall, good-looking guy called Saul. He had the streaked blond hair and physique of a surfer, which along with his disarming smile, she could imagine endeared him to his rich female clients. He appeared to know everyone on the island, but Janine found his manner a little false. He seemed to be asking far too many personal questions for her liking, and she felt as if she should be careful what she told him. He said he’d heard a rumour that her husband Jack had made his fortune on Wall Street trading in commodities and was recently retired, which she didn’t confirm or deny. Also that they’d decided to move from leafy Connecticut to somewhere warm all year round.

It was concerning that he already thought he knew so much about her and Don, but at the same time a relief that their cover story seemed to be working. She decided as she left the shop that Saul was someone to treat with caution.

It came as a surprise a few days later when an invitation was delivered inviting them to dinner with one of the island’s richest and most highly respected couples, Isaac and Rebecca Levy. It promised to be an interesting evening, because according to Saul, Isaac Levy was a legendary movie mogul who had his own built-in cinema and loved to show his old films and relate stories about the famous stars he’d worked with. 

Intrigued, Janine accepted.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Saul de Groot had been born on the island of Curaçao, off the coast of Venezuela and part of the Dutch Caribbean.

He was an ambitious young man and realised from an early age his future lay elsewhere. At twenty-one he’d worked his passage on an old tanker and travelled the five hundred miles to Mestigne to start a new life, with a hundred dollars in his pocket and just the clothes he wore.

He’d never been afraid of hard work and immediately set about ingratiating himself with the wealthy inhabitants of the island. Ever ready to do whatever jobs needed carrying out, he lived modestly and saved everything he earned. His plan was always to one day own a shop on the island and live in a luxury property like the people he worked for. No job was too big or too small for Saul; one day pool cleaning, the next fixing an electrical fault in one of the villas. 

He became friends with an eccentric old lady who lived on her own in a huge property situated on a remote part of the island. Always ready to help her, she had taken to Saul and treated him like a son, so much so that when she died without any living relatives, she left him her house and her not inconsiderable fortune. 

Overnight, Saul de Groot was no longer the odd job man at everyone’s beck and call. He was now their equal. Not content to rest on his laurels, his first move was to open the shop he’d always dreamed of. Knowing his female clientele as he did through working on their pools and observing their tastes and desires, he opened a luxury boutique selling extravagantly priced swimwear and designer clothes. The rich women of the island flocked to his shop and with his charm and good looks he could do no wrong. He was tempted to become more than good friends with some of them but resisted. He’d witnessed their jealousy of each other first hand, especially how they were always bitching behind each other’s backs.

It was this that gave him the idea of eavesdropping on all island’s rich residents and subtly extorting money from them. Small amounts initially, slowly increasing over time. 

He figured out that by using their staff to plant listening devices in their properties he could discover their private secrets which he would then use against them. He cleverly involved the island’s police chief in his scheme, giving him enough of a a share that it was financially in his own interests to turn a blind eye to any complaints he received.

It soon turned into an extremely lucrative business, but as with all illegal enterprises Saul’s activities had come to the notice of an organisation based a thousand miles away in Bogotá. One of Santino Moya’s associates was visiting an old friend on Mestigne when he was told about the mysterious character who was blackmailing the rich residents. Nothing too expansive but enough if you did the maths, which Santino did, to be making a tidy profit without too much effort. With this in mind he contacted Saul and invited him to be part of his own setup. He would supply him protection and the help needed to make sure all the servants on the island carried out their obligations of delivering the personal data of each property every week in exchange for a percentage. 

Santino put such a convincing case to Saul, along with the subtle threat that if he refused Santino would take over anyway, that they became partners. Saul would pay 25% of all the money he received to Santino, whilst retaining control of his lucrative setup. The one interesting fact was that even though there were rumours of his identity, no one had ever seen the boss whose only name was El Grande.

Each servant had been discretely contacted and picked up their parcel from a bar in Lowelle called Strelitzia, so called because of the large Bird of Paradise plant outside. Each package contained instructions on what they were required to do for which they would receive a substantial payment equivalent to their monthly salary from the letting company. In return they were not to discuss this arrangement to anyone. 

It was following Janine’s first visit to his shop that a message was sent to activate the device in their property. Saul was intrigued by the newcomers to the island.
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CHAPTER THREE
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The large crowd of TV reporters, film crews, journalists and photographers waiting outside the County Coroner’s Office in Los Angeles pushed forward as the three figures emerged into the bright sunlight; Fleur Rosario noticeably reliant on a walking stick, her fiancé, the singer and guitarist Rick Peterson, and their attorney Vonda Statzler. The trio paused on the top of the steps.

It had been two months since the fateful day that the Westoria jet with Fleur’s parents Don and Janine Rosario and two crew members on board had gone missing on their flight back to LA from Vancouver. The wreckage had been found spread over a wide area of Santiam State Park in Oregon, although no bodies had ever been recovered.

The inquest had been told that after close forensic examination, traces of explosive material had been detected on parts of the fuselage leading the coroner to declare the cause of the crash was due to a bomb. Shortly after the incident, FBI agent Michael Kenton had received a tip-off and rushed to Vancouver to interview a possible suspect. He’d been identified as one of the ground crew who worked on the jet, but the man was murdered before he was able to reveal who was ultimately responsible. Then later at the memorial service for Don and Janine in the Cathedral of Our Lady of Angels in LA, an ,infamous South American drug boss Jack Santos, had been shot dead by Michael when he attempted to take Fleur hostage. He had boasted it was he who had been responsible for the explosion.

Dressed for once in a smart dark grey business suit instead of her usual T-shirt and jeans, Vonda stepped forward to the cluster of microphones, waited for quiet from the expectant throng, and only then started reading aloud from a prepared statement.

“My client, Fleur Rosario would like to offer her heartfelt thanks to all the people who have been involved in this harrowing ordeal. Today gives her closure of a sort, and she can now attempt to get on with the rest of her life. She thanks you all for coming. H,owever she will not be taking any questions, and hopes you will respect her privacy.”

With that Vonda led Fleur and Rick away to their waiting limousine with shouts of ‘When’s the wedding date Rick?’ and ‘Will you be running Westoria Records now Fleur?’ from reporters desperate for a quote, ringing in their ears.

As the car drove away, Rick gave his fiancé a hug, noticing the tears welling in her eyes. “Hey, it’s OK. It’s all over now.”

“It’ll never be over!” she snapped back. “Not until I know what really happened. I still don’t believe they’re dead. Something tells me it’s all wrong.”

Vonda leaned forward. “You’ve gotta let it go honey. I know it’s easy for me to say that, but life goes on. And let me tell you, you’ve got a shit load of stuff to deal with. From tomorrow you and I have to start going through all the business affairs associated with Don and Janine. And like that reporter just asked, we have to start with Westoria.”

“Oh and there’s the small matter of our wedding, don’t forget,” Rick interrupted.

Fleur took a deep breath. “Yeah I know, and I’m so grateful to have you two guys. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Is everything still set for the service?” Rick asked Vonda.

“All done,” she replied. “Tony and I are really looking forward to it, but keeping it a secret is driving me crazy.”

“I’m sorry. After all we’ve been through, there’s no way we could deal with a big flash showbiz wedding. I’m sure there’ll be a lot of disappointed people, but that’s what we want.”

“I understand. It’s a nice touch though, going to the chapel where you laid your sister to rest,” Vonda replied.

Rick smiled. “Yeah she would have loved to see me tie the knot, but it’s the closest I can get. And I’m sure Pete and Judy would have approved.”

“I just wish Janine and Don were going to be there,” Fleur said, desperately trying not to cry.

It was another beautiful warm sunny day on Mestigne. Sitting on the balcony of their private villa, Jack and Ruth Boswell had just finished their breakfast. She’d had had eggs benedict, and Jack his short stack of pancakes, two strips of bacon, two eggs over-easy and hash browns. Their house servant, Bernard - pronounced as in Cunard he had explained when they first met - cleared away the empty plates as Ruth flicked through the online news pages on her iPad. Bernard and his wife Dolores came as part of the agreement Janine as Mrs Ruth Boswell, had signed, and took care of all the cooking and cleaning. They attended twice daily, once in the morning for breakfast and once in the evening depending on whether the Boswell’s wanted a meal cooking or if they were going out. They were both originally from Princestown, St Vincienne the closest of the neighbouring islands, but had moved to Mestigne twenty-years ago to work for the letting company that owned the villa.

He was a sprightly sixty-year-old with greying hair, while his wife was a jovial, slightly overweight Caribbean lady whose trademark was the selection of colourful wigs she wore.

Although they would have preferred to be alone, Janine had liked the idea of being waited on. The fact that they were both very efficient and Delores an excellent cook were the added bonuses.

Janine looked up as Bernard was walking away. “Oh and Bernard, you can tell Dolores she can have the night off tonight. Jack and I have been invited to Isaac and Rebecca Levy’s for dinner.”

Bernard nodded his head and left as Janine slid her tablet across the table pointing at something for Don to see.

He swiped his fingers to enlarge the article in the LA Times online edition, reading about the case of Don and Janine Rosario. “I still think we should have told them,” he said lowering his voice in case Bernard was in earshot.

Bernard had in fact paused just inside the villa and clearly heard Don’s comment. ‘Hmmm, who should you have told?’ he thought to himself.

His wife Dolores was in the kitchen when he entered with the dishes.

“There’s sometin’ not right about Mr and Mrs Boswell. I can’t quite put me finger on it, but I knows it.”

Dolores looked up from the sink. “Why don’t cha keep ya nose out Bernard. Ya always poking it where it don’t belong,” she said.

Bernard ignored her comment. “Well I’m goin’ to have meself a good look round tonight. They’re goin’ to the Levy’s for dinner, so you’ve got the night off, and while they’re out I’m goin’ to do a bit of noseyin’.”

Dolores shook her head. She knew it was pointless arguing with him when he was in this kind of mood. 

“Ya just be careful, ya hear. One day ya noseyin’ gon get ya in big trouble.”

The other news item that had caught Don’s attention was the worrying increase in seismic activity from the San Andreas Fault on which Los Angeles sat. There was an interview with Professor Tim Jacobs from the Southern California Earthquake Centre who went on to say that the SCEC which monitored seismic activity in the region was concerned there was an increased chance of a large earthquake. Although there seemed to be no immediate danger, he urged Californians to be constantly vigilant.

Don decided not to mention it to Janine for now. He knew if he did she was bound to start worrying about Fleur.

Later that night after the Boswells had left, Bernard let himself into the villa and went straight to the small room Don used as an office. It was sparsely furnished with a MacBook Pro on a desk and a small bookcase, whose shelves were filled with a selection of books, the only furniture.

He went over to the bookcase and removed an innocuous looking book called Discovering the Caribbean. The pages inside had been hollowed out, and a tiny motion-activated video camera fitted. Attached to the camera was a fibre-optic lens which replaced the dot over the ‘i’ in Caribbean on the spine of the book. It automatically recorded everything that happened in the room onto a tiny SD card.

He carefully removed the data card and swapped it for a new one, replacing the book exactly where it was before. Next, he opened the laptop and powered it up. It was password protected, but from experience Bernard knew that most people wrote their passwords down somewhere close, and opening the top draw of the desk he spotted a small diary. Bingo! Written in the front of the little black book was a list of passwords and numerical codes. By the side of MacBook was written FLEUR123, and after typing the letters in the box on the screen, Bernard smiled to himself at their stupidity as it opened up.

His triumph was short lived however, as there were only two folders displayed. One called Villa - which contained details of the rental agreement, and the other Photos - which was full of images of the Boswells lying on the beach, sitting on their balcony and posing by their pool in the garden.

There was another password written in the book by the word iPad. Bernard had noticed Ruth took it everywhere she went, and didn’t hold out much chance of getting hold of it long enough to search its contents, but he still memorised it. WESTORIA-10.

Whilst Bernard was carrying out his search, Don and Janine were being entertained in grand style by the Levys in their palatial villa. From the stories they had heard about their hosts they had decided to dress formally. Don with a dark blue flannel suit, a pale blue cotton shirt and dark blue bowtie, and Janine in a pale-yellow evening gown with matching kitten-heeled shoes. The Levys didn’t disappoint. They were an amiable couple who obviously loved company. Isaac was a small rotund character with silver hair cut close to his sun-tanned scalp. He had a broad Brooklyn accent and constantly chewed on a big fat Cuban cigar. He was wearing a green velvet smoking jacket and grey slacks, while Rebecca his wife, was stylishly dressed in a long red silk evening gown. Her jewellery, Janine noticed was expensively understated, but undoubtedly worth a fortune.

Janine thought she must have been an attractive woman in her younger days, possibly an actress in one of her husband’s films, but it soon became apparent she had the most annoying habit of finishing every sentence her husband started. Don had already given Janine a knowing glance and they were both finding it difficult not to laugh. They’d only had a couple of drinks when true to form Isaac began relating his stories.

“I’ll always remember the night Marilyn and I...”

“Dined together,” Rebecca added. 

“Then that time when Cary and I...”

“Had been sailing.” Rebecca chimed in.

The list was endless and under normal circumstances would have been boring, but Rebecca’s habit kept them interesting and when they sat down to dinner, the fantastic food made up for it all. An exquisite lobster cocktail to start, followed by succulent racks of lamb cooked to perfection by their personal chef, finished off with flaming Crepe Suzettes, and the supply of champagne and bourbon which seemed never-ending.

After dinner Isaac had suggested they adjourn to his private cinema to see one of his films, and catching Don’s raised eyebrows, Janine was about to make an excuse for why they had to leave, when Rebecca appeared with another perfectly chilled bottle of vintage Bollinger.

Suddenly a saying that her father used to use back in Ireland popped into her mind. ‘Ahh! May as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb’. She smiled to herself at the memory from another time as she offered up her cut glass flute for a refill. It looked like it was going to be a long night.

Back in their villa Bernard was just about to leave when he decided to have a quick look in the Boswell’s bedroom. It was the first real opportunity he’d had since they arrived. He was absentmindedly flicking through their clothes in the wardrobes when something struck him as odd. Everything was brand new, some still with price tags on. It was if they had no old possessions. Maybe they’d just sold up and started anew, but it was strange all the same.

He pulled open the drawers in the bedside tables. Nothing seemed unusual until something at the bottom of one of them caught his eye. It was a small silver picture frame which contained a photo of two adults and a young girl. As he looked closely he realised the two grown-ups bore some resemblance to Jack and Ruth Boswell, except the man had a full head of hair and no beard, and the woman had shoulder length red hair and no glasses.

He took a photo of the picture with his phone before carefully replacing it. Something was definitely not right with the Boswells. He wasn’t sure yet what it was, but he intended to find out more before he informed El Grande.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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In LA, Rick and Fleur had secretly married, with Vonda and Tony, her investigator and part-time boyfriend, as witnesses. They were the only people in the tiny chapel and it was all the more poignant when Rick remembered his sister Lucy, who’d sadly become another lifestyle casualty of LA’s darker side. But the joy of being married to such a beautiful person as Fleur outweighed everything else. He looked at his wife who had dressed in a simple cream dress with flowers in her hair, and his heart felt like it was about to burst as he thought how lucky he was.

Vonda had given them a surprise wedding present, booking them into the Beverly Hills Hotel in the Honeymoon Suite. It was ironic that it was where they first met when Rick and his dad Pete along with his wife and daughter, came over to play what turned out to be his last gig. They were even meeting up for their wedding dinner in the Polo Lounge.

On the way to the restaurant Tony had commented that it was the second time in a week he’d seen Vonda wearing something other than a T-shirt and Levis which prompted her to give him a sharp dig in the ribs.

As the Maitre D’ escorted them to their table it brought back memories for Rick and Fleur of the outrageous scene they’d witnessed when Ruth James, an embarrassing and violent part of Rick’s past, had gate-crashed a dinner with Don and Janine and Joel Oberstein and his wife shortly after Rick had moved over to LA. Both of them thought how different things might have been had she not interrupted their conversation that night. Now, after so much had happened, they were finally Mr and Mrs Rick Peterson.

Later that night in bed, their lovemaking was tentative. It was actually the first time they’d had sex. Not for any other reason than that circumstances beyond their control conspiring to make them wait: Fleur’s time spent in hospital after Rick proposed, Don and Janine’s disappearance at their engagement party, then their memorial service and everything else associated with it. There had just never seemed to be a right time.

Rick was mindful of hurting Fleur’s back. He was trying to be gentle, but she surprised him by suddenly taking control, climbing on top and guiding him into her. When eventually Fleur cried out it was not in pain, but sheer pleasure.

Since their wedding Fleur had been desperately putting on a brave face, but there was no getting away from the fact she was still suffering from the terrible back injuries she’d sustained rescuing Rick from that burning RV in Santa Monica. She’d defied all the doctors by walking again so quickly, but she still needed to take things easy. Sometimes she overdid things and reluctantly had to revert to using the wheelchair which she hated.

She was aiming to go back to her old job as a detective in the LAPD but her disability was becoming a major problem and although her Captain, Anna Delaney had assured her there was no rush for her to return, Fleur knew things could not continue as they were. On her doctor’s advice she’d been to see a back specialist, and he’d referred her to a new clinic where experimental stem cell research was being carried out. There, she was told it was a science still in its infancy, but tests on laboratory rats had shown impressive results. The physician in charge explained how, if successful, it could mean Fleur would be able to walk normally again, but first they had to find a match from which to grow the necessary stem cells. Ignoring his cautious warning that it might be a failure, Fleur had been eager to take part in trials, and samples of her blood and tissue were taken. The clinic already had a vast library of donors from which to seek a match, but unfortunately up to now they had been unsuccessful, so the search had been expanded to include family and friends. Rick, Vonda and Tony were tested for possible compatibility and Fleur was told they would let her know the results.

One of the questions shouted out by reporters as they left the coroner’s court had concerned Fleur, and the following day when she’d met up with Vonda to go through her parents’ affairs it was top of the agenda. As Janine and Don’s only heir she automatically inherited their assets, the biggest of which was Westoria Records. Fleur and Rick had discussed the subject, and both agreed that as neither of them were capable of running the company, they would need to appoint someone. There were a few names that sprang to mind. Manny Oberstein’s son Joel, who had been in charge before Janine bought him out was one, but he was now a NASCAR team owner, and reluctant to go back to music.

It had to be someone they both trusted, and there was only one person they wanted. Dave Sanchez.

Dave had been Rick’s dad’s right-hand man, and apart from a small hiatus, had overseen Rick’s fledgling career. He had stepped in temporarily when the situation first arose, and his respect in the industry was now second to none. Neither of them could imagine anyone else for the job. Fleur had asked Vonda to formally offer him the position of CEO of Westoria Records with immediate effect. In a move that surprised Fleur, instead of writing to him, Vonda had picked up the phone and called him direct. She put the call on speaker when he answered and told him what Fleur was proposing.

There was a silence. 

Fleur was holding her breath for what seemed like ages until he spoke. “Oh my God, are you serious? There is nothing I would like to do more. How can I ever thank you for such an honour.” He sounded near to tears.

Fleur and Vonda were smiling from ear to ear.

“You can thank me by carrying on what Janine started and make Westoria the biggest company in the world,” Fleur said.

“Hey Fleur, you got it! I won’t let you down, I promise.”

“I’ll draw up the agreement straight away,” Vonda said and they ended the call.

She smiled at Fleur and they hugged each other. “I think you’ve just made a wonderful man very happy,” Vonda said. 

Dave Sanchez put the receiver down and burst into tears. His partner Vince Boyd was in the other room and rushed in thinking there was a problem, but Dave explained and they both cried tears of joy.

Finally after they managed to calm down, Dave started to reflect back over his life and how lucky he was to be in this position.

It had all started back in the UK when Pete Peterson had asked him to play on some songs he’d written. He’d told Dave he wanted to take them to the next level, and that required great keyboards. Initially there was opposition from some members of his band The Flames, but Pete had stood by Dave. It had worked and they began getting the recognition they rightly deserved. Then just as he thought how well things were going, there was the fateful gig at the opening of The Lexxicon, when it was announced Pete had signed a recording deal with Westoria. But on his own, not including the band. That was the cause of the massive fight in the dressing room afterwards, which in effect was the end of The Flames. Although it turned out to be completely overshadowed by the murder of the club owner, Gerry Fortuna.

After that it was back to square one for Dave, as Pete flew off to the States leaving them all behind. But fate was to deal Dave a lucky break, when after a bodged attempt to kidnap Pete while on tour in Boston, the American keyboard player Richard Kaye was shot dead outside the club they were playing. Pete had always admired Dave’s playing and called asking him to join the band. How could he refuse?

Once again things had been going great until Dave got involved with a group of like-minded protestors based in Los Angeles. During the break-in of a drug company who experimented on live monkeys, Dave was bitten by one and contracted a rare virus. His life was at its lowest ebb when he met Henry Walton a wealthy art dealer and fell in love. Henry had funded specialist treatment for Dave but was unaware he was planning the assassination of Senator Claudia Inestes: who Dave had found out was the secret owner of the drug company. Fortunately Dave couldn’t go through with the plan at her inauguration as mayor of Los Angeles, although he gained his revenge at a later date.

After the fatal shooting of Henry in a failed art robbery, Dave threw himself once again into music. He rekindled his friendship with Pete Peterson, who had retired due to ill-health and was living in the UK. Dave and Janine convinced Pete to record a song he and Dave had written, but as a duet with legendary singer Vince Boyd. With Dave producing, it became a huge worldwide hit. The name Dave Sanchez was now established and he went on to write and produce countless hits. None more gratifying than Pete Peterson’s final album One Last Encore. He had begun working with Rick, but their relationship soured after they fell out about his attitude, with Dave going on to produce Rick’s bass player, Lorey-Ann Thomas, and making her a star name.

Eventually they had met again at Don and Janine Rosario’s memorial and rekindled their professional relationship.

Now Dave was at the pinnacle of his career. He had achieved his greatest ambition, to have his own record company and he fully intended to keep his promise to Fleur.
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