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Prologue

When Andre Fontaine had taken the wheel of his car earlier, just as the daylight was fading, full of champagne and post-lunch bonhomie, he’d felt like he had the world at his feet, he was expecting to head back to his chalet in Switzerland to carry on his birthday celebration. It wasn’t every day you turned forty-nine, or had so much to celebrate.

His fashion brand with his wife Camille had been the talk of the catwalk that spring, their most recent collection had been worn by some of the most famous fashion icons around the world. Andre could buy whatever he wanted and go wherever suited him; he had a talented, dynamic wife and a son who was growing into a fine man – a son he adored. Life couldn’t be better.

Perhaps he and Camille argued more these days than they used to when they were first married, when their passionate disagreements were quickly forgotten in the heat of their equally fervent lovemaking. Andre knew he could be difficult, mercurial some said, and maybe not the faithful husband he should be. It was all part of the image, the legend of the Camille Andre fashion brand. Extraordinary people do extraordinary things, he would have said in return – we don’t live by conventional rules. 

But Andre could neither speak nor move now. He lay shattered by the side of his treasured Ferrari sports car, and his flickering thoughts were of his only son Lucas, who had been sitting next to him in the car, and who Andre could distantly perceive was still caught in his seat. Trapped. Possibly dead.

If only Andre had listened to Camille. You indulge him too much, Andre … 

Andre’s broken body and mind clung to what life was left to him in the silence of the empty mountain road, but he could feel that life slipping away and now Andre was starting to drift far above the scene. He felt detached from his body, as light as air, able to see big things and little things; the snow-covered tops of the Swiss mountains; a swift darting through the pine trees, its black and white wings flickering like quicksilver; the melting teardrops of crystal-clear icicles falling from the branch of a tree. 

He could also see the approach of a car, hear a voice he recognized speak to Lucas. Angry voices.

Please don’t let my son die.

If only he’d listened. If only he could tell Camille and Lucas how much he loved them both. 

But it was too late for words. It was too late for anything now. 





Part 1




Chapter 1

Paris, June 2001

Camille Fontaine sashayed through Charles de Gaulle Airport and heads turned. She wasn’t a movie star, or a model, but she had a timeless French beauty, and she carried herself with an air of confidence that made people pay attention. 

Camille was fifty-one years old but looked a decade younger. She was chic and elegant, in wide-leg linen trousers with a cream silk vest, and her make-up was light, her dark hair pulled back in a smooth chignon. Over one arm she carried a ‘Camille’ handbag made from the softest lambskin in a classic shade of olive green. The coveted bag was every wealthy woman’s must-have – but the difference in this case was that Camille Fontaine owned the company and had named the bag after herself. 

‘Gate Twenty-Seven, so we’re almost there,’ said René, Camille’s assistant. Exceptionally tall and slim, with angular features and a sweep of blond hair, he hurried along beside her. He was holding a briefcase full of the latest designs she was working on, which were too precious to go in the hold, and a garment bag containing a couture dress from her own label. ‘I don’t know why you didn’t want to fly private – you could have gone direct.’

Camille shook her head. She’d spent the last few days in New York and was now jetting out to the Spanish island of Mallorca to launch her latest collection, making her connecting flight in Paris. ‘I don’t mind. Besides, first class with Air France is hardly slumming it.’

The airport was busy. Around them business travellers and tourists swarmed and hurried, but a path seemed to magically open up for Camille, allowing her to pass through with ease. 

‘You must be looking forward to seeing Lucas again,’ René commented.

‘I am,’ Camille agreed, a smile crossing her face at the thought of reuniting with her son. Mallorca was like a second home to Camille – so much so that her son Lucas, a talented chef, had established a restaurant in the beautiful north-west of the island. It had been almost six months since she’d last seen him – he’d spent Christmas with her in Chamonix – and she couldn’t wait to catch up on all his news. Since Andre’s death, mother and son had grown closer than ever, bound by loss and all too aware of the fragility of life, wanting to make the most of the moments they had together. 

Camille and René arrived at the gate and were whisked straight through, past the lines of frazzled holidaymakers and fractious toddlers. Moments later, Camille was sitting in her seat next to René, as an attentive stewardess fussed around them. 

‘Would you like a glass of champagne, madame?’

‘Thank you,’ Camille accepted graciously. She would have just one glass, then stick to water for the rest of the short flight. 


‘And may I just say how much I love your bag.’ The stewardess was staring at it with unconcealed admiration. ‘I’ve never seen a “Camille” in that colour before. It’s so chic.’

‘That’s very sweet of you, thank you.’ Camille was too modest to admit that she was the famous designer behind the brand, but she never grew tired of hearing people say that they loved her products. 

A short time later, the captain came over the tannoy to announce their imminent departure, and then they were in the air, bound for sun-drenched Mallorca. Camille gazed out of her window as they flew over the suburbs of Paris, the city where it had all begun for her. It felt like such a long time ago now. Astonishingly, it was over thirty years since she, Andre and Michel had all graduated from their respective schools. 

Whilst Camille and Andre had fallen in love and founded their fashion label, Camille Andre, their friend Michel had taken a different route. He’d always been more interested in the manufacturing side of the fashion business, and now headed up American Athletics, a global, high-street label, insisting on ethical suppliers and revolutionizing the supply chain. 

For Camille and Andre, it had taken years of hard work, of blood, sweat and tears, to go from unknown designers with dreams of making it big, to their breakout moment which catapulted them to fame and fortune. The ‘Camille’ handbag had captured the world’s attention and become an instant bestseller, pictured on the arm of everyone who was anyone – from Princess Diana to Naomi Campbell to Julia Roberts. Socialites, singers and starlets all wanted their piece of the Camille magic.

Business had exploded, and the brand was soon in demand on every continent, as they opened shops in every major city across the world. But Camille’s life hadn’t magically become perfect overnight as she’d imagined it might. Not even vast wealth and international success could shield her from heartbreak and regret … 

‘Is Nicolas flying out to join you?’ René asked, his voice neutral. ‘I’ll add his flights to your diary if so.’

Camille took a fortifying sip of champagne before she answered. ‘I don’t know what his plans are yet.’

‘But he’s not going to miss the launch, surely?’

Camille hesitated. ‘You know, René, I’m rather tired after that long flight from New York. I’m going to rest for a while.’

‘Of course,’ René replied smoothly, but Camille knew he understood that she didn’t want to talk about it. 

She pulled down her sunglasses and leaned back against her seat, letting her head roll to the side, taking in the view from the window. They were over central France now, and below lay a patchwork of fields, dotted with medieval towns and sprawling chateaux. 

What Camille had said to René was true – she was tired. She had barely slept the previous night, going over and over the conversation she’d had with Nicolas before she left New York.

Nicolas Martin had been part of Camille’s life for more than thirty years now. He was one of her closest friends, her trusted confidant, and the person she’d turned to after the death of her husband, a shoulder to lean on following the accident that had claimed Andre’s life.

How has it come to this?

Camille exhaled sadly, closing her eyes as she recalled every word Nicolas had said to her barely twenty-four hours ago … 

The two of them were having a late dinner in Nicolas’s New York apartment, where Camille had been countless times before. It was a sleek, modern bachelor pad, a penthouse apartment on Fifth Avenue, with a stunning view over the treetops of Central Park to the Upper West Side beyond. Earlier, they’d sat out on Nicolas’s glass-walled terrace and watched as the sun set over the Hudson, lighting up the sky in vibrant shades of purple and orange as the rolling clouds streaked away towards New Jersey. Now, the city lights blazed below them, the familiar skyline illuminated against the blackness, with a crescent moon hanging high above. Looking out at that view, it felt to Camille as though they were on top of the world – that they’d achieved everything it was possible to achieve in life. 

Nicolas had ordered takeout from Mr Chow, and they were sharing a very expensive bottle of Montrachet. Sade was playing on the state-of-the-art Bang & Olufsen stereo system, and the dimmed lighting flattered Nicolas’s features. He was tall and well built, with light brown hair peppered with the odd grey, and deep green eyes the colour of fir trees. Despite his corporate lifestyle, Nicolas’s body was in excellent shape, and he was undoubtedly an attractive man, with a steely determination and quiet confidence that Camille had always found seductive. 

They’d been discussing the upcoming collaboration between Camille Andre and the American Athletics brand, which would launch in Mallorca the following week. It would be the first time Camille Andre had ever undertaken a venture like this, working with a high-street line to offer a diffusion range, and Camille was nervous about the new direction. Nicolas had been encouraging and reassuring, as always, assuring her that companies had to move forward and take risks, or else they would stagnate. She trusted his instincts – his business acumen was second to none and had made him a very rich man over the years, with shrewd investments and perfectly timed exits. His words chimed with something more fundamental within her too – that she needed to move forward and take risks.

Since her husband’s death, Camille had closed herself off, unwilling or unable to commit herself fully to anyone else. Nicolas had stepped into the void left by Andre’s departure – he’d become her best friend, her confidant, her lover – but although she knew he adored her, something held her back from giving her whole heart to him. In recent months, she’d sensed his frustration with the situation, and she could feel his emotions had been rising to the surface in recent weeks. Now, as they finished their meal and drained their wine glasses, Camille sensed a shift in the air that she couldn’t quite put her finger on. Nicolas looked at her for a long moment, before standing up from the black lacquer dining table and pushing back his chair. 

Camille’s pulse began to race, her sixth sense telling her that something significant was happening, as he walked over to the high gloss cabinet and slid open the top drawer, taking out a small box.

Time seemed to speed up as the next moment Nicolas was on one knee in front of her, an antique ring with an enormous diamond winking at her from where it sat nestled on a bed of black velvet. 

‘Camille …’ Nicolas began, gazing at her intently. Camille found she could hardly bear to look in his deep green eyes, at the hope and trepidation and love contained within them. 

‘Nicolas—’

‘Marry me,’ he said, his words spilling out in a rush. ‘You know I adore you, and—’

‘Nicolas, please get up,’ Camille murmured.

‘Just listen to me,’ he insisted, his face resolute with intention. ‘You know there’s never been anyone else but you. I love you, Camille. I’m crazy about you. It should always have been us, and you know it.’

‘Please …’ Camille closed her eyes and pressed a hand to her forehead. This can’t be happening. She would have given anything to rewind time by five minutes and put a stop to this passionate declaration. But Nicolas was still speaking. 

‘I’ve asked you before, but I’m deadly serious this time. I know you love me too.’ 

Camille opened her eyes and looked down at him, a stricken expression on her face. She loved him, undoubtedly, but marriage? She’d known deep inside her she’d have to make this decision one day, that Nicolas would want to seal the deal and put their relationship on a permanent footing. But she had always pushed away the notion, preferring to exist in the moment and continue as they were. 

‘But aren’t we happy as we are?’ she pleaded. ‘Why do we need to change things? Who cares about a piece of paper?’

‘I care. I want the world to see us together – I don’t want to be kept in the background like some dirty little secret.’

‘Nicolas—’

‘I’ve loved you for thirty years, Camille. We should never have waited so long. This is our moment. Let’s seize it.’

Camille swallowed. She didn’t want to do this; he was putting her in an impossible position. ‘You’re right,’ she said quietly, her voice thick with emotion. ‘We have waited too long … And now it’s too late. Our time has passed.’

‘What are you saying?’

‘I can’t marry you. It’s impossible. Please, Nicolas, for Christ’s sake, get up.’ 

Nicolas stood slowly, confusion and hurt written across his handsome face. He closed the box and placed it on the table beside their empty plates. Now his shock had hardened into something else. 


‘This is the last time I’m going to ask you, Camille. I mean it. If you say no, then it’s over between us.’

‘Don’t make me do this …’ Camille was angry, the fight-or-flight instinct kicking in as she jumped to her feet, longing to run out of his apartment and never look back. She felt as though Nicolas had backed her into a corner. Too much had happened between them over the years for her to hide her feelings from him. Nicolas deserved the truth. ‘Why can’t things just stay as they are?’

‘Because I can’t live like this!’ he roared, dragging his hands through his hair in despair. ‘I love you. I want to be with you. Please, Camille.’ His tone had changed now, and there was an undertone of anguish in his voice. ‘Marry me.’ 

Camille shook her head, angry tears coursing down her cheeks, agonized that it had come to this, but furious with Nicolas for ruining the relationship they’d enjoyed for the past three decades. ‘I’m sorry, Nicolas, but I can’t marry you …’

‘We’re beginning our descent into Palma, where the temperature is a very pleasant 26 degrees, and the captain has now switched on the seatbelt sign …’

The announcement cut into Camille’s thoughts, jolting her back to the present. She realized she was clutching the strap of her handbag so tightly that her knuckles had turned white, as though her life depended on not letting go. Perhaps her life did depend on it. This bag, and everything it represented – her business, her achievements, her life’s work – needed to be her priority right now. Whatever else was going on in her life, Camille could always come back to her designs. It was her true passion, the one thing – aside from her son – that gave her unbridled joy, and it was where she needed to direct her focus. 

She’d done the right thing by saying no to Nicolas, Camille reassured herself. Yes, she might be hurt and in pain now, uncertain of what the future would bring, but the sadness would pass, and Camille knew it. She’d been through misery and grief and come out the other side – battle-scarred but stronger than ever.

She had been alone before, Camille reminded herself, as the plane touched down on the runway at Palma de Mallorca Airport. She had survived, and she would do it again. 





Chapter 2

Mallorca, June 2001

The journey from Palma Airport to Cala de la Belleza, in the north-west of the island, took less than forty-five minutes. Isobel and Stuart MacFarlane were travelling in style, in a luxurious black Mercedes provided by their hotel, the Palacio del Sol Radiante.

‘Makes a change from back home, doesn’t it, darling?’ Stuart said, in his rich Scottish burr, reaching across to place a hand on Isobel’s knee. 

‘It’s beautiful.’ She gazed out of the window as the two of them were transported through the spectacular scenery, with rugged, sun-bleached mountains soaring around them and warm, golden light slicing through the Aleppo pine trees. It had been drizzling when they had left Edinburgh Airport that morning, and although Isobel loved Scotland, the weather sometimes left a lot to be desired.

‘You’re beautiful,’ Stuart replied, and Isobel couldn’t help but smile at her husband’s sweet words. At forty-two, Stuart was a decade older than her, but as far as Isobel was concerned, he was in his prime. His sandy-coloured hair had yet to see its first strands of grey, and the fine lines around his eyes merely served to give him character. Regular gym workouts ensured he stayed in buff shape.

Isobel turned back to the view as the winding road continued through idyllic villages, with green-shuttered, honey-coloured houses swathed in a profusion of bright pink bougainvillea, church bells chiming midday. The air was delicately scented with a heady mix of the herbs and plants that flourished on the rocky slopes: rosemary, lavender, thyme and sweet genista.

Isobel could feel her shoulders beginning to drop, her whole body starting to relax. She and Stuart led busy lives back in Edinburgh. He was an extremely well-regarded and successful plastic surgeon, who owned thriving practices in both London and Edinburgh. He regularly travelled between the two, though his consulting work took him all over the world.

‘And I love your dress,’ Stuart continued. ‘Is it one of your own?’

‘Yes, it is one of my designs,’ Isobel smiled, pleased with the compliment. The dress was bias-cut and clung to her figure, with fluted sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. The buttercup yellow colour complemented her fair complexion, and she’d left her long, thick, honey-blonde hair loose, to tumble in soft waves down her back. 

‘You’re so talented, darling. I’ve always said it.’

‘Thank you,’ Isobel replied quietly. She knew that Stuart had nothing but the best of intentions with his praise, but his words touched a nerve. She, too, considered herself a talented designer, but her career had never taken off in the way that she would have liked.

At least he was being less insensitive than he had been the previous evening. He’d arrived home late, quickly taking a shower, while she’d been making sure they were packed and ready for travel the next day. In the bespoke, Shaker-style kitchen, the fridge was almost empty ahead of their holiday, but Isobel had nipped to M&S that morning, and quickly rustled up the grilled salmon and a fresh green salad she’d bought. Mindful of her last-minute holiday diet, she served herself a small plate with no dressing, and she was pouring two perfectly chilled glasses of Chablis when Stuart walked in. His hair was still damp, and he looked relaxed in chinos and a polo shirt. 

‘Thank you, darling, this is perfect,’ he smiled, helping her to carry the plates through to their elegant dining room. ‘Only a small portion for you?’ he added, raising an eyebrow.

‘A last-minute attempt to shift a few pounds,’ Isobel said ruefully. 

‘Oh, you don’t need to do that. I mean, I know all those models look great, but it’s not what men really want. Anyway, I like you with a bit more meat on your bones,’ Stuart laughed, as he squeezed the soft flesh above her hips.

Isobel had wriggled out of his reach, irritated by his flippant comments. ‘Well, it’s not up to you,’ she told him, as she sat down and defiantly speared a forkful of lettuce. ‘It’s about how I feel. And if I want to lose weight, I’ll do it for myself.’

‘Of course, darling,’ he said, as he reached over and patted her hand. ‘Whatever you want.’

Isobel’s irritation simmered to the surface again, though Stuart always seemed oblivious. Drop it, Isobel, she told herself, not wanting anything to ruin their holiday.

Despite training at the prestigious Central St Martins in London, followed by internships with high fashion brands in Milan, Madrid and Paris, Isobel’s career had faltered. She’d had to cut short her time in France and return to Edinburgh, to take care of her mother, Sheena, when her father died unexpectedly. Despite Sheena’s insistence that she would be OK alone, Isobel hadn’t wanted to leave her, imagining that she could pick up her career at a later stage. One year off turned into two, and by the time Isobel met Stuart in the hospitality lounge at Murrayfield, her ambitions had taken a back seat. Marriage and a settled life in Edinburgh had been the final nail in the coffin of her dreams of a high-flying, high-profile career in international fashion, and Stuart had been quite happy to have a wife with more modest aspirations.

She was lucky that they enjoyed a great lifestyle – a beautiful home, enough money not to have to worry about bills, able to enjoy luxury holidays and top-of-the-range cars. But if Isobel was being honest with herself, she knew that it was largely provided by Stuart. 

After their wedding, Isobel had soon grown restless, finding herself sketching and designing once again, dusting off her sewing machine to bring her creations to life. Seeing how happy it made her, Stuart had suggested she should source a manufacturer, and offered to invest in his wife’s fledgling business, allowing her to rent a small boutique on George Street, in an affluent area of Edinburgh, and produce her first collection. 

To supplement her own designs, Isobel sold pieces from other independent labels, and one of her favourite parts of the job was discovering and nurturing new, undiscovered talent. She adored owning the boutique – she’d built a wonderful team, and the women were like family to her. Business was thriving, though at times Isobel had the nagging feeling that it was a long way from the ambition she’d had as a child of building a fashion empire like Coco Chanel or Diane von Furstenberg. And there was another unfulfilled dream that had been on her mind a lot recently …

‘I’ve been thinking …’ she said quietly, as the landscape flitted past them. ‘While we’re away, it might be the perfect time to …’ Isobel hesitated, suddenly feeling nervous, then pressed on, ‘Start trying for a baby.’

Panic passed fleetingly across Stuart’s face, and Isobel felt a stab of annoyance and disappointment. Why was he always so resistant? She’d thought they were on the same page about having children, but whenever she raised the subject, he insisted it wasn’t the right time. 

‘Maybe …’ he said slowly.

‘But our lives couldn’t be more perfect – we’re financially secure, we have established careers and a beautiful home … We have so much to offer a child.’ 

Stuart stared out of the window, but didn’t say anything. 

‘Just imagine,’ Isobel continued, leaning across and taking his hand. ‘A little girl, a daughter who’s as pretty as a picture and adores her daddy. Or perhaps a son, a little boy who looks just like you. You can teach him to play rugby. Maybe one day he’ll play for Scotland, and you can—’

‘Oh look, here we are already,’ Stuart interrupted, as they drove beneath a whitewashed stone archway that read Palacio del Sol Radiante – Palace of the Radiant Sun – and bumped down a long, stony driveway surrounded by glorious gardens. 

The palacio was a five-star boutique hotel, a converted finca built from traditional stone, but now completely modernized and catering to an upmarket, jet-setting clientele. From the hotel’s location high on the clifftop, it was a short, steep walk down rugged steps carved into the headland to reach the most perfect sandy cove with a sweeping crescent of soft golden sand. From there, guests could dive from rocky outcrops into the dazzling turquoise of the Mediterranean, where white yachts dazzled on the water, dropping anchor a short distance from the shore. 

Alternatively, there was a coastal path flanked by palm trees that led directly from the hotel into the small town of Cala de la Belleza, a bustling hub of beachfront bars and restaurants serving delicious food and refreshing cocktails. It was the perfect place to watch the array of water sports taking place out in the gentle waves, whilst locals and holidaymakers relaxed on loungers beneath colourful beach umbrellas. 

It was idyllic, Isobel thought with a sigh, leaning forwards to stare out of the window, drinking it all in. She would put the conversation with Stuart out of her mind for now. They had two weeks here together – that was plenty of time to bring him round to the idea of a baby. If everything went according to Isobel’s plan, it would be an unforgettable holiday. 

‘Señora Fontaine, we are so pleased to welcome you back to the palacio. It’s been too long.’ Roberto Garcia Pérez, the general manager of the Palacio del Sol Radiante, came out to greet Camille as she arrived at the hotel with René. Roberto was in his fifties, a similar age to Camille, with tanned skin and sparkling dark eyes and greying hair which he wore swept back to give him a distinguished air. Despite the heat, he wore dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, with a matching waistcoat and jacket. 

‘Oh, Roberto, how many years have we known one another? It’s Camille, please. And yes, it’s been too long since my last visit. I’m delighted to be back.’

Camille glanced around from behind her oversized tortoiseshell sunglasses, taking in the ivy-covered façade, the shuttered windows and Juliet balconies of the guest rooms, and the wide, worn stone steps leading up to the entrance. The hotel was stunning, but the island was full of ghosts, and she briefly wondered whether it had been a mistake to hold the show here. 

Camille’s mother-in-law, Margarita, was Mallorcan, though she had moved to Paris when she’d met her French husband, Yves, and a few years later they had had Andre. When Yves died, Margarita had moved back to her childhood home, which she’d inherited from her parents, living full-time in the sprawling villa. Camille and Andre had spent long, lazy vacations in Mallorca when Lucas was small; he was practically an islander himself, and often came to stay with his grandmother in the school holidays whilst his parents were busy with work. Lucas loved it so much that he’d made his home here too, establishing a restaurant in Cala de la Belleza, along with his business partner, Paulo, who he’d known since they were children. 

Camille adored her only child, but her visits to the island in recent years had been tinged with sadness. She couldn’t help but think of Andre, of all the wonderful times they’d spent together in Mallorca, and how much she still missed him. He’d been her partner, in business and in life, for three decades. They’d had ups and downs – what couple hadn’t? – but they’d weathered the storms until the terrible accident that had cruelly taken him away from her …

‘Is everything OK, Camille?’ René asked. 

‘Yes, of course,’ she brushed him off. 

‘Let me take you to your room,’ Roberto offered. ‘Unless you’d like to view the preparations for your handbag launch?’

‘No, I’ll freshen up first.’ Camille had been travelling for almost twenty-four hours, and longed to cleanse the memories of New York from her skin.

‘Very good.’ Roberto inclined his head. ‘We have your regular suite ready for you. We’ve made a few changes, but I’m sure it’s very much as you remember it.’


‘Thank you, Roberto. Oh, and my son will be joining me for lunch at one. We’d like to take it on the terrace.’

‘Of course. I’ll oversee the preparations myself and ensure everything is perfect. Now, if you would please follow me …’

One hour later, Camille had showered and changed into a vibrantly coloured maxi dress, before applying suncream and a slick of lip gloss. Her shoulder-length, glossy, chocolate-brown hair, hung straight and loose, and she still wore her gold wedding band – she hadn’t taken it off since Andre’s death. 

Now Camille was standing in the Sunset Room, a large, west-facing space with floor-to-ceiling glass windows, which was where the launch of the Camille Andre and American Athletics diffusion line would be held. She was running through a list of tasks with René – ‘Have all the bags cleared Customs? Tell the florist we must have white roses. Ensure the gift bags are prepped. And we’ve had some last-minute guest requests – yes to Sarah Jessica Parker, no to Paris Hilton’ – when she heard a familiar voice say, ‘Salut, Maman.’

‘Lucas!’ Camille turned round in delight to see her son strolling into the room. He was tall and muscular, physically imposing, but she knew that his nature was soft and gentle, and he had a heart of gold. At twenty-seven years old, he’d grown into a handsome young man, with brown, wavy hair, a broad smile, and the same mesmerizing hazel eyes as his mother. He was dressed in stone-coloured shorts and a white T-shirt, which emphasized his deep tan, and he wore battered espadrilles on his feet. 

‘Ça va, mon chouchou?’ Camille asked, as she embraced him, and they kissed on both cheeks.

‘I’m well,’ Lucas smiled, and she believed him. He looked healthy and happy. ‘And you?’ 

‘Oh, you know. Busy as usual,’ Camille said lightly. ‘Making sure everything goes perfectly for the launch.’

‘I know it will,’ Lucas reassured her. ‘You’re a perfectionist.’

‘That’s very sweet of you, darling.’ Camille turned to her assistant. ‘Thank you, René. That will be all for now. I’ll let you know when I need you.’

‘Of course. Enjoy your lunch. Good to see you again Lucas.’ He nodded. 

Camille linked her arm through her son’s and steered him towards the terrace. ‘I reserved a table for us,’ she explained, as they left the Sunset Room and meandered through the expansive gardens, crossing a small, cobbled courtyard with a stone fountain, where dragonflies dipped to drink, and large white butterflies fluttered around the dusty lilac hortensia bushes. 

They were shown to a pretty stone table, dressed in white linen, beneath a wooden pergola draped with greenery to create welcome shade. Both declined the wine list and stuck to sparkling water; Lucas was working later, and Camille wanted to stay sharp in case she was needed for further launch preparations that afternoon. 

‘So, Maman, how was the flight?’

‘Fine, though I’m feeling rather tired with all the travelling.’

‘Did you come straight from New York?’

‘Yes, I did …’ There was hesitation in Camille’s voice. 

‘With Nicolas? How is he?’

‘Oh, he’s … the same old Nicolas, you know.’

‘I’m looking forward to seeing him at the launch.’

Camille sipped her ice-cold drink, glad that she was wearing sunglasses so Lucas couldn’t read her expression. ‘I’m not sure whether he’s coming. He might have to stay in the States for work.’


Lucas frowned, sensing that something wasn’t right. ‘You two haven’t had an argument, have you? Not about business? Nicolas always goes along with whatever you say,’ he laughed. 

Camille smiled ruefully. ‘Perhaps a few creative differences,’ she conceded. ‘But nothing for you to worry about.’ She knew how much Lucas liked Nicolas and looked up to him. After Andre’s death, Nicolas had become a father figure to Lucas, and the two men respected one another enormously. To her relief, her son had accepted her relationship with Nicolas, mature enough to see the happiness and stability it brought her. But today, she didn’t want to talk about him … couldn’t talk about him. 

‘Let’s change the subject – I want to have a relaxing day today. I plan to spend the afternoon round the pool doing nothing more taxing than reading a Jackie Collins novel. This coming week will be so hectic. Did I tell you I’m meeting Catherine tomorrow to talk about designing a gown for her?’

‘Catherine—?’

‘Zeta-Jones,’ Camille clarified, as Lucas raised his eyebrows, clearly impressed. ‘Her people got in touch with my people – she likes what I do,’ Camille elaborated, with a small shrug, but a look of excitement in her eyes. ‘I’ve wanted to dress her for years – though, of course, she’s so beautiful she could make a garbage bag look incredible. You know that she and Michael have a villa along the coast? The S’Estaca estate?’

‘Yes, they’re regulars at Il Paradiso whenever they’re on the island,’ Lucas nodded, naming his restaurant. 

‘Well, that’s perfect,’ Camille smiled. ‘How is everything going with the business? And are you still dating Elle? I want to know all your news …’

A waitress arrived to take their food order, and mother and son settled down for a leisurely lunch and a long overdue catch-up. 

‘Oh, Stuart, this is exactly what I needed,’ Isobel sighed, as the two of them left their hotel room and headed for the main pool. She’d changed into a pale gold bikini with a coordinating silk kaftan thrown over the top and a Hermès scarf tied around her head to keep off the sun. With her vintage cat-eye sunglasses, Isobel hoped she was channelling a Grace Kelly vibe. 

‘I’m glad you’re happy,’ Stuart smiled, as they headed for two empty loungers and sank down on the thick blue-and-white cushions. 

Isobel removed her kaftan and settled back for a spot of people-watching. The Spanish heat on her bare skin felt delicious, the familiar scent of sun lotion and coconut oil in the air. The sky above was a perfect shade of blue and completely cloudless, only the occasional aeroplane flying high overhead. 

Around the large, rectangular swimming pool, everyone looked so glamorous, the women slender and toned, the men muscled and bronzed, some in European-style tiny trunks that left little to the imagination. Isobel watched admiringly as one guy pulled himself out of the pool with ease, his muscles flexing, water racing down his broad torso, discreet designer logos peppering his swimwear and sunglasses. 

Beside Isobel, Stuart leaned across, his fingertips tracing a line up and down her arm as he softly stroked her skin. ‘Mmm, this is the life, isn’t it? We should do this more often. I tell you what, why don’t we relax here for a while, have a couple of cocktails, then head back to our room for a siesta?’ He narrowed his eyes wolfishly. 

But Isobel was no longer listening. Her attention had been taken by a woman standing on the other side of the pool. She was wearing a glamorous red swimming costume teamed with an enormous sunhat, its wide brim covering most of her face. 

Who needs a parasol? Isobel thought with a smile. 

The woman looked wealthy, in that indefinable way – though that was hardly unusual at the Palacio del Sol Radiante. She was older than Isobel, perhaps in her early fifties, but she was in great shape, with long, lean muscles that came from a dedicated regime of yoga and Pilates. She had a glowing tan that clearly wasn’t from a bottle, but spoke of holidays in exotic destinations and winters spent on ski slopes at the most exclusive resorts. Her expensively coloured hair swished out below her straw hat, and her gold jewellery was timeless and elegant.

It seemed that Isobel wasn’t the only one taken by the mysterious stranger; heads swivelled in the woman’s direction, and she was attracting a lot of attention. Then she turned, and as Isobel caught a glimpse of the woman’s face, she gasped. 

It’s her!

‘What is it?’ Stuart asked in alarm. 

Isobel sat up, her face alight with excitement. ‘You see the woman in red across the pool,’ she nodded discreetly. 

Stuart followed her gaze, immediately finding the woman Isobel was referring to. ‘Yes. What about her?’

‘It’s Camille Fontaine!’ Isobel exclaimed gleefully. Seeing Stuart’s blank expression, she explained, ‘You know – the designer. I have all of her “Camille” bags. You bought me the limited-edition red python-skin last Valentine’s Day.’

Stuart frowned. ‘Are you sure? Why would she be here?’

‘Of course I’m sure,’ Isobel replied, annoyed by his question. Then her mood swung back to excitement. ‘Oh, I can’t believe it’s really her.’

‘Well don’t make a fool of yourself,’ Stuart retorted, unhappy with the way Isobel had spoken to him, and by the fact that his wife seemed more interested in some fashion designer than in going for a siesta with him. ‘The woman has a right to privacy. She’s on holiday.’

‘I know that, Stuart,’ Isobel shot back. ‘What do you think I’m going to do? Run over and greet her like a long-lost relative? Don’t be so ridiculous.’

Isobel snatched up her book and lay back on her lounger, pretending to read. But she was silently seething at her husband’s comments, and didn’t take in a single word of her Jilly Cooper novel. Instead, she gazed over the top of the pages, watching Camille Fontaine as she sashayed around the pool, greeting admirers and graciously accepting a drink from a waiter.

Isobel would make herself known to Camille, there was no doubt about that. But she would bide her time and do it her way. 





Chapter 3

Stephanie Moon finished her gruelling workout with a series of yoga stretches, feeling the muscles in her body lengthen and relax, her breathing slow and deep.

Inhale … exhale …

As she leaned into warrior pose, she focused on the stunning view through the gym’s floor-to-ceiling windows, where dappled morning light pooled through the citrus trees in the courtyard area at the rear of the striking villa. A Mediterranean garden stretched away into the distance, bursting with brightly coloured flowers, sprawling shrubs and prickly succulents, as water trickled over a stone fountain and cicadas hummed their incessant tune. Beyond lay a tantalizing glimpse of the Balearic Sea, a wide strip of ever-changing shades of blue, dazzling in the sunshine like a diamond reflecting light. It was hard not to feel motivated when you had such an incredible location to inspire you, Stephanie reflected. 

She’d come so far in the last few months, and was still acclimatizing to the glamour and grandeur of her new life. It was a complete contrast with everything she’d known growing up in Brighton. 

Following a final sun salutation, Stephanie brought her hands together in the prayer position. Opening her eyes, she caught a glimpse of herself in the full-length mirrors on the opposite wall and couldn’t resist checking out her reflection. All her hard work was paying off, she thought happily, and she was more than satisfied with what she saw. In black Lycra shorts and a minuscule crop-top, her body was slim yet strong, slender yet toned. Her new training regime had whittled her into the best shape of her life – her waist was tiny, her bottom high and toned, her small breasts perfectly proportioned. Her shining copper-coloured hair was pulled up in a high ponytail, highlighting her dewy skin and deep blue eyes that were framed by pale lashes. 

Her agent kept impressing on her how important it was to be on top form, how she was hot property right now and they needed to capitalize on that. Stephanie was ready. The buzz around her next movie, Fields of Barley, was intense, and she was already being tipped for Oscar success – an idea which seemed crazy for a twenty-two-year-old from East Sussex who’d been practically unknown this time last year. 

Stephanie felt the familiar crunch of anxiety in her stomach when she thought about the current situation. 

Frowning, she forced herself to make a final, deep exhalation, then picked up her water bottle and walked out of the gym, contemplating whether to shower first or make herself a smoothie to quell the rumbling in her stomach. She decided on the former, and was about to head to her room when she heard female voices coming from one of the reception rooms at the front of the house. They were speaking in Spanish, and she could identify one as the housekeeper, Maria, but not the second woman. 


Curious, Stephanie moved closer, her feet quiet on the tiled floor. There was no door on this room – just a double-width, open archway that led directly from the expansive entrance hall to the immaculately decorated lounge – and Stephanie peered in. Sitting elegantly on one of the pale blue damask sofas was a woman in her fifties, with a sleek, long bob in a deep shade of chestnut brown. Her posture was excellent, her back straight and her chin tilted slightly upwards, and she was immaculately dressed in a crisp white T-shirt and slim-fit navy trousers. 

‘Sí, claro,’ the housekeeper was saying, as the woman replied, ‘Gracias,’ and Maria walked away, acknowledging Stephanie as she passed. ‘Oh, señora, you have a telephone call, I was just coming to tell you.’

‘Oh,’ Stephanie said, her voice wary, ‘who is it?’

‘The same woman who called before … Her name is Victoria Hyde-Williams, you will take the call?’ 

Stephanie blanched, her heart fluttering at the sound of her agent’s name. ‘Please tell her I’ll call her back, thank you.’

Maria hesitated for a moment then shrugged and said, ‘OK, bien.’ 

Stephanie glanced towards the elegant woman on the sofa, who glanced up, her almond eyes following Maria out of the room. In that instant, Stephanie realized who she was. 

‘Oh!’ she burst out, before she could stop herself. ‘Camille Fontaine! Oh my God, I love your bags! And your dresses!’

Camille smiled at Stephanie’s enthusiasm, seeming genuinely pleased with the compliment. ‘Thank you,’ she replied in English, with a French accent.

‘I’m Stephanie Moon, by the way,’ she said, stepping forwards and offering her hand. ‘I’m … staying here with Catherine for a couple of weeks.’


‘Lucky you,’ Camille laughed, as they shook hands. ‘It’s wonderful to meet you, Stephanie. If you don’t mind me asking, your face is familiar – would I recognize you from somewhere?’

‘Maybe …’ Stephanie said, a soft blush stealing across her face. This was happening more and more recently, and she was still getting used to it. ‘I’m an actress.’

‘Mon dieu, yes of course, I saw you on stage last year when I was in London, in The Tempest at the National Theatre. You were Ariel. You were electric, and you’re even more beautiful in the flesh.’

‘That’s very kind of you. It’s been a crazy year and everything is so intense.’

‘Didn’t I read that your new film is in production in England somewhere?’

Stephanie paused, unsure what to say. ‘Yes, I’m in Fields of Barley with Colin Firth and Jude Law. I’ve been … taking a break from it for a short while …’ She quickly ploughed on before Camille could ask her anything awkward about why she was in Mallorca in her yoga pants and not being shouted at by an angry director on a cold and grey Yorkshire film set. She set her face in a winning smile. ‘Catherine’s been so wonderful letting me stay here, to give myself a moment to recharge. She’s been like my fairy godmother.’

‘She’s fabulous, isn’t she? I’ve been longing to dress her for years, and now I finally have the opportunity. That’s why I’m here,’ Camille explained. ‘Michael is receiving a Lifetime Achievement Award in Hollywood this autumn, and Catherine wants to wear something truly special. Today, we have our first meeting.’

‘That sounds incredible. I honestly do love your dresses,’ Stephanie gushed, genuinely, remembering as a teenager seeing footage of her idol Kate Moss sashaying down the catwalk in a flowing Camille white tuxedo suit. That was when life was very different, before everything changed. 

‘Well perhaps we could work together too?’ Camille suggested. ‘You have a premiere coming up, non …?’

Stephanie let out a gasp. ‘Do you mean it?’

‘Absolument. The pleasure would be all mine.’

The two women beamed at one another as Maria re-entered the room, carrying a tray with traditional Mallorcan pastries, a large silver pot and two cups, which she placed down on the marble coffee table in front of them. 

‘The lady said please call her back urgently.’ Maria said. ‘She sounded very … tensa.’

Tense? Hardly surprising, Stephanie thought to herself. ‘Thank you, Maria.’ She quickly changed the subject. ‘So how did you end up being a fashion designer?’ Stephanie asked Camille, as she sat down in the adjacent armchair. ‘I can’t imagine what it must be like to have an idea in your head, and then see women all around the world wearing the
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