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Death is always shocking. - Love is never simple.
Follow Angel’s amorous adventures in Florida as she checks out the charismatic Blake Hammond.
After the suspicious death of an aeronautical engineer, Angel’s task is to find out if Blake was innocent, or guilty of industrial espionage.
Was Jade’s death suicide, or was she murdered?
Angel has to battle her own demons.
As evidence gained through entrapment is not admissible in court.
If Blake is guilty, does she want to prove it?
Intimate Enemies - Angel Rose
Chapter One
Death is always shocking. Cold shivers shot through Angel’s slender figure as she fought to control her emotions. She took a deep breath and forced herself to look at obscenely graphic photographs of a once beautiful woman.
The body was clad in white shorts and a blue Tee shirt, as if Jade had been about to go running. What made this case special was that Jade was related to Angel’s boss, Chief Superintendant Roberts.
Her excitement at being brought in on such an important case was tinged with apprehension. As a new recruit, her lack of training might lead to her making mistakes. Angel didn’t want to let Roberts down and wondered why she’d been assigned to this case. Jade had worked in the U.K. but died in suspicious circumstances in Florida.
A stray lock of her long auburn hair fell over Angel’s heart shaped face as she leant over the desk for a closer look. It was sad, that the life of a brilliant aeronautical engineer should end up on a cold slab in the morgue.
Chief Superintendant Roberts face was crimson with barely suppressed grief. “My cousin Jade led a team who designed an ecological airplane, which will completely revolutionise air travel.”
“Well, that’s brilliant achievement. Jade would have been in line for promotion and given a hefty bonus.”
As she considered the problem, Angel sucked her scarlet lower lip. “So suicide doesn’t make sense. Perhaps she was murdered? But why would anyone want to kill her. With her analytical brain, she would have been worth more alive than dead?
Roberts' mouth set into a thin grim line. “A rival firm in China brought out an identical plane before Eco Planet U.K. could set up a production line. It was obvious that her designs had been pirated. Jade was accused of selling out to the highest bidder and couldn’t prove her innocence.”
There was nothing that Angel could say to make her boss feel better. The atmosphere in the office was so tense, it was almost claustrophobic. London was sweltering in a freak heat wave, which was affecting everyone.
Shouts and shrieks of loud laughter made Angel jump. Curiosity made her look out the open window and her attention was riveted by the scene below.
An enterprising young man who usually sold the “Big Issue” was entertaining the crowd. “I am going to prove that the pavement is hot enough to fry an egg. And then I’m going to eat it, boasted the lad with Mick stamped in white studs across the back of his black leather jacket.”
“Ugh!” A crowd quickly built up to see the free show. People were pushed forward by others trying to get to the front for a good view.
Comments varied. “It won’t work.” “It’s a waste of good food.” “You’ll catch a nasty bug.” “It won’t work.” “It’s hot enough.” “I’ll take a bet that it doesn’t work.”
Tina, his enterprising girlfriend saw a rare opportunity to make money. Tina and Mick slept rough in the doorway of a hotel every night. Shielded from the worst of the elements by a sheet of glass the hotel installed to protect guests using the side entrance. This was regarded as a prime site so they took it in turns to guard their territory against outsiders.
Tina took bets from people wanting to gamble on whether the egg would cook, or not? And whether Mick would eat it, if it did? If she lost the gamble, Tina knew she’d have to do a runner. So she made sure that she took more bets on him losing his nerve and not eating the egg.
She knew that Mick wasn’t worried about germs. He scavenged in the dustbins of posh restaurants every night for food, which had been left over and had to be thrown out. Tina thought they probably ate better than most poor people. As often there was half a turkey, or some ham from the carvery, discarded under health and safety rules and thrown out in hygienic plastic bags. Tina enjoyed the cakes best, but cold pies and pizza’s were easy finger food. It was getting harder to be first in the queue, as students and pensioners had now discovered this excellent way to get a free meal.
Mick cleaned a spot on the pavement with a rag soaked in cold water. Then holding the bottle of olive oil high in the air for theatrical effect, he poured the oil onto the ground.
His patter amused the crowd who laughed at his jokes and good naturedly heckled him. Intuitively, he knew what to say, as he’d once been a drama student with ambitions to become an actor.
Eventually, Tina signalled to indicate that she’d taken enough bets.
Mick held the egg in the air, hit it with a knife and cracked open the shell. He placed the egg carefully in the centre of the oil. The egg immediately began to sizzle in the sun’s hot rays.
To Angel’s amazement it did cook perfectly. She hastily took a snap on her mobile phone to send to her sister Meredith.
Delighted that his trick had worked, Mick scooped the egg into a Bap. He took a bow, to enthusiastic applause, and then enjoyed his unexpected hot breakfast. He beamed with pride as cash was thrown into his hat in assorted currencies.
Tina cheerfully paid out the winning bets, thrilled to find they’d made a healthy profit.
Mick’s fifteen minutes of fame, led to even more money, when a newspaper reporter who’d photographed the whole incident, told Mick that he’d hit the front page of the newspaper the following day.
After obtaining Mick’s permission, the reporter immediately phoned a television studio trying to fix an interview on the evening news. The reporter must have been successful. He laughed, and then gave Mick the thumb up sign.
Angel had been leaning out the window to get a good shot of the action. And even her boss had welcomed the distraction of free entertainment.
Roberts smiled, “That young lad will be on you-tube shortly, with a large following. It could be the making of him. Someone might actually offer him a job.”
He mopped sweat from his forehead. Without thinking, he used his handkerchief to polish his bald head. “I have to talk to Lana; she was Jade’s closest colleague at Eco-Planet. He switched on the Skype phone.
Lana, a heavily tanned, weight challenged woman, twiddled nervously with her tortoiseshell spectacles and was perilously close to tears.
“We were all stunned by Jade’s sudden death. We can’t understand it? None of us think she took her own life. We don’t believe she was a traitor. We’re still investigating at this end. It’s worrying for us all. If Jade’s computer was programmed to release top secret information, it could happen again.”
“Did Jade say anything at all that would help us?” Asked Roberts, “Who did she think was responsible?”
Lana hesitated, “I’m not sure that she trusted Blake Hammond’s security. I can’t say more than that, sorry.” The screen went blank.
Roberts was more determined than ever to find out the truth and clear his cousin’s name.
Jade had worked in the U.K. but died in a motel room in Florida. At the mention of Blake’s name, Angel felt uneasy, where had she heard that name before? A niggling suspicion flashed into her memory. She fervently hoped that she was wrong.
Roberts fanned out family snaps of his cousin with her two children. A teenage boy named Kit and his older sister. Lois was a voluptuous younger version of her mother. “I’ll have to check they aren’t in danger. I wish we’d kept in closer touch.”
It was obvious to Angel that he felt guilty for neglecting that side of his family. His red face etched with frown lines, Roberts blurted out. “I don’t believe my cousin would betray her employers.” The last I heard, she was happy and about to get married again. I’m convinced Jade was murdered, but I need you to help me prove it.”
Now her being involved in this case made perfect sense. Angel guessed what was coming next. She listened intently and tried to stay calm.
“Blake claims Lock Tight computers are impregnable, but I don’t believe that to be true. I know you have a married sister living close to his head office in Tampa, Florida. I’d like you to take a vacation and visit your sister Meredith, naturally with all expenses paid.”
Angel sighed, “I’m not happy about using family connections, but you obviously want all the local gossip about this firm. And every nugget of information I can dig out, or scrape up to convict this man?”
Roberts grinned. “I knew you were bright. Blake has to be running a scam, because other companies who use Lock Tight computers have also been robbed, but to prove that I need irrefutable evidence. Will you take this assignment?”
Nervously, Angel bit her bottom lip. So far, she’d only been given routine work. As she had a genuine cover story, ‘I’m in the states visiting my sister,’ that obviously swayed his decision to use someone inexperienced. Angel jumped at the chance of investigating a possible murder.
Calmly, she asked, “How dangerous is Blake Hammond. Will I need to carry a gun?” Just thinking about firing a weapon sent shivers down her back, not from fear, but excitement.
“Yes. I believe it’s advisable for you to be armed. Chief Superintendant Roberts pushed a folder across his desk. “Here’s all we have on Blake.”
Angel checked out a black and white photograph of a ruggedly handsome man. She thought she’d seen him before, but couldn’t pinpoint where.
Roberts was impatient for results. So Angel phoned Meredith, saying she needed a break from a hectic work schedule. At least she wasn’t telling fibs. Roberts was turning London upside down. Desperately trying to extract the truth from every informant he knew, without any success so far.
“Come when you like. Just take us as you find us.” Meredith’s happy go lucky nature was at odds with Angel’s more serious approach to life. Perhaps she needed to relax more, but this visit would mix business and pleasure. Her sister mustn’t find that out, or Jade would never live that down. Meredith’s memory had always been phenomenal, when it came to getting one over on her sister.
“It’s all arranged.” Angel told her boss.
Roberts, absentmindedly, polished the top button of his uniform with a tissue. His face relaxed into a tired smile. “Great. I’m sure that an informal approach will help me to unravel this mystery faster.”
Angel tried to reassure him. “My sister’s husband, Hal, is a Veterinary surgeon so knows everyone for miles around. I should be able to meet Blake without arousing his suspicions.”
“Good, I’ll be relying on you. In the meantime, I’ll check into Jade’s lifestyle again. I wish I’d kept in touch with her more frequently. This is a nasty business. I’ll try to protect her two teenagers, because they might also be in trouble.”
……………..
Next day, Angel discovered that flying as a first-class passenger was great. She enjoyed the experience and drank far more champagne than was wise. Obviously, she made comparisons between this flight and the new Eco friendly plane that Jade designed.
According to the report the new plane would be a lot quieter. Sound more like a lawn mower than a jet engine, and use fuel more efficiently. Also, have more leg room and wider aisles. So you didn’t have to wait for meals to be served before you could leave your seat. No squeezing to get past busy flight attendants. Best of all, the cabin would be circulating purer air to help passengers breathe easier.
Angel wished she could have met Jade whilst she’d been alive. It would have been a pleasure to talk to such an intelligent woman. It remained to be seen whether she’d used her brains when choosing a husband.
Meredith met Angel at Tampa airport, and quickly whisked her out to the Land Rover, stowing her luggage on the back seat. It was lovely to meet up again but, Angel couldn’t help noticing that her sister was much slimmer, blonder, and more elegant than ever. Out of the two of them Meredith had always been the beauty.
Angel had accepted that her boyfriends would always be attracted to her older sister. And whilst they loved one another, it had been a relief when Meredith fell in love with Hal and moved to the United States.
On the journey back to the farmhouse, Angela caught up on family news. Her sister laughed when she described her husband’s latest hobby.
“Hal now has internet friends all over the world. He’s apparently brilliant at inventing complex crossword puzzles, which he sells to newspapers to make a few extra bucks. If people want a cryptic clue solved they contact him.”
“I wondered what he was up too. Recently, he sent me several on line puzzle games to work out.” Angel smiled, “I’ll have to ask for commission.”
Meredith giggled, “Some of the women e-mail questions and also send Hal intimate photographs, which seems a bit odd to me. Why would Hal need to know what they look like? Do you think I should be jealous?”
It sounded as if Hal’s new hobby was causing a tiny rift in their usually happy and placid relationship? Angel resolved to run a quick check on Hal’s activities. If she suspected him of playing away, even on line, she wouldn’t hesitate to tell him off.
Hal hurried down the path to meet them as the car drew up at the white boarded farmhouse. The sprawling left wing incorporated the animal surgery. Hal always reminded Angel of a boisterous puppy, and despite his new fangled ‘veggie’ diet, he hadn’t lost any weight. Hal enveloped Angel in an enthusiastic welcoming bear hug.
“Whew, let me catch my breath. There isn’t any less of you to cuddle,” Angel teased.
Patting his tummy, Hal grinned. “Why does ‘fat chance’ and ‘slim chance’ mean the same thing?”
“Possibly because you raid the refrigerator when I’m not looking,” said Meredith, who obviously tolerated this bad habit.
Dinner was a lively meal with everyone talking at once. A family trait, but luckily Angel managed to catch the drift of most of the conversation. Hal’s excruciating one liner’s made her laugh.
Even his son had caught his habit of asking tricky questions. Tony gave her a gap toothed grin. “Why do we say after dark - when it should be after daylight?”
“Don’t try to answer that one, or we’ll be at the table all night.” Meredith scooped more ice-cream, into her young son’s dish, to keep him quiet. “It’s unsolvable. I’ve told Hal not to encourage him.”
After the two children had been put to bed, Hal showed off their latest achievements and funny moments on the giant television screen. When Angel spotted Blake at a beach party, her déjà-vu moment was answered. She had seen him before in her sister’s videos.
Meredith confirmed that Blake owned Lock Tight, but when asked about Angel’s Arab sheik moment, her sister shrieked with laughter.
“I knew he’d made a big impression. Be warned, Blake’s a satanic devil with the ladies. At the first sign of anyone wanting a commitment, he backs off, faster than a ferret chases down a rabbit warren.”
It was easy to persuade Meredith to invite the same friends to another al fresco party. Angel promised to help get the salad bar ready and even volunteered to peel the potatoes.
“I cheat a bit,” said Meredith. “I half cook the potatoes, slit them almost in half and add lashings of butter, before wrapping them in silver foil to finish cooking on the barbecue. They are truly delicious, so Hal was nicknamed King Spud, by our close friends.
On the day of the party, Angel practised deep breathing to counteract an attack of nerves. Perhaps it was simply guilt at spying on her sister’s friends, but her shoulders knotted with tension.
Meredith offered to give her a back massage. “You always were highly strung, but this is ridiculous. No wonder you needed a holiday. You can’t sit still long enough to lick your lips.”
Fizzing with adrenaline, Angel finally met her quarry. She tried to appear sophisticated, although her heart skipped a beat. Blake resembled her sporting hero - David Beckham - with jet black hair a carefully shaped beard and funnily enough freckles. The two didn’t usually go together.
Hal bragged. “Angel has the most logical mind hidden behind that beautiful face, I'd advise you to sweep her off her feet fast, whilst you still have a chance."
“Hi Sweetheart,” Blake’s voice was a deep sexy drawl. “I’m always delighted to meet a beautiful woman and once seen, you could never be forgotten. Your fantastic belly dancing set every red blooded man’s pulse racing.”
Angel was thrilled that he remembered such a trivial incident, until she saw Meredith grinning and realised, he'd been primed. So she played it cool. “Have we met before,” she asked sweetly.
Blake raised a sardonic eyebrow, “So I’m reliably informed, but I meet so many people that it was your wobbly belly that jogged my memory. You are one of Meredith’s quaint old English country bumpkin relatives.”
He was being deliberately rude. If she wanted to interrogate him, it wouldn’t be sensible to pick a fight and antagonise him. But, her instinct was to slap him down.
Hal roared with laughter, balancing his son Tony on his shoulders. The cheeky five year old, with his blonde hair and angelic appearance was an exact miniature of his father.
Meredith tucked her chubby baby daughter firmly on her hip and aimed a lazy good-natured swipe at Blake’s bottom. “Behave yourself, or my sister will think all macho American males have no manners.”
Blake grinned, his devastating smile, displayed his strong snow white teeth. “Sorry, Sweetheart.” He totally ruined the apology by gently mocking, “Gee, I love your cute accent, it cracks me up. Say, ‘Donald Duck because that tells us cowboys what class of society you move in.”
Until that moment, Angel felt quite capable of handling any male advances, or sarcasm. Blake’s patronising tone her feel like a gauche schoolgirl. He might have the physique of a fit footballer, but he was unquestionably scoring an own goal. How dare he imply that she was a toy doll to wind up for his amusement? Then her sense of humour came to rescue the awkward situation.
Sweetly she said, “I have a much better suggestion. Why don’t you entertain me Cowboy by singing, ‘On the trail of the lonesome pine?’ Let’s see if you can keep the wail going longer than Laurel and Hardy.”
“You’re digging deep into your memory archives they’ve been dead for years.”
“Well, if you want a more modern analogy try singing, ‘Raindrops keep falling on my head.’ Raising her arm, Angel quickly poured the contents of her drink over his dark curly hair.”
Meredith gasped with shock.
Mopping his head with a paper napkin, Blake laughed when Meredith fussed round him. “I deliberately insulted your sister to see what she would do and she passed my test with honours.”
He raised his own glass and Angel instinctively backed away, but he grinned, “Let’s call a truce. After all I don’t want to fall out with the prettiest girl in the room. I couldn’t resist teasing you, princess. I like girls who stand up for themselves. Please say, I’m forgiven?”
Blake offered his hand, “Let’s shake and start again.” He held her long fingers just a fraction too long to be polite, it felt like touching a live wire. She wanted to dig her scarlet talons into the palm of his hand, but for Jade’s sake she needed to gain his confidence. Inwardly seething, but outwardly smiling, she led the way to the salad bar.
By midnight she’d thawed out. He’d been charm personified. One piercing look from his vivid blue eyes made her heartbeat go crazy. Blake was the only man she’d ever met who made her literally catch her breath. From the gleam in his eyes, he too felt the strong pull of attraction, but he was an expert at flirting so she realised that he could be faking.
When he caught her hand and kissed it, instantly, she went into complete denial. How could this charismatic man be implicated in any way in Jade’s untimely demise? Her investigation depended on keeping her wits and trying to remain impartial, but Angel found it difficult to separate her natural instincts, from objective analysis. Blake’s effect on her equilibrium was disconcerting. Although, commonsense told her that he might be a crook, she found it difficult to visualise him involved in anything remotely dishonest.
Under gentle questioning, Blake boasted that his firm, Lock Tight, installed computers with a first class security system. “You’d be surprised at the high level contracts we obtained, world-wide. He couldn’t know that Angel knew all about the robberies. So it probably was sheer coincidence that he had links to each firm in trouble?
Scrutinising Blake again, whilst carrying on the obligatory small talk, Angel felt cheated. Why couldn’t he have been a cross-eyed little weasel of a man whom she could instantly dislike? It would have made her job so much easier. This man made her laugh.
Blake’s magnetic blue eyes scanned her figure as he assessed her charms. Oddly, this didn’t make her uncomfortable, just acutely conscious of her femininity.
“Care to see nature in the raw.” His tone was challenging, “I need a partner for a trip through the Everglades in a two-seater canoe. We could make up a foursome with my associates Russell and Paige.” From the twinkle in his eyes, she knew he was issuing a dare.
Angel felt secretly delighted for this golden opportunity. Catching him off guard, to assess the true nature of the man, should be a cinch in an informal setting.
She bragged, “We English girls can keep up with an American any day.”
Blake threw back his head and laughed, “I must warn you, Paige teaches gymnastics.”
Chapter Two
Sharp, stinging pain forced Angel to suck in her breath, involuntarily inhaling the fetid fumes emanating from the water. Mosquitoes were regularly feasting on her skin, despite slathering repellent lotion all over her body. Feeling a pin prink, she brushed a small black insect off her arm and blinked back tears. How she longed for this nightmare trip in the wilderness to end.
Why would anyone think it fun to tackle such a marathon journey through a swamp? Was there a more sinister reason behind Blake’s invitation for her to join him and his friends?
Ruefully, Angel acknowledged that she hadn’t realised the sheer physical effort involved. She regretted ever attempting to keep up this gruelling pace. Hindsight is a wonderful gift. It was clear that bailing out on day one would have been preferable.
What had seemed a good idea in theory, hadn’t worked out. Delving beneath Blake’s debonair charm to discover his true character had spectacularly back-fired.
In this hostile environment, Angel felt drained by the psychological games she and Blake were playing. Like an automaton, she dipped her paddle into the murky water and wished she’d had the sense to turn down this dare.
Civilisation seemed far away, Angel cursed her own stupidity. It would take brains - not brawn to outwit this man. Grimly, she eyed Blake’s broad shoulders. His thin blue checked shirt clung wetly to his powerful frame, displaying his muscles to advantage. Strong arms mechanically wielded his paddle. He seemed tireless.
Wearily, Angel rested hers across her knees and stretched her aching back. After two days strenuous paddling in this humidity and unrelenting heat, she was totally exhausted.
And disgusted by the stench of the dank vegetation and overhanging trees. She hadn’t expected the smell to make her feel nauseous. Every muscle in her body ached and trying to gain Blake’s confidence just resulted in a deep sense of disappointment on both sides.
Angel now suspected that Blake was waging a deliberate campaign to make her back down and ask to go home. Had he become suspicious? Why? She’d played the ditzy dolly perfectly. Perhaps she’d slipped up, talked in her sleep. She’d been asking a lot of questions, had he realised she was gently interrogating him?
If she’d blown her cover and he was a nasty piece of work, did he want to bump her off, before she could inform on him. She’d momentarily forgotten that he might be involved in Jade’s murder. He’d made a good start if he did want to get rid of her. Angel felt physically ill from the relentless exertion. Emotionally, her nerves were ragged.
Blake had tried to coax her into his sleeping bag last night saying, “Why don’t we double up and snuggle down together? You’d have much more fun if we were more intimately acquainted.”
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