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Professor Melissa McIntyre makes one mistake, but it is a night to remember. The tropical

island holiday after her beloved grandfather’s funeral was supposed to be balm for her soul,

and not create more worry.When Dominic Richards moves back to his home town to take up a

new job, the last person he expects to discover as his new assistant professor, is the beautiful

woman he spent a memorable night with on a tropical island.Nic doesn't do forever but having

Melissa around has him thinking maybe he could.But Melissa is not one bit interested… or is

she?(Note: this is a revised and expanded edition of Holiday Affair originally published, 2012.)

Goodreads: I just loved this story, from the romantic settings to the well-drawn characters to the

snappy dialogue and beautifully written love scenes. It's a really romantic, sweet and sexy

read--highly recommended.This was a beautiful setting for Lissy and Nick to explore, paradise-

like at the beginning, with humour deftly sprinkled throughout their relationship. I loved the

scene at dinner - the girls' night out was a hoot, and her landlady was a sweetie. Which is

another element Annie Seaton does so well - great secondary characters. I would love to know

what happens to Nick's brother, Tom. This was a fun read, especially in the middle of winter

when it transported me to warmer southern oceans. Looking forward to more by this

author.This story starts with a hot bodied sailor (Nick) and a staid professor (Lissy) in a

romantic fling in an exotic location. Work, friends and family, and life in general conspire to

keep the love birds apart. Each of them have hang-ups that keep them apart and they end up

hurting one another when their hearts tell them otherwise. A great read.Mar 27, 2012Carmen

Falcone rated it it was amazingThis book is filled with twists and turns which make it hard to

stop reading. Lissy is very relatable and engaging, and Nick is HOT and charismatic.I also

enjoy it because it's fast-paced, and the first chapter had me at the edge of my seat. The

characters seem real... they are flawed, which I like. She's still hurt because of the loss of her

grandfather, which is something we all can relate to. And Nick is still attracted to her even after

he finds out she may be engaged to someone else, soon ( I don't want to give it away ).I could

go on and on... gorgeous scenery, sharp dialogue... even the secondary characters are multi-

layered and add to the plot.A real winner! I can't wait for Annie Seaton's next book!: )--This text

refers to the paperback edition.
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The Trouble with ParadsieAnnie SeatonRichards Brothers: 1This book is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are

used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is

coincidental.Originally published as Holiday Affair, March 2012Copyright © 2012 by Annie

Seaton, revised and expanded May 2019.To Ian, my wonderful husband of many years...you

are always there for me.Chapter OneMelissa McIntyre sat on the side of the timber sailing ship

as it rounded the point into Butterfly Bay on the north side of Hook Island in the Whitsunday

Islands. Reaching down for her camera, Lissy smiled as she caught her reflection in the smoky

black glass of the hatch window beside her. Emerald green eyes surrounded by a tangle of sun-

streaked auburn curls twinkled back at her. The days spent basking in the warmth around the

pool at Hamilton Island over the last week had deepened her tan and she had almost forgotten

it was winter back home on the New England tablelands.“No more prim and proper Dr

McIntyre.” She smiled to herself. Looking down at her raggedy denim shorts and the bare

tanned feet resting on her rucksack, she grinned as she imagined the reaction of her history

colleagues at the university if they could see the elegant Dr McIntyre in backpacker

mode.Strands of hair were pushed across her face by the breeze, and she lifted her hand to

brush them away; she didn’t want to miss one second of this amazing view.Sails snapped

sharply as the wind caught them and the crew scurried to tighten the ropes, calling to each

other as they worked to bring the sails down as the beautiful old timber schooner eased into

the bay for its overnight anchorage.The musical tone of backpackers chatting in different

languages provided a cheerful end to the first day of her sailing adventure. The vessel was

crowded with young people from many countries, and everywhere she looked they seemed to

be in couples. An unfamiliar pang of loneliness tried to settle in her chest, but she pushed it

away.Lifting her camera, Melissa stood and positioned herself to capture the best view of the

sunset. When she went back to work, she’d put the photo on her computer desktop and

remember this beautiful place when the winter weather got her down.She blinked as a rugged

face filled the viewfinder, blocking her view of the sky, and one brilliant blue eye winked as a

member of the crew peered cheekily into her camera from afar. She leaned back and took a

quick distant shot of the guy up the mast, and then turned to snap a series of images of the

sun setting over the water as flashes of pink, silver-tipped clouds suffused the sky, and the

golden orb slipped towards the horizon. Lowering the camera, she waited as the sailor climbed

down the mast towards her. He swung down on the lower ropes, his deep voice serenading her

with a bawdy sea shanty. She laughed and finished off the last two lines of the song with

him.“What shall we do with a drunken sailor? Put him in bed with the captain’s daughter?” He

stopped beside the deck esky and held up a can of beer and a small bottle of wine.“Wine or

beer?”“Wine, please,” she said with a shy smile. She’d barely spoken to anyone all day; just the

usual greetings as the passengers boarded the boat and found their own place to sit. Melissa

liked her own company and had been happy keeping to herself. The sailor closed the lid of the

esky and sat on the step beside her.“Cheers. I’m Nick.” He handed her a small plastic wine cup

and she waited while he unscrewed the bottle, and then poured it in. He put the empty wine

bottle in the bin beside them and lifted the plastic water bottle as he tilted his head to the side

with a questioning look. “A toast to the sunset?”She nodded and smiled at him as she lifted her

glass. “Just water for you?’ she asked.“Yes, I’m on duty for another hour, but then the fun

begins,” he said and flashed her a cheeky smile. “But now, a toast to a beautiful lady.”Melissa

caught her breath as deep blue eyes locked with hers. Her hand shook as he captured her



fingers and she squeezed the plastic cup with her other hand. He was almost too good-looking.

A bright blue bandana held back a thatch of shaggy sun-bleached hair. She held his gaze as

he touched his water bottle against her wine. Dr. McIntyre would have blushed, but Melissa

McIntyre took it in her stride. It wasn’t every day that a man as gorgeous as he was, sang to

you and offered you a toast. She took it in the holiday spirit, which she was sure he’d intended,

although he did hold her gaze a little longer than a casual look called for.“Thanks, and cheers.

I’m Lissy.”“Backpacking?” He sat comfortably next to her, his muscled legs stretched out on the

timber deck, his shoulder resting casually against hers.She looked up at him and felt a strange

unfamiliar urge to pull loose the bandana and run her fingers through his shaggy hair.Where on

earth had that come from?“Sort of,” she finally replied, and her voice was husky.Nick turned to

her, revealing laugh lines around his deep blue eyes and sexy mouth. He was a fair bit older

than she had first thought.“Just a bit of a trip around North Queensland. How about you?” She

was not going to give away too much. She wasn’t ready yet to slip back into her real world of

boring history professor. She had found comfort in being her Gramps’s Lissy in the ten days

since she’d scattered his ashes on Blackrock Beach and then flown to the tropics for a restful

holiday.“Same. Just crewing on the boat for a friend for a few weeks,” he replied. “Speaking of

which, I’d better go and help with the anchor. We’re almost to the island.” He tipped his head

back, swigging the rest of his water. He grasped the rope to swing himself to the upper deck,

the muscles in his arms bunching. Giving her a broad wink, he grinned cheekily at her.“Save a

dance for me tonight, Angel Face.” Nick headed to the bow of the vessel with a swagger that

would have done a pirate proud, chatting and joking with the other passengers as he went. It

was almost a primitive sexuality that surrounded him, dangerous to any woman. He was one of

the best-looking men she had ever seen, and an unfamiliar warmth ran through her.

Reluctantly, she dragged her eyes away from the breadth of his tanned back and tautly

muscled legs as a voice interrupted her thoughts.“Half your luck. You’ve been chosen for the

night.”Lissy turned to see a blonde girl in the charter company’s uniform looking at her with a

bemused expression. “Excuse me?”“You’re obviously the chosen one for tonight.”Unease

unfurled in her chest. “What do you mean?”“Nick had the same bet with the crew last trip. He

picks his conquest for the party on the way into the bay. The woman he chooses to share a

drink with before we moor, is the chosen one, and the crew bet on it either way, depending on

their impression of the girl. I overheard the boys laughing about it last trip.”Lissy cursed herself

for her naiveté.“Thanks for the warning, but they’ll lose their money. I’m not interested.”“Your

call, but he is a good catch if you can pin him down.” The girl shrugged as she gathered up the

empty cups and made her way towards the galley. “No one has been able to, so far.”Lissy

mouthed a very rude word under her breath.The hide and confidence of the man, how dare he

think she looked like an easy target?No matter how good looking he is.Then again, look at

yourself, Lissy McIntyre. Swigging wine on a backpacker’s yacht in tattered shorts and with

tangled hair, is not a look the usually staid Dr. Melissa McIntyre, of the elegant French roll and

navy-blue suits, should be comfortable with.Melissa gritted her teeth, curling her fists by her

sides.Even so, it didn’t matter how she looked—did he really think she was that easy? History

was not going to repeat itself. One absent backpacker father was quite enough for this

family.This guy needs to be taught a lesson.Her throat ached. Unshed tears stung her eyes as

the emotion of the last week caught up with her. The cancellation of her mother’s flight from

Denmark had left her alone at the memorial service, except for Gramps’s fishing mates. As she

had looked across the water to the rising sun, she’d whispered the words Gramps had penned

for her to read while scattering his ashes to the chilly easterly wind.“Let the ocean soothe your

sorrow. I am now with you always; in the sea, the sands, and the wind.” She breathed in deeply



as she looked out at the sapphire blue of the Pacific Ocean, letting the serene blue of the water

soothe her grief.The anchor clattered to the sandy bottom of the bay, interrupting her sad

thoughts. Brushing the tears away with the back of her hand, she waited for an opportunity to

make her move. It wasn’t long before Nick turned and walked back towards her, and she

caught his eye, blowing him a kiss.He smiled wickedly at her. “Looking forward to that dance.”

She watched him swagger to the side of the boat to lower the dinghy, with more than a touch of

arrogance in his bearing.“Me too.” She smiled as she stood and bent over in front of him to pick

up her rucksack, making sure he got a good view of her legs. Out of the corner of her eye, she

watched as two crewmembers gave each other a high five. The anger built in her chest and

she gritted her teeth as they helped Nick with the ropes holding the rubber dinghy high on the

side of the yacht, joking and laughing.Picking up her rucksack, she made her way to the group

waiting to climb down the rope ladder to the dinghy for the short trip across to the island.

Standing next to two Italian girls, she grimaced. They whispered and giggled, pointing at Nick

expertly steering the dinghy through the coral heads in the bay. He dropped the first group on

the island and turned back to those waiting on the boat. He stood aft, one hand on the tiller, the

other shading his eyes from the setting sun, his muscled legs braced against the small waves

hitting the boat. Nick looked up to catch her eye, and a slow, sexy grin spread over his face.She

swallowed.No man had the right to be so sexy.Melissa was the last to climb down the rope

ladder and as she prepared to step across to the dinghy; a rogue wave pushed it away from the

side of the old schooner.“Quick, jump!” yelled Nick. She threw her rucksack into the dinghy and

jumped, landing awkwardly on her backside.“Are you hurt?” Nick put out his hand to help pull

her up, his eyes full of concern.“Only my pride,” she said. He took her hand and a tingle of

warmth shot up her arm. Her fingers felt weak in his grasp and she fought the urge to snatch

her hand away as he looked down at her sprawled half on the floor, and across the seat at the

side of the dinghy.The Italian girls giggled, clapping their hands with delight and pretending to

swoon as Nick pulled her up into his arms. He held her firmly against him, the hair-roughened

warmth of his chest brushing against her bare shoulders.“Thank you, she said breathlessly, as

she fought the mirth building in her chest.“No injuries from the fall?” he asked softly. Melissa

shook her head and removed her hand from his grip. She sat down on the soft side of the

dinghy and Nick steered through the coral to the island where the rest of the crew were setting

up camp.Two hours later, Lissy sat watching the sparks that whirled in the breeze as Nick

added more driftwood to the fire. The crew had given them a feast of fresh fish, salad, and

tropical fruits. Replete, both tourists and crew settled on sand still warm from the sun. The

campfire provided a soft flickering light and one of the backpackers gently strummed his guitar.

Melissa gazed into the fire, remembering the days at Blackrock Beach when she and Gramps

had fried fresh fish over a driftwood fire on the beach. For the first time in a week, she moved

past the grief and found joy in the memory.“He must have been good.” Goose bumps raised on

her arms as she felt the warmth of Nick’s breath on her neck.She moved away slightly. “Excuse

me?” “There’s only one thing that will put that look on a woman’s face,” he whispered in her

ear.“Oh yes, he was.” She grabbed her rucksack and used it as a pillow. She looked up at the

brilliant stars dotting the black sky. “The very best.” Gramps had been the only stability she had

ever known. If Nick thought she was talking about a previous lover, so be it, since he deserved

everything he was about to get.He held her eyes and then dropped his gaze to linger on her

body stretched on the sand. She held her breath as he slowly looked down from her shoulders

to her breasts and then back up to capture her gaze. Lissy shivered, imagining the tips of his

fingers caressing her skin. The music increased in tempo, and a couple of the girls began to

dance on the beach. He leaned down to her, his breath tickling her neck as he whispered in her



ear.“Come on. Dance with me?” She shivered again, and goose bumps ran down her arm

despite the warmth of his body pressing into her side.He pulled her up and Lissy’s eyes held

his as he held her close. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she moulded herself to the hard

planes of his body and they moved in time with the slow music. Their bare feet slipped through

the soft white sand as they danced slowly around the fire, the crackling of the flames and

muted guitar music surrounding them. He gently pushed towards her and her lips found their

way to his neck, her mouth opening slightly as she inhaled, his musky scent teasing her

nostrils.Closing her eyes, she sighed softly. His hard chest pressed against the softness of her

breasts, and she forgot why she was dancing so closely with a stranger. She pretended Nick

was someone who cared about her. As he guided her around the fire in time to the soft music,

his hand caressed her back. The pressure of his hand increased as he guided them towards

the shadows at the edge of the clearing. The first fluttering of panic began in her chest. With

every step she became more aware of the proximity and warmth of his body and the

temptation she faced. He dropped his lips to her neck and gently sucked on her skin. An

explosion of feeling raced from her neck to her stomach. She pulled back gently and looked up

at him, giving herself some space between them. She breathed rapidly, her lips slightly parted

as Nick looked down at her.“I admire a woman who knows what she wants.” His voice hinted at

all sorts of pleasures.“Mmm … very tempting.” She regretted the words as soon as they were

out of her mouth.Get yourself out of this before it’s too late.Standing on her toes, she moved

her hands from his neck to his shoulders and put her face close to his.“What a shame all the

tents are so close,” she breathed into his ear. “No privacy here, and I do show my ‘appreciation’

rather loudly.”She pursed her lips, fighting to keep a straight face. She tried to hold back her

laughter, imagining herself as a femme fatale, a passionate woman of the world, and a lusty

participant in the bedroom. Nothing could be further from the truth—especially the last few

years when she’d buried herself in her studies and research.She quickly lowered her head to

hide the laughter in her eyes and Nick pulled her close, whispering in her ear.“It’s okay, babe.

I’ll take care of you.” She looked up at him, tears of laughter threatening to spill over. She

swallowed the giggle bubbling in her throat and it came out in a snort. He looked at her with a

slight frown, and she reached up as though she was going to kiss him.“Sorry, mate, you’ve lost

your bet tonight.” Pushing him away, Melissa strolled across to the group around the fire and

sat down next to the Italian girls. After tying her sarong tightly around her breasts, she

clenched her hands to still the shaking of her fingers.Yes, a real femme fatale.Chapter TwoNick

had first noticed her standing apart from the group of noisy backpackers at the marina that

morning. Boarding the vessel alone, she had kept to herself all day. Deep in thought as the old

schooner sailed across the Whitsunday Passage to Hook Island, he’d noticed her brush away

tears a couple of times. He had also taken several long appreciative looks at her sunbathing on

the front deck from his vantage point high up the mast as he rigged the sails. After watching

her all day, he was not surprised to feel that jolt of heat run through his body when he’d caught

her as she’d fallen. She had a tilted nose with a light sprinkling of freckles and full red lips. Red-

gold hair fell in a tangle of curls to brush her delicate bare shoulders. She was older than most

of the backpackers on the charter but had a maturity and a beauty that made him look again…

and again. It would have been an enjoyable way to end his last trip on the boat.No

commitment, no strings attached; just the way he liked it.Now, Nick was angry at his stupidity in

getting himself entangled in this situation on his last day on the boat. It was because of that

stupid bet. He’d lost control of the situation because he was so attracted to Lissy. On the other

trips this week, he’d simply shared a few flirtatious kisses with the chosen girls to win the bet

with the crew. It had been a stupid thing to do, and he wasn’t proud of himself.When he’d



looked down at Lissy, he had been lost in her sad, dark eyes. As he shifted his eyes to her soft

mouth, her lips had beckoned him. He had only to dip his head slightly and he could have

covered her mouth with his own, savouring the tempting sweetness of those luscious lips.He

shook his head in frustration.What the hell is wrong with me? I’m getting soft.It was time to get

back to work and finish the blasted report or the funding would dry up. The recent calls from his

family indicated it was time to go home and be the dutiful son and brother for a while. The

emails from his mother hinted at upcoming changes in the family, and how much they missed

him. The pull of Italian blood was strong. As much as he hated to admit it, he loved his time

back in Armidale on the family farm. La mia famiglia ... the close bond that held his brothers

and sisters together no matter where they were in the world was fostered by their

mother.“Penny for your thoughts?” He jumped as a hand touched his arm.The first woman who

had really attracted him for a long time stood in front of him, backlit by the flickering firelight.

Smarting from the unflattering image of himself as a Lothario who would make money from a

demeaning bet, he knew it was time to make amends.“You really don’t want to know what I’m

thinking. Boring thoughts about work,” he said. He walked over to the camp fridge, grabbed two

beers, and held one out to her. “Peace offering?”After a pause, she reached for the beer. “Why

not?”They sipped their beers in silence as they walked back to the group sitting around the fire.

They sat on the soft sand and Lissy looked over at him and spread her hands. “Can you really

call this work?”He laughed and decided it was not the right time to tell her all about himself,

now that she seemed to have forgiven him for his crass behaviour. He would give it a while and

then admit that there was more to him than just a drifter in the Islands.##The whoosh of waves

breaking on the crushed coral beach woke Lissy early the next morning. Rolling onto her

stomach, she opened the flap of the one-man tent and propped her chin on her hand, enjoying

the view of the old sailing ship silhouetted by the rising sun. She saw tanned muscular legs

through her tent flap and sighed at the sight of Nick heading for the water, clad only in a pair of

black swimming trunks. Closing her tent flap, she rolled on to her back, crossing her arms on

her chest. Even though she knew what Nick had been playing at, she still found him incredibly

attractive … and kind. His apology last night had shown there was more to himAfter breakfast,

the crew packed up the campsite in preparation for the sail back to Hamilton Island. Lissy and

some of the other backpackers climbed to the lookout on the peak of the island. As they

reached the top of the path, she caught her breath and moved across to the lookout, taking in

the beauty of the view down to Hamilton Island. Patches of brilliant white sand edged the blue

waters, backed by verdant green hills on each island.“Are you coming, Lissy?” Bella, one of the

Italian girls, called. “We sail at eleven.”“I’ll catch up with you.” She glanced at her watch. She

stood there for a long time after the others started the trek to the beach. This short holiday had

helped her cope with her grief after Gramps’s funeral, and she was feeling ready to go back to

work. Deep in thought, she jumped as a deep voice intruded in the silence.“It’s the best view in

the Whitsunday Islands.” Nick stood at her shoulder. “Did you know the islands were first

recorded by Captain Cook on Whit Sunday in 1770, and that’s how they got their name?” He

was standing so close to her she could feel the heat coming from his body as he pointed to the

islands spread below them like emeralds on the blue water.“Not far north from here, Cook ran

aground and had to repair his ship, the Endeavour.” His breath on the side of her face sent

goose bumps down her neck. Her serenity disappeared instantly; he was trying his luck

again.Well, two can play this game. My mother might have been a sucker for the first good-

looking man that came along, but I won’t follow in her footsteps.“How fascinating. I don’t know

much history at all,” she said, settling into her role. Professor Andrews would be horrified to

hear those words from his Pacific history lecturer.“I’m a little bit scared to walk down the track



alone. I heard things rustling in the bush before.” She widened her eyes, deciding not to bat her

eyelashes as that might be a bit of overkill.“Nothing to be scared of,” he replied, holding out his

hand to her. She reached out and held it and an instant electricity seemed to ignite between

them. Nick put his warm hands on her bare shoulders, pulling her in close. Her heart thudded

and her knees trembled.“I feel safe now,” she said breathlessly, even though safe was far from

what she felt. She hoped the combination of her demure expression and the huskiness of her

voice would have the desired reaction. She kept her eyes lowered as his hand slid down her

arm and he lifted her hand to his mouth. He moved his lips gently across her palm.“Come on,

the dinghy’s waiting to take the last group back.” He kept hold of her hand as he led her down

the track through the coastal she-oak trees. When they were on the beach, hundreds of black

butterflies fluttered from the bush at the eastern end of the bay.“Spectacular, isn’t it? That’s why

they call it Butterfly Bay.” He looked down at her and reached across to push a strand of hair

from her eyes. “Delicate creatures, a lot like you.” She pushed his hand away. She was done

playing games.“You’re not going to give up, are you, Nick? What’s the time frame on the bet? I

told you last night. You’ve done your money. You chose the wrong girl.” She picked up her

backpack and stalked across to the waiting dinghy.***Nick’s body suffused with heat. Fighting

to keep his temper, he struggled to maintain an impassive expression. Lissy glared at him from

the edge of the water. Nick Richards, who rarely backed away from a challenge, was

intimidated by this slip of a woman. He had avoided this sort of situation for years, since Olivia

had dumped him for a richer prospect. Heartbroken, he had sworn a pretty face would never

suck him in again, and he had enjoyed his playboy “love’em and leave’em” lifestyle of the last

ten years. This stupid bet hadn’t given him the opportunity to lay down his usual ground rules,

and one thing he hated was dishonesty. Now, he was having a strong and genuine attraction

thrown back in his face. Strolling over to the dinghy, he picked up the last of the camping gear

and turned to face Lissy, hurt driving his words.“You are an extremely beautiful young woman,

Lissy. All bets aside, flaunting yourself to all and sundry gives an impression of availability,

whether you mean to or not. I believe there is a word for women who tease and don’t deliver

the goods.” As he headed for the dinghy he looked over his shoulder and drawled, “So

sweetheart, take care or you may find yourself in trouble one day.”Chapter ThreeLissy strode

along the road from the marina at Hamilton Island down to her beachfront cabin still fuming

from Nick’s parting shot. She sat with the Italian girls on the front deck listening to their chatter

and laughing with them as they tried to converse in two languages. When the vessel moored,

she bid a cheery farewell to Bella and Anna, disembarking without a backward glance. The

only time she had been near Nick was during the morning briefing by the crew, and he’d

ignored her—which suited her fine. His stinging comment would not leave her. She regretted

the two days on the backpacker charter. She should have saved her money and stayed in the

luxury cabin at the resort. She couldn’t believe how rude he’d been. Working in an international

playground where people are relaxed and receptive to romance had distorted his view of the

way normal people behaved. He’d started the whole mess with his demeaning bet.Unlocking

the door to her cabin, she angrily threw her backpack into the corner. She was upset with

herself because even after his nasty comment, she was still aware of the attraction between

them. She had encouraged him a little bit more than necessary. Her T-shirt and shorts followed

the backpack into the corner, and she pushed open the door to the luxurious marble

bathroom.A long soak in the hot tub with lots of bubbles would wash the salt out of her hair and

clear her mind. She planned on dressing up and relaxing with a glass of wine and dinner in the

resort restaurant. Lissy would enjoy the last night of her holiday, before the prospect of going

back to the cold winter of the tablelands, and being Dr. Melissa McIntyre at work, resurfaced.



Standing in front of the mirror, water filling the large spa bath, she touched her lips, imagining

Nick’s lips on hers. She could dream—she would never see him again and could file him away

as a fantasy.The bath wasn’t the total escape she had hoped for. As the fragrant oils soaked

into her skin and the steamy heat lathered her face with moisture, Nick drifted in and out of her

thoughts. Damn the man for being so sexy! She sank down in the water and closed her eyes,

but images of him climbing the mast, his long, tanned legs lightly covered with blond hair, and

standing bare-chested as he steered the little dinghy, flicked through her mind in an erotic

slideshow.Sitting up, Lissy pulled the plug, dismayed at the direction of her thoughts. She

climbed out of the bath, dried off and wrapped herself in a soft white towelling robe, and

stepped onto the sunny deck to dry her hair. She pulled up the chair on the front deck that

overlooked the tropical gardens at the back of the resort. The front door of the neighbouring

cabin opened and caught her attention. A red-faced cleaning maid hurried down the pathway in

front of the cabins, pulling her cleaning trolley along behind her.“Apologies, monsieur, I will

send someone down with fresh towels for you immediately. I am so sorry that your room was

not ready.”“Not a problem,” drawled a familiar voice. “I’ll borrow one from my friend next door.”

Lissy looked over to see the subject of her erotic daydream standing there wearing nothing but

a wicked grin and a small towel strategically placed across his hips.“Got a spare towel,

sweetheart?” Glaring at him, she draped her spare towel over the low wall between their decks

before storming inside and slamming the door behind her.She closed her eyes as Nick’s

laughter drifted through the open window. The sooner she was on a plane home, the better.

Cold weather and work, with no Nick to bother her, was quickly becoming very

appealing.***Nick strolled into the restaurant an hour later and spotted Lissy sitting alone at a

table by the window overlooking the bay. Her chin rested in her hand as she gazed out over the

water. With a quiet word to the maitre d’, he walked over to her table and sat opposite her.“You

know I’m beginning to think you’re following me.” Lissy turned and glared at him, but he

reached over and took her hand, ignoring the instant tug of attraction as he looked into her

eyes.“Hey, I want to apologise for the way I spoke to you this morning. I was way out of line.”

Nick had regretted his harsh words all day, and when he realised Lissy was staying at the

resort, he had decided to seek her out and apologise. Finding himself in the cabin next door to

her had been an unexpected bonus.“Let’s pretend we’ve just met and forget the last two days.

Good food, good wine, a great view, and great company. I owe you a drink for lending me a

towel anyway.”To his surprise, Lissy didn’t react with the sarcasm he expected.“Why not? I’m

going back to reality tomorrow. I may as well indulge the last night.”He tilted his head to one

side. “Indulge?”“Don’t get your hopes up, matey. I’m talking food and wine, nothing else.” Her

face brightened. “Good company will be a bonus. It’s past time that we quit playing games. A

civilised meal together, a casual conversation, good memories, and we’ll go our separate ways

tonight.” She held out her hand. “Deal?”
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Gatorfan, “GREAT, GREAT, GREAT STORY..... THE TROUBLE WITH PARADISE is a

standalone read with a happy ending. I believe any age can read and enjoy this story. There is

one sexy scene but nothing graphic and the door to the bedroom is shut. The story takes

place at the beginning in the beautiful Whitsunday Islands.Melissa, Lizzy, is a History professor

at a small town university. She has been to the coast to scatter her Grandpa's ashes. They

were very close and she loved him dearly. She spent all her spare time from childhood to adult

with him. After the service she took some time to grieve and accept that he was really gone.

She took a backpacker's tour on a guide boat. She keeps to herself but as the boat is getting

close to land a gorgeous sailor that she had noticed before swings down from the sails and

offers her a beer. He asks her to save him a dance at the fire pit tonight as they land and sleep

ashore. She is looking forward to it until a young woman warns her that Nick has a habit of

taking bets from the crew that he can pick a female and make out with her at the shore. Really

angry that he thinks her so easy she decides to teach him a lesson. Nick is a History

Professor and is working on his Ph.D., he has a research project to finish before he gets his

degree. No one knows about his life at the university. They all think he is just a sailor.This

story is great. Nick and Lizzy both have issues that they need to work out. Their journey to a

happy ever after is not an easy road to go down. The attraction is overwhelming but they both

fight it tooth and nail. But fate has a way of working things out as these two discover they can't

just kiss and disappear. I loved this story. It is so good there is no place to put it down. Great

characters both main and side. Of course it is in Australia in a small town but still beautiful.

Great read and I definitely recommend it.I was not paid for this review. I am not a writer nor do

I know one. I am not kin to this author. I am a reader and this is my opinion, nothing more,

nothing less.  12/19/2021”

Jill McCaw, “A nice easy summer read. Nice little romance for the holidays. Read this on

Christmas day in between eating too much and talking with relatives. Just what I wantedI was a

little confused at first because I didn't know there was a New England in Australia so assumed

Lissy must be American and was on holiday from the states. Once that cleared up it was all

good.”

Judith Byrne, “The trouble with Paradise. I needed something more in this book although it was

pleasant reading,found it was missing keeping me interested, so that I could out it down easily.”

Joan, “Trouble with paradise. This was an interesting read. The characters were an entertaining

bunch of people.  The story Nick and Lissy was star crossed but did work out in the end.”

Diane McKewin, “The Trouble With Paradise. A totallly delightful story by Annie Seaton.

Beautiful settings and lovely characters. I must read more books by Annie Seaton.”

The book by Annie Seaton has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 141 people have provided feedback.

The Trouble with Paradsie Chapter One Chapter Two Chapter Three Chapter Four Chapter

Five Chapter Six Chapter Seven Chapter Eight Chapter Nine Chapter Ten Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve Chapter Thirteen Chapter Fourteen Chapter Fifteen Chapter Sixteen Chapter

Seventeen Chapter Eighteen Chapter Nineteen Chapter Twenty Chapter Twenty-One About

the Author



Language: English

File size: 3201 KB

Text-to-Speech: Enabled

Screen Reader: Supported

Enhanced typesetting: Enabled

X-Ray: Not Enabled

Word Wise: Enabled

Print length: 247 pages

Lending: Enabled

Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

