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Pot OF GOLD

.. Robin stared up at the stars, hard. The wench was
provoking him, but damned if he knew why.

He could have sworn he heard her purr as she sidled
closer.

"So, does that mean you are going to take advantage of



me?" she asked.

"Bloody hell!" he cried and sat up so fast she rolled away
from him in the sand. "What sort of talk is that?"

Eleanor sat up, too, onto her knees. She toyed with her
thick braids and tucked them up again into a disheveled
mess on top of her head. She glared at him. "You're a man,
and I'm a woman."

"Obviously." Robin narrowed his eyes. "You're supposed
to be a gentlewoman."

"But you," she pointed out, "are a pirate. You're not
supposed to have morals or manners."

"So you're saying you'd want me to rape you again?"
Robin had been propositioned plenty of times, but this
wench had him gape-mouthed aghast.

"It's not rape if | want it, too!" Eleanor put her hands on
her hips.

Even in the dimming light from the fire, he couldn't
1ignore her glare. "Neptune's balls!" he cried, only because he
couldn't think of what else to say.

"I don't give a fig for Neptune's," Eleanor retorted
smartly. "But I believe I'd like to learn more about yours."
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POT OF GOLD

"Turn this boat around right now!" Eleanor Fitzwilliam
stomped her bare foot so hard on the broad boards of the
deck she imagined the sound of her toes breaking.

The man towering over her smoothed the mustache and
beard surrounding his arrogant smile. "I don't think so,
love."

"Don't you call me that." Eleanor lifted her chin and
ignored the rather blatant look of appraisal he was giving
her.

Fuming, she turned to face the broad expanse of open
sea. Tears clogged her throat, but she refused to let them
fall. She'd made her plans so carefully, made certain when
she got off this boat it would be in a place she wouldn't be
easily discovered. She'd spent the last three days in the hold
with the sea pitching beneath her, only to crawl out this
morning to the nasty surprise of a sea view when she'd
expected land. Not only did she have no idea where she was,
she had no idea who the man was before her.

Desperation made her bold. "How dare you? Who do you
think you are?"

He gave a deep, courtly bow that was perfect in its
presentation but a mockery just the same. "Captain Robin
Steele."

"Robin Steele?" She looked over his worn finery, the
braids in his long, dark golden hair, then cast a look over
his shoulder to the tattered black flag flapping on the main
mast. "How clever. And if | told you my name was Miss
Understood, would you believe me?"

"Is your name Miss Understood, love?"

"No, it's Eleanor Fitzwilliam, and I'm not your love!"

He gave another bow. "At your service, Miss Fitzwilliam."

"You are not at my service!" Eleanor pressed her lips
together to keep them from trembling. Her father had
always taught her a brave face made a brave heart.

He put a hand to his heart and gave an insincere pout.
"Well, Miss Fitzwilliam, you happen to be a stowaway on my
ship. Which means I'll call you whatever I like. Love."”

"It's not your boat," she told him with a sniff. "It belongs



to my fiancé, Mister Winston Dandrew, and he'll be sorely
displeased to find it commandeered with me aboard!"

The pirate seemed unimpressed. "Upset he might be
about the ship, but I suspect he doesn't even know you're
aboard, love. Not unless a man's britches and a coating of
dirt are your usual attire, in which case, I fail to see why the
man asked for your hand in the first place. Care to tell me
what, exactly, you were doing?"

Words failed her. She turned around and swung at him,
but his hand grabbed hers and, in the next instant, she
found herself wrapped in his arms.

"You don't want to do that, love," he said with quiet
menace. His surprisingly white, even teeth shone against
the tanned skin of his face and dark amber of his beard. "I
get a mite testy when I'm slapped in the face."

Eleanor hadn't grown up with five brothers for nothing.
Though her

body pressed so intimately against the pirate's she could
barely struggle, she could move her knee. She brought it up
sharply, right between his legs, and dropped him like a
stone.

"How about when you're kicked in the nuggets?" she
cried, and was off.

"I don't like that much either," she heard the pirate gasp
out from behind her, but she didn't stop to see what he was
doing.

She had no place to go. The boat was small—a schooner
really— nothing more than a few sails and cabin atop a hold
filled with cargo. Winston used it to travel between the
1slands on business.

She reached the foredeck and pivoted with a wince as the
rough boards scraped at her bare feet. She'd thought
disguising herself as a boy would help her get away
unnoticed by her father and brothers, but now she regretted
not wearing boots. The pirate had hunched over, but as she
watched, he stood and shook himself like a dog shaking off
water. Then he set his shoulders in clear determination, and
strode toward her.

A sailor, only slightly less grimy but rather less fancy
than the pirate captain, stepped neatly from behind one of
the masts. He grabbed her arm hard enough to hurt, and
Eleanor yelped.



"Unhand me, you scurvy swabby!"

The man gripping her arm frowned. "I ain't got scurvy."

Now she noticed the ship's crew. Some dangled from the
masts like monkeys, while others knotted ropes and
swabbed the decks with nasty-looking mops. She shivered.

"You don't need to yank her arm from her shoulders."
The pirate's grin was pure evil as he looked at Eleanor.
"Though I'd like to let you, Ridley, her fiancé might not take
kindly to getting back ruined merchandise."

She had no intention of returning to Winston, but the
pirate didn't know that. She certainly didn't want to be
ruined, in any case. Eleanor stepped away from the sailor,
who went back to his business with a

shrug.

"So you'll let me go?"

"Eventually." The pirate peered at her closely. "When I've
finished my business."

"Your business!" She gasped at the effrontery of it. "This
1s my fiancé's boat!"

He looked pained. "Ship, if you please, love. A boat is
something you row on a pond. The Rainbow is a ship. And a
very fine one at that. One of the finest ['ve ever borrowed."

"Stolen, you mean! Shanghaied!!"

"Is your voice always so.... shrill?" He rubbed at his ear.

"My voice," Eleanor said from between gritted teeth, "is
not shrill."

He raised his eyebrows. "It could make paint peel. It
could—"

"Oh, close your gob," she retorted smartly and crossed
her arms over her chest. "l want to know—I demand to
know—when you're going to return me to land!"

The pirate shook his head and held out his hands, palms
up. "I told you, love. After my business is completed."

He put a hand too casually on the cutlass hanging from
his belt. Eleanor swallowed, hard, despite a mouth gone
suddenly as dry as sand. She'd been so stunned to come on
deck and find the boat—the ship—out to sea instead of
docked at the next island, she hadn't had time to be afraid.
Now, however, she watched the pirate's dark eyes sweep
over her scantily clad body and her heart thudded.

"What is your business?" she asked in a much smaller
voice. Pirates were bloodthirsty brigands. Sailors were



notoriously rowdy. She could hold her own against men who
at least had a modicum of respectability, but against true
buccaneers.....

"Gold, of course. What other business could I possibly be
about?" He grinned at her again, which did not make her
feel any safer. He had a dangerous smile, bright and cheery,
in a face she'd have guessed better suited to scowling. "I am
a pirate."

"Saddest pirate I ever seen," said the sailor from behind
her. "No ship of his own, nary a crew..."

"Belay that talk." The pirate gestured so rudely at the
sailor Eleanor had to avert her eyes. She knew what a
gesture like that meant, of course. But a lady shouldn't be
exposed to such a thing. He looked back at her with an
almost apologetic look. "Ridley is a scurvy bilge rat, love.
Don't listen to a word he says."

"l ain't got scurvy!" Ridley shouted and stalked away.

The pirate shrugged. "Maybe he's not got scurvy, but his
temper's pretty fierce."

Eleanor straightened her back, too aware of the way the
salt wind was revealing her body. She wished desperately
she hadn't dispensed with her chemise before donning her
brother Horatio's cast-off clothes. Now a chill swept her
spine at the fresh breeze, and her nipples strained the thin
linen shirt. She crossed her arms more closely about her,
but that did no good, merely pushed her generous bosom
up and out.

"l warn you, if you hurt me, my family will hunt you
down. You'll never get away with it."

"I don't want to hurt you, love." He sounded sincere. "l
may have gone on the account, but I know how to treat a
lady.

Eleanor wasn't particularly reassured, but she pretended
confidence anyway. "l demand you take me back, now, and
return this boat—"

"Ship."

She glared at him, finding it easier to be angry than
afraid. "Ship back to port!"

"We'll get to port all right," the pirate said. "But not the
one you're wanting."

He turned away from her, then paused, as if he'd
thought of something else.



"And another thing." His voice had gone deep again, low
and dangerous. He glanced back briefly, his eyes glittering
in a way she found terribly disconcerting. "You may ask me
for whatever you wish,

and if 'tis in my good nature to provide it, I will. But you
demand nothing."

Then he left her standing on the deck while the ship
continued to

crest through the vast ocean waves.

* * *

The lass was a hardy one, thank Neptune. Robin couldn't
have dealt with a green-faced wench losing her supper over
the side. The wind had picked up now, and the sea was
slightly choppier than normal. They'd make good time.

He heard her pacing in the cabin, and an occasional
crash. Let her wreck whatever she wishes. None of it
belonged to him.

Including her, he reminded himself. Not that he found the
lass attractive with her sooty face and ratty clothes overtop
the lush curves... Blast it/ Robin shook himself. All right, he
admitted reluctantly. The lass is tempting. Except...she had
the face of a mermaid and the mouth of a sea hag. There
was a reason why women were considered bad luck aboard
a ship, and she was it.

Eleanor Fitzwilliam. She hadn't mentioned it, but he
knew her father. A merchant of that much power was
something like a prince in the small island community... or
at least a duke. Edmund Fitzwilliam transported more
goods and made more profit than any other landlubber,
except perhaps for the other man she'd mentioned. Winston
Dan drew.

Oh, he'd gotten himself tied up with a piece of trouble all
right. Eleanor had stumbled out of the hold earlier this
morning, disheveled and bedraggled and still as snooty as
the royalty she'd likely been raised to believe she was.

Robin cursed himself for not checking the holds more
thoroughly before he and Ridley borrowed Dandrew's
schooner, but unlike other raids he'd captained, he hadn't
been interested in the contents, or even the ship itself. He
sought booty of a different sort. This would be his greatest
plunder yet. Robin slid the leprechaun's gold coin between
his



fingers. It was warm to the touch, nearly hot, and not
from the fierce Caribbean sun beating down.

Another loud crash came from inside the cabin, and a
muffled shout. He hoped the lass weren't hurting herself in
there. He bent to the door again, listening.

It flew open so suddenly it knocked him in the head.
"Damn it!"

"I'll thank you to watch your language," Eleanor said.

He rubbed at his temple. "That's twice today you've
bruised me."

She sniffed and gave him a look designed to make him
feel small. Captain Robin Steele did not feel small for any
woman. Not even one with icy green eyes and hair like
tumbling shadows.

She looked down her finely shaped nose at him. She'd
taken the time to clean herself up a bit, he noticed, though
the masculine clothes were the same. He'd not have thought
a pair of trousers could make him think of sex, but there
they were, cupping the pert globes of her luscious...

"If you're completely done ogling me," Eleanor said.

He offered her his most charming grin. "You caught me."

She rolled her eyes, clearly unimpressed. "You can tell
me when you expect to finish your business and return me
to Port Howard."

"We're close, love."

"Don't call me that," she said. "How close?"

He rubbed the coin as it began to scorch his skin. "I'd
say—"

"Land, ho!"

Robin turned away from the lass and shaded his eyes
with his hand. "Right about now."

She stepped up close beside him...so close he could feel
the brush of her elbow against his arm. "Where are you
taking me?"

His closed his fingers tightly around the coin despite the
burning sting. "['m not taking you anywhere, love. But I'm
going there." He pointed.

The small, barren spit of land boasted a few ragged
tropical trees

and a wide expanse of sandy beach no different than any
of the others on countless islands all around the Caribbean.
Yet to Robin it looked like a tropical paradise, a haven.... the



end of the rainbow. He grinned as a gust of spray splashed
his face. Almost there.

"There?" Eleanor sounded surprised. "Why ever for?
There's nothing there!"

"Ah, but there is, love." Robin couldn't keep his grin from
growing wider. "There's gold."

The lass seemed a bit taken aback and he supposed he
couldn't blame her. He probably looked mad. But the grin
stayed at the thought of the leprechaun's gold waiting for
him somewhere on that desolate piece of island just ahead.

"Gold." She didn't sound impressed. "Not your gold, I'll
warrant."

" "Twill be mine once I've dug it up." He didn't bother
much with technicalities. "And some will go to the crew, of
course."

She looked over her shoulder at the skeleton crew behind
her. "How generous of you. You have a crew taking on the
work of twice as many men. You must have promised them
quite a lot of gold."

"Enough. ['ve promised them enough." He looked at her.
"Not that it's any of your business."

"This is my fiancé's boat. Ship," she amended when she
saw his look. "I should say anything which takes place upon
it is my business."

"It was your fiancé's ship," he reminded her. "Until he
foolishly left it unguarded, and I borrowed it with the help of
those fine lads."

She had the most intriguing green eyes, which she now
used to arrest his own. "What happened to your ship?"

Her question startled him. "What?"

Eleanor put her hands on her hips. "What happened to
your ship? If you're a pirate, where's your ship? Surely
you'd find a larger, more seaworthy ship more profitable
than Winston's schooner. If you were any sort of decent
pirate, you'd have your own ship, your own crew. So, where
are they?"

He had to admire the brains inside that pretty head of
hair. He didn't like her question, but he had to admire that
she'd thought of it. Robin smoothed his beard and
mustache before answering.

"My ship," he said finally, "is at the bottom of the Atlantic
Ocean, along with most of my crew."



He gripped the rail as he thought of the screams of his
men, and the burning taste of salt rose in his throat as he
recalled the frigid water of the Atlantic closing over his head.
He shook off the memory and turned to find her staring at
him with those wide, green eyes.

"I'm sorry," she said unexpectedly and put a hand on his
arm.
Robin couldn't recall the last time a woman had touched
him with compassion. "['m not the first captain to lose a
ship and crew to another's cannon."

She nodded, and her glance caught sight of her hand on
his sleeve. She jerked away hastily, as if she'd been burned.
Up went her nose again. "Well, I'd say it serves you right!"

Robin thought of how Danny Flynn had sobbed for his
mother when he realized he was going to die and felt his
face grow fierce. "Say that to the fourteen-year-old boy who
went down with my crew, Miss Fitzwilliam. D'ya think he
was served rightly?"

He didn't enjoy the look on her face as much as he
thought he might. "We were set upon in peaceful waters by
members of Her Majesty's Navy. We'd hung no black flag
and carried no stolen cargo. We were heading for the coast
of Ireland to take the lad back home. They fired on us with
no warning. We went down within an hour."

She'd opened her mouth to speak, but he cut her off.
"Save your talk, Miss Fitzwilliam. I'm no longer in the mood
for conversation."

He turned and began barking orders to the grumbling
crew. He didn't have their loyalty, but he did have their
service for the promise of the gold he'd told them awaited.
They were the lowest, scurviest bilge rats he'd ever had the
displeasure to captain, but they were competent enough.

"What's that?" Eleanor grabbed at the coin in his hand.

She was quick, he'd grant her that, but he was quicker.
He snapped his fingers closed and lifted his hand high in
the air, over her head. She reached for it again, but wasn't
tall enough.

Robin chuckled. "You'll have to do better than that, love."

The lass pointed at the deck. "You've dropped
something."

He wasn't going to fall for that old trick. Not Robin
Steele. He grinned, but didn't look down.



"Try again, love."

Eleanor raised her brows at him. "All right with me if
you're rich enough to leave a gold piece on the deck for
anyone to pick up."

"I'm not falling for that."

She shrugged and bent before him. The front of her boy's
shirt, unbuttoned at the throat, gaped. His gaze followed the
path of her creamy white throat, down to the first hint of
smooth breast..... was that a peek of pink...

Eleanor's head came up and slammed his chin so hard
he saw stars. His teeth clamped down on his tongue and
bitter blood squirted out. "Bloody hell!"

She didn't pause. While he swiped at the tears of pain
blurring his vision, Eleanor leaped up and grabbed the
leprechaun's coin. When it was safe in her fist, she backed
off and gave him a triumphant smirk.

"You just couldn't resist, could you?"

Robin gave her an admiring nod. "You are no lady, Miss
Fitzwilliam."

She lifted her chin, proud despite her attire and the
situation she was in. Robin admired pride. He had quite a
bit of it himself.

"You're no gentleman," she replied.

He indicated his clothes, a bit sea-tattered and not quite
the latest fashion. "I'd say that's obvious."

"Land, ho!" came the cry again, and Robin barked out
orders for the crew to make for shore.

He turned back to Eleanor and gave her his most
charming grin. "Now, give me back my coin, love."

"I don't think so. I want to know what's so special about
this small disc of metal, that you're willing to steal my
fiancé's boat for it."

"Eleanor, I'm a pirate. Stealing is what pirates do."

She shook the coin at him, and again Robin had to
admire the lass's brains. "There's more to it than that. You
said this coin was going to lead you to more! And I've never
seen the likes of it before."

She peered closely at it. "Go n-éiri an béthar leat. What on
earth does that mean?"

"It means 'have a good journey," Robin replied. He
stepped toward her, hand outstretched. "But give it back
now."



Eleanor held it closer to her generous bosom. "I'm not
giving it back unless you tell me what you're up to."

"You wound me." He put a hand over his heart.

She clearly wasn't convinced. She glanced to the ocean
at her left. "What would you do if I threw this overboard?"

His heart thudded at the very thought. This gold was
meant to change his life, and he spoke without thinking. "I'd
probably kill you."

That did it. Her pale cheeks went completely white. She
swallowed hard. "[t must be worth a lot to you."

"You want to know the story, love? I'll tell you. I got that
coin from a leprechaun. And if I follow where it leads me, I'll
find his pot of gold."

"How can a coin lead you any place?"

He motioned toward her. "Don't you notice how hot it is?"

She looked down at it. "From the sun."

Robin shook his head. "No, love. 'Tis the coin's own
magic. The closer you get to the pot of gold, the hotter that
coin will get. When it's fair burning your flesh to the bone,
you'll have found the treasure."

Robin heard a loud snort of disbelief from behind. First
Mate Ridley scowled.

"Not bloody likely," Ridley said. "You're daft! Leprechauns
ain't real! And they sure as shite don't live in the
Caribbean!"

Robin held up a finger. "Ah, but there you're wrong, my
friend. I caught the wee man stealing my liquor. He was real
enough."

Eleanor looked more closely at the coin. "I agree with
him. You're mad. What would a leprechaun be doing down
here?"

Robin remembered the wee fellow as clearly as he did his
mother's face. Well, perhaps not quite like that, since he'd
been sodding drunk when he found the creature. But he did
recall what the small man had told him.

"He said he'd got a weakness of the lungs and came in
search of a warmer climate."

Eleanor burst into laughter, but Ridley let out a string of
curses that ought to have made the chit's ears burn. She
only shook her head and toyed further with the coin. He was
going to have to take it from her.

"You're daft," repeated Ridley. "We're following a mad



man! There's no gold on this island! You're taking us on a
wild goose chase."

"I'm not," Robin said to the man, even as he kept his
gaze locked on Eleanor. "I promised every man a share of
the booty, and you won't be disappointed."

"Bollacks," snapped the first mate and stalked away to
scream at the crew.

"What about me?" Eleanor asked. "Do I get a share of the
booty?"

"You're not a man, love." Robin took another subtle step
toward her. Neptune knew, he didn't want to actually hurt
the wench. Hurting women wasn't his style. But he did need
his coin back, and he wasn't above a bit of intimidation to
do it.

"But I'm on this ship," she said boldly.

"Not my problem," Robin countered. "I promised this
crew if they worked for me, they'd get rich. You're just a
stowaway. Perhaps if you cared to tell me your true reason
for hiding away below decks, I might

be convinced otherwise."

She looked toward the unassuming island. "Assuming
there's as much gold there as you say, surely there'd be
enough to give me some."

"Miss Fitzwilliam, your father is the wealthiest man in
the Caribbean. You're engaged to the second wealthiest.
What need have you of my gold?"

"My father thinks I don't have a worthy thought in my
head. He's going to leave his entire business to my brothers,
with little more than an annual stipend for me. My fiancé is
much the same. Though he loves me, 'tis clear I'll be as
purely decorative in his home as I am in my father's."

Ah. Now he had some idea of why Princess Eleanor had
donned boy's duds and stowed away on the Rainbow.

"And money will help you change that?"

She nodded. "With my own money, I can control my
destiny a little better."

"l can't blame you for wanting that. But the fact remains,
Miss Fitzwilliam, ['m under no obligation to share my prize
with you. Not one. Now be a good lass and give me back the
coin before you lose it."

Eleanor shook her head. "You see, Captain Steele?
You've fallen under the same misconception as every other



male in my life. I'm not a good lass."

She stamped on his foot as he came closer. As he was
wearing thick leather boots and she was barefoot, she only
damaged herself. She let out an invective that had him
laughing aloud.

"I'll thank you to watch your language," Robin said.

Her face had gone bright red, and her lovely green eyes
flashed like a pair of matched emeralds. "You're a horrid
pirate!"

"Thank you." He swept her a bow.

"No," Eleanor said as though speaking to a dimwit. "I
didn't mean you were a horrible pirate, which I
suppose is taken to be

complimentary, for a pirate to be called horrible. | meant
you are horrible as a pirate."

All around them was the bustle of the crew readying the
ship for landing. The coin must be nearly burning a hole
right through her palm. And all Robin could do was stare at
the snooty lass in front of him.

"A real pirate would've thrown me in the brig, or
whatever you have on this ship, the second I showed up on
deck! A real pirate would have..."

"A real pirate would've had his way with you seven ways
to Sunday and then given you to the crew for their
pleasure." Robin advanced on her, well aware he cut an
imposing figure in his tall black boots and snarl. Eleanor
didn't shrink before him, though he swore he could feel her
trembling from where he stood. "A real pirate would've cut
you up and fed you to the fish."

He turned again, aware the crew had paused in their
actions to listen. A look from him had them bustling again,
though he sensed their unwillingness. He'd only taken two
steps when he heard her speak again.

"See?" Eleanor said. "You're a horrible pirate!"

He whirled to face her, fury making him want to throttle
her. "I'm not, but would you like me to be, love?"

He was next to her in three strides, and she was in his
arms for the second time since they'd met. She struggled,
but was really no match for him. Robin only meant to
frighten her a little and retrieve his coin, but once he caught
the scent of her hair, he had no choice but to kiss her.

"Oh!" Her mouth opened in surprise beneath his, and



she stopped struggling.

It had been too long since he'd kissed a woman, and
longer still since it had been a lass as luscious as this. Soft,
warm...clean, despite the smudges of dirt on her face. Robin
pulled her closer and deepened the kiss, urged her to open
for him, and was gratified when she did.

"Let's see if Winston Dandrew can do that," he
murmured against her lips.

"Oh!" she cried again, louder this time, and in the next
instant he felt her knee come up between his thighs again.

"Damn it, wench!"

But she was already pushing away from him while he
tried to catch his breath. She ran for the side of the ship,
cast one glance over her shoulder, and climbed on top of the
railing. She teetered for a moment before steadying herself.

"No, lass! Don't!"

She didn't listen. She straightened her body, put her
hands out in front of her, and pushed off. Eleanor made a
perfect dive off the edge, and a moment later, he heard the
splash of her entry. She'd dived into the ocean to get away
from him.

And bloody blasted barnacles, she still had his coin. *

* *

Eleanor had never been more thankful to be wearing
trousers. She kicked steadily, moving through the water
with strong strokes. Clutching the coin was becoming
painful, but she didn't let go.

In moments her feet touched soft sand, and she waded
up onto the beach. The island didn't look much better up
close than it had from far away. A few stunted trees dotted
the mostly bare landscape. Crabs scuttled past her toes.
The coin burned her palm.

She scraped the heavy mass of her hair off her face and
tried to shake off as much of the water as she could as she
headed up the beach. When she got to the slim shade of the
tattered palm tree she turned to face the ship. A small, dark
speck in the water told her what she'd already suspected.
He was following her.

Eleanor put her fingers to her lips. The feeling of his kiss
slammed back into her so suddenly she had to rest her back
against the tree or fall to the sand. She took in a deep,
shuddering breath and tried to push away the sensation,



but like the coin stinging her palm, his lips had

scalded hers.

Winston had kissed her many times before. Truth be
told, he'd taken far more liberties than that. But never once
had his kiss turned her legs to jelly the way Robin Steele's
had.

Eleanor's light touch turned harsh as she scrubbed at
her mouth like something nasty had touched her there. A
pirate's kiss! She'd be lucky if she didn't catch some filthy
disease!

The dark form in the water was coming closer. In another
moment or two, he'd reach land. He'd be angry with her, but
Eleanor wasn't terrified. She had the coin.

But what to do with 1t? 'Twould be no difficult task for
him to take it from her. Not a big, strong, virile man like
that...Eleanor shook herself. A big, filthy pirate, she
reminded herself as she watched him wade to shore.

Maybe not so filthy now. The salt water had rinsed him
off. His dark blond hair, tied back from his forehead in a
myriad of small braids, dripped. He'd discarded his hat, the
full-cut jacket, the imposing leather boots. The water had
turned his white shirt nearly transparent, and the twin dark
circles of his nipples and the dark line running down his
belly into his waistband riveted her eyes.

"You stubborn wench!"

She had to hide the coin someplace. But where? She'd
forgone the normal feminine undergarments that would
have provided many hiding places. Her hair. That, at least,
had maintained some semblance of style. Though the thick
braids had come loose from their pins, the ties on the ends
kept them from unraveling. Swiftly, she worked the coin into
her hair at the nape of her neck, then up into the thickness,
and gave it a twist to secure it inside the thickest part of her
hair.

Captain Steele had reached her. His beard glittered with
drops of water. His eyes glittered with anger. "Give me my
coin."

" 'Tis not your coin," Eleanor replied smartly. "You stole
it."

He'd grabbed her by the arms and pulled her upright
before she had

time to protest. He pulled her against his body while his



fingers pinched her upper arms. He brought his face close
to hers, but this time, he didn't kiss her.

"Give me my coin," he said. "And I won't cut you up and
feed you to the crabs."

Eleanor couldn't stop herself from quaking, but she
could look him in the eyes. "I swallowed it."

He blinked. "You bloody what?"

"Swallowed it."

He released her. She stepped back and rubbed her arms
where his grasp had bruised her. The pirate shook his head,
as though he hadn't heard her aright.

"Swallowed my bloody coin." He spoke as though to
himself. Then to her. "What makes you think I won't just
cut you open and take it out of your belly?"

Confidence makes bravery, she reminded herself as she
replied. "Because I think if you were going to kill me, you'd
have done it when you first discovered me. Because I think
you're a bloody awful pirate. Because..."

"Oh, shut your gob," he ordered. He turned and stalked a
few paces, then came back. "I've killed for less than that
coin, love. Don't tempt me."

She lifted her chin and refused to back down, even while
her knees knocked and her stomach churned. "Then kill me
and have done with it! Or else stop threatening me!"

Steele let out a string of curses so salty Eleanor almost
covered her ears.

"Damn you to hell, you bossy bitch!™"

Nobody called her a bitch. Eleanor slapped his face as
hard as she could. The crack of her palm on his cheek
ripped through the sound of the surf. The blow left a white
mark on his tanned skin.

"Don't you call me that!"

He growled at her like a mad dog. Eleanor would have
sworn his eyes flickered red with fury. With a squeak, she
turned tail and ran from him again.

He grabbed for her arm as she tripped on some
deadwood. They both hit the sand at the same time. She
landed on her stomach, but in moments, the pirate had
pulled her around on her back beneath him. His knee
nudged between her thighs. His chest crushed her unbound
breasts. Water from his hair dripped onto her face, and she
blinked it away.



"You'd better stop doing that to me," he said in a low,
menacing tone. "I don't like it."

"Don't call me a bitch!"

"Don't act like one," Steele told her. "I may be a bloody
awful pirate because I refuse to gut you like a fish, but I am
not a lap dog like your Winston Dandrew."

His comment only proved he didn't know Winston very
well. "He's no lap dog."

Steele moved on her, slightly, and gave her more room to
breathe. His knee nudged her again at the juncture of her
thighs, and a sensation bloomed there she didn't want to
feel. She thought again of his kiss, and her lips parted
against her will as she stared into his dark eyes.

She couldn't want him to kiss her again.... could she?

Steele swiped his tongue across that lush mouth. "I can
wait a few days."

That wasn't the answer she was expecting. "For what?"

He rolled off her and gave her a hand to get to her feet.
"For the coin."

"] told you, I swallowed it."

"And I told you, I'll wait for it."

His meaning became suddenly clear to her, and Eleanor
blushed. Heat shot from her cheeks to her throat and over
her entire body, adding to the warmth she'd already felt
from his weight atop her. She

coughed, embarrassed.

"Until then, we'll just have to rely on your belly to tell us
when we're getting close." Steele left her and headed back
down the beach.

Eleanor watched him go. He was tall and lean. In just his
shirt and trousers it was easy to see how well-formed his
shoulders were, how narrow his hips and flat his belly, how
deliciously rounded his sit-upon...

Have mercy. She was lusting after Robin Steele. A
blackguard, a scoundrel, a thieving pirate, of all men! Yet
she couldn't deny what she felt was lust. It sang through
her veins, peaked her nipples and settled down low in her
belly in a way that made her want to dance, slowly, in his
arms while he kissed her breathless.

"Bloody hell," she whispered.

What was wrong with her? Nothing she'd ever done with
Winston had made her feel the way she did now. Eager to



submit. She glanced at the sun, which had begun to sink in
the sky. Too much heat and not enough food, she told
herself.

Steele began to shout and wave his arms. His shouting
grew louder, interspersed with more curses. He even went
so far as to jump up and down and kick at the sand until it
flew, and after a moment, she saw why.

The ship was leaving. It had unfurled its sails and
caught a stiff wind. They were being deserted. She was
alone on the island with the pirate.

* * *

"l can't say as I blame them too much," the wench said.
"It is a crazy story."

Robin dropped another stick onto the blaze and scowled
at her. "They're bloody pirates, love. They're all crazy as
bedbugs themselves."

"But they're used to going after tangible things," she
pointed out. "Ransacking ships and whatnot. Barrels of rum
and sacks of booty.

Chasing after fictitious gold isn't what they're used to."

Robin lifted the fish wrapped in wide leaves from the fire
and set it on the ground between them. "The gold is real."

With a small stick stripped of bark, she poked at the fish
until it fell into several pieces, then stabbed one and
brought it to her mouth. Her sigh of contentment was so
absolutely sensual it made his breath catch. "This is
delicious!"

"Not the fancy table fare you're used to, I'll warrant. But
enough to fill your belly. If there's room in there with my
coin."

She chewed and swallowed, then wiped her mouth with
the back of her hand. "Captain Steele, thank you for not
killing me. Or...anything else."

He took a bite offish before he answered. "You're
welcome."

The wench wanted something from him. He could feel it.
She wouldn't go from spitting poison to poetry if she didn't.
The question was, what?

"] still don't need to give you any of the gold," he told her.
"So you can stop batting your lashes at me."

Eleanor looked offended. "l wasn't batting my lashes."

"Girls like you always bat their lashes at a man when



they want him to give them something." Robin, his belly full,
leaned back on the sand and propped his arms behind his
head.

"That's a rather cynical outlook on life, don't you think?"

He looked at her. "Lass, I'm a pirate. What kind of
outlook would you like me to have?"

"You live a life of adventure and excitement. I should
think you'd be very optimistic." She wrapped the remaining
fish and tucked it close to the fire, then curled her knees to
her chest.

"I'm man who makes his life taking from others and
must constantly fight to keep others from taking from me. If
the law gets hold of me, I'll swing as sure as anything. If any
man ['ve made an enemy of gets hold of me, I'll be sent to
old King Neptune's court."

Robin didn't expect her to understand, not this lass born
to privilege and wealth. "This gold will end all that."

"How so?" She appeared eager as she scooted closer to
him. "Don't tell me you're going to retire."

"You want your own money to be able to have your
freedom," he said. "Didn't it occur to you I might want the
same? Enough money to buy myself a ship and to pay a
crew, enough to start a nice trade route, and establish a
business. Buy a house."

"You'd give up pirating for that?" Eleanor cried. "But
that's so dull!"

Robin yawned and stretched. "To you, maybe. But
honest work and food on the table is something any man
can be proud of."

He looked up to see her looking at him with an odd
expression. "Is the fish griping you? Or maybe that coin is
planning to make an appearance?"

She shook her head. "You're not like I expected at all."

"Funny thing, appearances.”" He grinned. "They can be
deceiving."

Eleanor shivered a little and cast a glance at the sky.
"The stars are lovely tonight."

Cast in dancing patterns of firelight, her face was as
lovely as a star. Robin forced himself to look at the sky
instead. "Tomorrow we'll start looking."

"We?" She gave a small, low chuckle. "So you're going to
allow me to help you, is that it? And what will I earn for my



efforts?"

He rolled to look at her in the slowly dimming firelight. "If
you help me, I'll see to it you get back to your fiancé
unharmed."

She snorted. "Lovely. There's incentive."

"You don't want to get back to the man you're going to
marry?" Robin laughed. "Doesn't sound like true love to me."

"That's none of your business," she retorted, and fell
silent.

"There's a story there."

She looked up at him and bit her lip before replying.
"You want to

settle down. | want to see the world. I want to be more
than some man's trophy. I want...life."

"Dandrew could give you a fine life, I'd wager."

She scoffed. "l don't want the life a man can give me. I
want to make one for myself."

She was definitely not the spoiled young lady of privilege
he'd thought. "Don't we all?"

She gave no reply, and in another few moments, he
heard the soft, deep breathing that told him she'd fallen
asleep.

She'd curled herself in the sand, her head pillowed on
one arm. He allowed himself the luxury of watching her
when she couldn't see him do it. By Neptune, she was
lovely. Even in the dim firelight, 'twas no difficulty to see the
creaminess of her skin, the silken curls of her hair, tied into
a pair of thick braids. Her lashes shadowed her cheeks, but
he remembered that beneath the closed lids lay eyes the
color of the Caribbean Sea, shifting green-blue with hints of
gold.

Gold. The treasure he sought.

She sighed and murmured in her sleep.

Robin turned onto his back and stared up at the night
sky. He fancied he could smell her scent on the soft ocean
breeze wafting over them.

He closed his eyes and went to sleep.

* * *

She woke to the sound of sizzling and the scent of frying
fish. Eleanor's stomach rumbled, and she sat and scrubbed
at her face with the heel of her hand. She blinked and
yawned. Dawn had already pinkened the sky.



"I don't think ['ve ever seen the sun this early in the
morning," she said.

Steele looked up from the patch of sand he was
scratching at with a stick. "I imagine you nary get of bed
before halfway to noon."

He was right, but Eleanor didn't want to admit it. "You
make me

sound like some sort of laze-about."

He raised his eyebrows at her, but didn't comment. He
went back to scratching in the sand.

Eleanor put her hands on her hips. "I'm not, you know!"

He shrugged and gave her a sly grin over one shoulder.
"No. I'd never say that about anyone who lives in the lap of
luxury, and has servants to fetch and carry for her and to
service her every whim."

Not my every whim, she thought as he bent forward and
she caught sight of a smooth strip of skin where his shirt
pulled out of his waistband. Her stomach trembled with a
different kind of hunger this time. Eleanor frowned.

"And I suppose you consider yourself a hard worker, by
contrast? Living off of what other men earn without every
putting forth an honest effort yourself?"

His back stiffened. She'd struck a nerve.

Robin turned and gave her an even look. "l only take
from those who can afford to lose it."

She laughed. "I see. Like the leprechaun?"

Robin bent to his scrawling again. "Like him, aye. The
wee folk hoard gold and treasure for their own pleasure, not
from need. What do they need money for? Their pleasure is
the game of trying not to be caught. I caught him. He lost.
He'll start over with a new game, a new chance."

"You seem to know an awful lot about mythical
characters," she said, fascinated despite herself.

He shrugged again. "My mother told me lots of stories
about the wee folk."

She got up to see what he was doing. "Is that a map?"

He glanced at her, then pointed with his stick. "While
you were still sleeping, I paced this island. This is the
layout."

"It's not very big." Eleanor bent to look at his drawing.
"Did you find the gold?"

"If I had, would I be drawing a map?"



The back of her skull twinged as the coin put forth a
sudden blast of heat. "Oh!"

He got to his feet immediately. "What's wrong?"

She clutched her stomach, though her head was on fire.
"l had a sudden pain."

He grinned. "Serves you right for swallowing that coin."

The pain faded and she glared at him. "Maybe I'm just
hungry."

"There's fish on the fire," he told her. "Help yourself."

They ate in a silence that she was surprised to find
companionable. In the growing light, he didn't look so
disreputable as he had upon board the ship. His clothes
had dried rumpled and his hair was windblown and tangled,
but without the pirate garb and the skull and crossbones
flag behind him, Eleanor had to admit Robin Steele was a
handsome man.

"What?" he asked her suddenly. He ran a hand over his
head. "You're looking at me as though I've grown horns."

"If only," she replied without thinking, and clamped her
mouth closed in embarrassment. Horns would make her
want to avoid him, while instead she kept finding herself
focusing on his wide mouth and imagining it upon hers
again.

Thankfully, he didn't seem to notice. "If you're done, I
say we get started looking."

"] just need to—" Eleanor broke off and looked around.
"Um. Use the necessary?"

Steele stared at her for a long moment, then burst into
guffaws of laughter. "Look around you, love. This is the
necessary."

She squared her jaw. "Then [ must ask you to grant me
some privacy."

"I don't think so." He raised his eyebrow at her. "I'm
sticking around until I get my coin back."

Eleanor got to her feet. "You are a cad!"

He didn't even try to deny it. "And worse than that. I'm a
rake and a scoundrel as well."

She stomped away and availed herself of some low scrub
bushes. When she came out, Steele had swept away his
crude map and banked the fire. He'd left the fish for her,
and she grabbed it up to eat as he paced.

"Which way does your belly tell you we should go?"



Her belly, now full with fish, told her nothing, but the
back of her skull prickled fiercely when she turned to face
the sunrise. "That way."

He nodded. "I went that way. There's even less that way
than there is the other. But the wee folk are tricksters. I'd
bet it is that way."

She followed him across the sand and around another
set of battered palms. "This entire island can't be more than
five hundred paces long, Captain Steele. And I don't see any
sign of any treasure.... oh!"

Her toe had stubbed something hard enough to make
her hop up and down with tears of pain sparking her eyes.
At the same instant, the coin tucked into her hair shot a
bolt of fire into the back of her head. Eleanor screamed and
doubled over. The coin fell out of her hair, onto the sand,
but she no longer cared as long as it was away from her
skin.

"Well, well." Steele reached for the coin but hissed and
dropped it again. "I'd say we found the place."

Eleanor's fingers found something hard beneath the thin
layer of sand. She swept away the grains and rapped on the
wooden planks beneath. "Do the wee folk often take
advantage of rum runners' stashes?"

Steele pushed her aside and lifted the wooden platform.
"This only looks like a rum runner's stash to the untrained
eye. 'Tis what the leprechaun would have us believe, to keep
us from his treasure."

"Maybe it fools the untrained eye." She waved her hand
in front of her face. "But it surely doesn't fool the untrained
nose!"

The smell of liquor was so strong it made her eyes water.
Several casks looked as though they'd cracked and spilled
their contents.

Whoever had left this booty hadn't been back to claim it
for a very long time.

Steele dropped down into the hole, shored on all sides by
the same wooden planks that made up the roof. He kicked
at a broken crock with his bare foot. Then he moved further
into the shadows...and disappeared.

* * *

He'd been right. This was more than just a pit dug to
hold casks of rum between runs. Robin took two more steps



into the hole. Where his outstretched hands ought to have
met with the dirt and wood wall, he encountered only
emptiness. Another step, and another. The ceiling grew
closer above his head, the walls narrower. He was in some
sort of passage.

Behind him he heard the wench hollering, but he
couldn't spare his attention at the moment. The tunnel grew
yet tighter, until his shoulders scraped at the gritty sides,
and he had to turn sideways to get through. For one awful
moment he thought he was stuck, but he pushed and then
popped through like a cork being shot from a bottle.

He'd stepped into paradise.

A nicely laid path twisted out in front of him and led
toward a rushing waterfall surrounded by a wealth of
flowers, grass, trees...and Robin knew one thing for certain.
He wasn't in the Caribbean any longer.

He'd been weaned on stories of the fairy folk. This smelt
strongly of magic. He tilted his head and took in a deep,
lingering breath, then grinned. The treasure had to be here!

From behind him, he thought he heard the sound of the
Fitzwilliam wench's voice, but he ignored it. Let the lass find
her own way here, or not. He didn't need the coin to find the
gold any longer.

He put his foot on the path and a bolt of pure desire shot
up through his feet and made his cock surge to life like a
marlin on the end of a fisherman's line. Robin's breath left
his lungs with a low, strangled

sound. He shook his head to clear it of the sudden
sensual daze that overcame him. An image rose unbidden to
his mind of Eleanor, naked and writhing beneath him.

With every step, the picture in his mind grew more and
more vivid, until he had to stop for fear he'd spill his seed
just from walking. "Magic," he muttered.

"Twas magic all right. That bloody green drunkard didn't
want anyone getting to his pot of gold, and he'd put some
sort of sex spell on the place to keep people from it. Well,
Robin Steele was more than just a walking erection, and he
wanted that treasure.

With a force of will that had served him well in the past,
Robin forced himself to keep walking. He forced himself to
think of fly-blown carrion, of the feeling of a rope around his
neck, of poor Danny Flynn's whimpering cries for his



mother before he drowned. The morbid thoughts couldn't
completely chase away the surge of lust that had threatened
to overpower him, but it did help to tamp it down some.

Just down the path was a lovely whitewashed cottage.
Red roses climbed the outside. The carved wooden door was
propped open. The windowsill even held a pie to cool. Apple,
by the smell of it. Robin's stomach rumbled fiercely.

"Hello?" He didn't expect an answer, and he didn't get
one. "Bloody green bastard."

He went to the door of the cottage. Inside 'twas neat and
tidy as a pin with a freshly swept dirt floor and a cheery fire
crackling in the hearth. A large, soft-looking bed took up
most of one wall, while a rough-hewn table and chairs took
the space along the other. A crude ladder made of lashed
branches led up to a small loft space overlooking the main
part of the cottage.

Despite the fire, the pie, and the neatly made bed, 'twas
clear the cabin was unoccupied and had been for some
time. Everything had the taint of magic about it. He'd have
to tread carefully.

His cock was still as hard as his last name. Every step
had him

thinking about plunging his shaft deep within a woman's
willing flesh. He remembered the creamy whiteness of
Eleanor's breasts, the tempting pink glimpse of nipple.

He groaned and imagined the sweet taste of her on his
tongue. She'd be like nectar. Like honey.

Arousal clouded his mind in a way he knew had to be
magic, but Robin couldn't force himself to care. His cock
throbbed in his pants and demanded release.

The laces of his trousers came open with a quick,
practiced pull. His pride sprang free, all stiff eight inches of
it, and his hand was on it quicker than a sailor on a keg of
rum.

By Neptune, that feels good! He hadn't been with a
woman in six months, perhaps longer. He palmed the rosy
head, then stroked downward.

Her mouth would be hot and wet. She'd close it over him
and drawn him deep, to the back of her throat. She'd cup
his balls and stroke the line between his cock and his ass,
and he'd explode.....

Part of his mind knew a woman like Eleanor Fitzwilliam



would no more perform fellatio on him than marry him. He
also knew this irresistible urge for sex came not from within
him, but from the wee bastard's tricks. At that moment,
however, with his cock twitching in his hands and his seed
ready to shoot, Robin simply didn't care.

He stroked faster, one hand on the wall to keep his
balance. He threw back his head, eyes closed, concentrating
on the building sensation between his legs. One more
moment....one more.....

He cried out as the pleasure ripped through him and he
shot his seed. His balls throbbed and pulsed, and his knees
trembled. He held himself, hard, and imagined burying
himself to the hilt in Eleanor's wet, hot box. The thought
sent a last spasm of climax through his body. He'd come
fiercely, but his shaft showed no signs of wilting. If
anything, 'twas more rigid and in need of attention than it
had been before his self-pleasuring.

He tucked himself away as best he could with an iron
bolt between his legs. "Neptune's balls," he said aloud.
"What in the bloody hell was that all about?"

* * *

Where by the devil had he gone? Eleanor put out her
hands but felt nothing beneath her fingertips but air. Cool,
damp air. A cave? Had the blighter found a cave?

"Hello? Captain Steele?"

She strained her ears and thought she heard his voice,
but it sounded very far away. How had he gone such a
distance in so short a time? Eleanor's stomach curled tightly
beneath her breastbone. Nothing about this smelled right....
literally.

She sniffed the darkness in front of her, expecting the
tang of the ocean, or the dry, hot scent of sand. Instead, a
fresh, moist smell tickled her nostrils and made her mouth
water with a thirst she hadn't known she had.

"Hello?"

Damn him to the devil, she thought. The bloody bastard
had left her behind. The coin she'd picked back up gave a
sudden burst of fire so sharp she gasped. It fell to the
ground and gleamed as brightly as a candle. Cautiously,
Eleanor bent to lift it up by the edges. Though she could feel
the heat emanating from the disk's flat surface, the edges
didn't hold enough heat to scald her.



She lifted it above her head and found it as useful as a
torch. In fact, the further into the darkness she went, the
brighter the coin gleamed. It lit her path as nicely as any
lantern might have done, and kept her from stumbling over
the fallen rock and pits which otherwise might have given
her a bad fall.

A few more steps and she'd reached a bend in the
passage. Eleanor called for the pirate again, but heard no
reply. She pushed forward...and stopped, stunned at the
glorious landscape laid out before her.

A jade colored waterfall frothed and foamed ahead, its
water spilling into a deep, clear pool the same shade of
green. High but gently sloping cliffs flanked either side of
the fall, while lush vegetation covered the land all around it.

Directly in front of her was a crushed-shell path that led
down a small hill toward the pool. Flowers of every color
bloomed in the grass, green as emeralds, and the air was
redolent with their fragrance.

The coin abruptly stopped burning and went dead in her
hand like a candle that had been snuffed. She curled her
fingers around it.

"The leprechaun's treasure," she murmured. She hadn't
believed the captain before now, but the sights before her
had her convinced. Something magic had to have created
this haven, for surely no tropical island could boast such
paradise beneath it.

She put her foot to the path and felt a tingle in her toes
that quickly led up her ankle, to her thigh, to...a place that
made her gasp. Eleanor paused, her heart pounding so hard
she saw bright sparks in front of her eyes.

The spot between her legs, the secret spot she'd explored
by herself too many times to count, had begun to burn. Like
the coin, she thought and swallowed hard. Leading her to
treasure. But of what sort?

She took another step, and another flare of sensation
stroked her core like the finger of a lover. She shivered. The
crotch of her borrowed trousers all at once seemed
unbearably tight. Another step, and she heard a low moan
burst from her throat.

This was ridiculous! She had to get hold of herself! She
was behaving like a common dock strumpet, flaunting her
wares to the sailors in port. She was behaving like a trollop,



a woman who'd lift her skirts for any man who could pay for
the privilege.

At the thought, her nipples grew tight beneath the
suddenly too-small shirt. Her hands cupped the weight of
her breasts and her thumbs caressed the taut peaks before
she caught herself. She shifted her legs and felt the
answering twinge between her legs.

There was magic afoot here. Strong magic. And Eleanor
wasn't sure if she loved it or hated it.

Purposefully, she set out down the path and tried to
tamp down the raging lust which threatened to send her to
her back in the grass with one hand on her tits and the
other stroking her cunny until she got what she needed...

Eleanor Fitzwilliam! she admonished herself. Stop it this
instant!

She didn't, of course. Eleanor knew her body well enough
to realize it wouldn't be satisfied until she gave it the release
she craved. What she didn't understand was, why now?
Why here?

She took a few deep breaths and forced herself to ignore
the tendrils of desire threading throughout her body. It
wouldn't do to succumb to it. There was something
definitely odd about what was happening to her, and she'd
bet it had something to do with the leprechaun.

She squared her shoulders and took a few more deep
breaths until the heat in her cheeks subsided. The heat
between her thighs did not diminish by much, but she had
it under control. When she set off down the path again, she
was surprised to see a lovely white cottage in front of her.

As she took one more step toward it, the spot between
her legs burst into a fire of lust so strong it sent her to her
knees in the grass beside the path. She lay there panting for
a moment, her vision aswirl.

The grass, and the sand beside it, was as soft as a bed
underneath her. Eleanor rolled onto her back and stared up
at the sky. There was something odd about it, but her
senses were so awash in the haze of desire she couldn't
figure quite what it was.

The spot between her legs beat in time with her heart.
Her fingers found it effortlessly, slipped below the waistband
of her trousers, circled the swollen nub she knew would
send her to the heavens. She rolled her hips with her



movements.

Her tunnel clenched on nothing and she let out a
whimper. She wanted a man inside her. A big man, a virile
man—one who knew how

to make love to a woman and send her soaring.

A man like Robin Steele would know how to use his cock
for a woman's pleasure. The wicked thought made her gasp
aloud as her fingers moved against her center. He'd slide
inside her to the hilt. He'd pound her, ride her.

Like cannon fire, her orgasm shot through her. It left her
wrung and gasping, yet strangely unfulfilled. She blinked
and shook herself, then sat up in shock.

What had she been doing? She hadn't been able to
control it. She'd stroked herself to completion, and still her
nipples pushed at the front of her shirt and her quim pulsed
with desire.

She got to her feet, the heat in her cheeks not solely from
embarrassment. She stumbled from the grass back to the
path, toward the cottage. She felt as though she were
moving through molasses.

She looked up, sensing eyes on her. Robin stood in the
cottage's doorway. His gaze burned through her core and
her desire surged. He must have seen some unspoken
invitation in her eyes because he came toward her.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" Her voice sounded
husky, low. Sensual.

"I'm thinking how delicious you must taste."

His words shot a thrill down her spine, while at the same
time alarming her. "You shouldn't talk like that."

He pulled her into his arms. "Perhaps I shouldn't talk at
all."

She ought to protest, but didn't as he crushed his mouth
to hers. Her mouth opened to allow him to sweep his tongue
inside, and she met it with her own. Without quite knowing
what she was doing, she brought his hand up to cup her
breast through her borrowed shirt.

His thumb passed over her nipple and she shivered. She
wanted this man, his mouth, his hand. His cock. All at
once, she was desperate to have it. Taste it. Desperate to
have him inside her.

Eleanor knew how desire felt. She knew how the touch of
a man's



hands could arouse her. Winston had taken a married
man's liberties though they hadn't shared any vows, and
she'd allowed him because doing so gave her power over her
own body since it had been her choice.

She had no such power now. Desire so fierce it buckled
her knees swept through her at Robin's touch. This was
more than attraction— this was inevitable, undeniable,
irresistible. It was like watching the waves crash to shore
during a storm. She couldn't control it; she could only think
of how to assuage the burning in her loins and breasts.

Somehow they had moved into the grass again. Following
an impulse she couldn't fight, Eleanor went to her knees.
She found the front of his trousers and tugged open the
laces. His cock, his thick beautiful cock, sprung free and
nudged her cheek. Without hesitation, she took him
between her lips.

His hands tangled in her hair, hard enough to make her
wince, but she didn't move. Her hand crept between her
thighs to press in time with the strokes she was making
with her mouth and lips. His shaft swelled as did her
pleasure point again.

She reached for the weight of his balls and cupped them
in her palm. Her mouth came down to meet her fingers
before she moved back along his length to swirl her tongue
on the smooth tip.

He pushed himself into her. She took him in as far as
she could. Her body sang with delight as another climax
surged and tossed her like a ship upon a storm-struck sea.

With a groan, he pulled himself from her mouth. They
didn't speak. She was incapable of words and thought he
must feel the same. All she could think about was having
him inside her. Robin took her by the waist and turned her
onto her hands and knees. In a moment her trousers were
pushed to her thighs and he filled her.

She cried out, nearly a scream, and didn't recognize her
own voice. Her head hung down, her hair tangling with the
flowers and the grass. Her elbows bent as he thrust inside
her, and she pressed her cheek to

the ground while her ass lifted high in the air to give him
greater access.

She'd never been taken like this. Her experiences with
Winston had been furtive and full of false protests to make



him believe he'd really been the one in charge. Getting
something from her. This was different, powerful...but
liberating.

He took and she submitted willingly. His hand came
around to find the juncture of her thighs. He pressed right
where she needed his touch, and her body splintered into
climax.

Slowly, she became aware that her hands and wrists
were aching from the pressure of her weight. Her knees
throbbed from scraping on the ground. Robin seemed to
realize he was pulling her hair, because he untangled his
fingers and gently withdrew from her.

Though her mind welcomed his withdrawal, her body
protested. She moved forward in the grass and pulled her
clothing back around her. Her thoughts whirled. She might
have expected a man like him to take a woman by
force...but she had been a willing, nay, an eager participant.
What had overcome her?

She felt the slow, hot trickle of his seed down her thighs
and winced. She'd been worse than wanton. She'd been
ravenous. Even now, her body still tingled with desire.

She thought meeting his eyes would be more difficult,
but she managed with little effort. To her surprise, he wasn't
grinning at her with cocky assurance. He wasn't looking at
her with neutral nonchalance. His expression was distinctly
shamefaced.

"I'm sorry."

She blinked up at him. "You're what?"

Robin shrugged. "I'm sorry if I hurt you."

"Hurt...oh." Eleanor closed her mouth on a smile. The
last thing in the world he'd done was hurt her. "No, I'm
fine."

He didn't look convinced. "A woman shouldn't lose her
maidenhead like that. ['ve never forced a woman—"

She laughed a little, ruefully, and got to her feet. She
laced her trousers tighter around her waist then tried,
without success, to smooth her wrinkled shirt. Her palms
still stung, and she brushed at the green stains.

"Don't worry, Captain Steele. You didn't take anything
that hadn't been lost quite some time ago."

She'd stunned him again. Robin made as though to
speak, then closed his mouth. Eleanor crossed her arms



over her chest, unwilling to admit, even now, how much the
sight of him affected her.

"You cried out," he said at last. "I assumed...."

"Another misconception.” She lifted her chin, faintly
insulted at his insistence at apologizing for giving her the
best lovemaking she'd ever had. "So there.... no guilt for
you. Feel better?"

He shook his head and gave her a dark look. "I want you
to know, Miss Fitzwilliam, I would never have taken you
that way, if it weren't for the magic."

The sincerity in his words made her believe him, but that
only insulted her further. "You're saying it was only magic
that made you desire me?"

He nodded. Eleanor gritted her teeth, knowing she had
no reason to be upset, but helpless not to be. What was
wrong with her that only a leprechaun's magic could make
him desire her?

"I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize to me again!" she snapped. She gave
him her back. "You've done quite enough already. Saying
you're sorry won't change anything that happened. The
damage has been done!"

"Believe me—"

She looked over her shoulder at him. "Oh, I believe you.
Your whole life is about taking what's not yours, isn't it?
Why should this be any different?"

She didn't want him to be sorry, damn him. She wanted
him to take her in his arms again, to crush his mouth down
on hers. To make love

to her as fast and furiously as he'd done the first time.

His eyes had narrowed, and he stepped toward her to
grab at her hand. "You've got a real mouth on you, don't
you? It worked better when 'twas wrapped around my cock."

Heat flooded her cheeks, and she reacted instinctively. *
* *

The wench slapped him. Hard. Bells rang in his ears and
stars shot their bright fire into his eyes. He took a step
back, hand to his face, and let out a low stream of curses.

"Keep your hands to yourself, you filthy pirate!"

"You say filthy like that's a bad thing," he called to her
back as she stalked away down the path.

He watched her smooth buttocks work beneath the tight



trousers she wore and cursed again. The woman was goin