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It was a bit of a culture shock

Especially to Abby, a lifelong landlubber, who ntand herself running a
cruise business in Granada. Of course it was @mhpbrary--just until she
helped her aunt sort out a few problems she wasdavith the locals.

Problem number one was Josh Donner, the wickettiyctive owner of the
only rival firm on the island.

What Abby hadn't bargained for was the devastadffert Josh would have
on her. Could she trust a word he said?



CHAPTER ONE

THE schooner swayed beneath her feet. The sun shirdrdeven. Another
perfect day in paradise, Abby thought idly. Acrdssaquamarine stretch of
the harbour a steel band was playing calypsos koowee passengers from a
shiny white cruise ship, while to her left theléttown of St George's,
Grenada, basked in the tropical heat. Rising fioecurve of the Carenage,
houses painted ice-cream colours of vanilla, rasgband pistachio
climbed in higgledy-piggledy steps up the wooddisidie. With its narrow
streets and forts, its tranquil anchorage and wppaims, St George's was,
so the guidebooks declared, the most picturesqueipohe entire West
Indies.

'‘Bob would have been so pleased to know Josh Domagrgoing to take
over theCalinargo.He had great respect for him as a sailor," het said,
beside her. Plucking at the feathery silver curtsctv haloed her head,
Hilda Sinclair sighed. 'And he would have beenstejul if he'd known all
you've done. Organising the undertakers, notifying friends, driving me
everywhere. | do appreciate it, dear.' Her voiaaker 'l could never have
managed without you.'

Abby's fingers tightened around the polished brgssrd-rail. The
surroundings might be sublime, but the currentasitun most certainly was
not. A fortnight ago she had flown into the islaamtl, instead of her aunt
and uncle, had found a message waiting for heroatt FSalines airport:
sorry, there was an emergency—please could she inealevn way to their
bungalow? She could, and she had, and when sharhiaed it had been to
discover that Robert Sinclair, whom she had neway had died a couple of
hours earlier. A breathing condition which had plag the elderly
American for years had developed into an unforesesis, and there had
been nothing anyone could have done. A few dags tlae funeral had taken
place, and subsequently her aunt had asked if sheédwoin her in an
evaluation of her finances. What they had foundmadeen encouraging.

'I'm pleased to be able to help,” Abby said wignale, for what had to be
the hundredth time. She sat herself down beneatsttade of the canopy.
‘Tell me about this Mr Donner,' she requested.



Hilda chuckled. 'He's dishy. A young Australian wilack hair and the
bluest eyes you ever saw. Originally he worked &svger, but he came to
the Caribbean on a sailing holiday six years agbdetided to stay. He's
single, though | understand he has been marrieti;'an

'l was referring to his business,’ Abby interruptddr aunt was incessantly
interested in people and loved to gossip, and agthshe had only lived in
Grenada for the one short year of her marriagessbmed to know most of
what there was to know about most of the inhalstaBefore you phoned
him, you said Donner Marine was the major boatmgeany on the island,
and | wondered what kind of a set-up it is.’'

'Oh. Well, they run a fleet of yachts—ten, | thinlhich are chartered out.
The yachts are white and silver, with air-condieédncabins, en suite
showers, and the latest in radar and such. I'mttagi're valued at half a
million dollars each.’

"‘Wow!" Abby exclaimed, knowing she was expectethtovel.

'Each charter is custom-tailored to suit the cllétitda continued, 'and such
things as fresh flowers, colour television, anad@on bleu chef to cook the
meals are provided. It's luxury all the way. Joghisl and office are in Cap
Mayrellaux, a classy area. He lives in a houselyeanhich is very classy,
too,' she said, unable to resist inserting thipggeti of personal information.
'In addition to chartering, the company hire owgesgboats, plus they have a
number of miscellaneous cratft.'

'Mr Donner's gone from tourist to boating supremaosix years?' Abby
flicked a strand of pale gold hair from her shouldde's made it big with
remarkable speed.’

Her aunt grinned. 'That's because he's shrewdh@inohe for sitting still.'
'He's not one for keeping to time, either," she glamed, frowning at her

watch. "Your meeting was fixed for eleven, but dlsesady a quarter to
twelve.'



‘This is Grenada, dear," Hilda soothed. 'Here ke tde as it comes.' She
pointed across the glittering waters of the harb&losh also owns the
Hummingbird.'

Abby's grey eyes opened wide. 'He owlmst?'she protested in horror.

From what she had been told, the dynamic Austra@mded to be the
commodore of a sleek and elegant flotilla, yetvbgsel being indicated was
a cream-painted, square-cornered, tacked-togetir of clumsy
proportions. She had noticed it on previous vigt$St George's, and had
shuddered.

'It's popular with the tourists,’ her aunt saidigely. 'Three afternoons a
week it sails out to a beach where they can swisaorkel, and every time
it's full.'

'Was the Hummingbird operating when Bob ran his cruises?' Abby
enquired.

'‘No. | wasn't here then, but | understand it sthrip just after he stopped.
Josh must have seen the gap which had been It imarket and jumped
in. As | said, he's a shrewd fellow.’

Abby inspected her watch again. 'And like | saiglshate!

'He'll turn up,’ the older woman smiled, and waedesff across the deck to
chat with Vibert, the grizzle-headed Grenadian whoked after the
schooner.

Abby rose to her feet. She tapped out an impasigticato on the brass rail.
She tugged at the collar of the white calico sl wore with her khaki
miniskirt. She rechecked her wrist- watch. As soneea@ho always arrived
on time, who ran herself into the ground to keepdiiees, she did not
appreciate being left hanging around—and espedatiynear enough an
hour! Abby drummed on the rail again. Over the past weeks, she had
waited while the doctor had drunk coffee, commisstalost and found his
records, drunk more coffee. Waited as everyone fileenpostman to the
petrol pump attendant to the woman who ran thel lsbap had given



lengthy eulogies over her uncle. Waited as clerlesl lkcompleted
certificates, waited as the minister had workedaay through every page
of the book selecting suitable hymns, waited adltrest had put finishing
touches to long-overdue wreaths. She sighed. Gaemad said to be twelve
degrees north of the equator and just south ofrfitisn. She agreed.

Tyres screeched, dust swirled, and Abby lookedaupee a white Mini
Moke coming to an abrupt halt on the quay. Itseiia tall, dark, shaggy-
haired man in a red open-necked shirt and scuffepkans, slid out from
behind the wheel and, in long-legged strides, edsthe Calinargo's
gangplank and came aboard. With broad shouldersywavaist and slim
hips, he was, in magazine jargon, all lean-machine.

'Mrs Sinclair," he said, walking straight to hengul apologise for being
late, but an engine went on the blink and fixingtabk longer than
anticipated.’

'Don't worry about it, Josh.' She smiled.

'l was so sorry when | heard about your husbardydmt on. 'Please accept
my condolences. | didn't know Mr Sinclair well, biitwas always a
pleasure and a privilege to be in his company.'

The grieving widow's eyes filmed over with teafhdnk you.'

'You said you wanted to talk to me about selling fGalinargo, he
prompted, after a respectful wait during which shdfed and blew her
nose.

'Yes. Yes, | do," she agreed in a watery voice.

Abby stepped forward. 'We'd like to fix a pricdiessaid.

Hilda shot her a look of gratitude. At the momeat bomposure was held
together by rubber bands, and once she becamegdistt she needed time

to recover.

‘This—this is my niece, Abigail Hammond," she gdlpe



Eyes of an unearthly blue swung her way and Ablundoherself being
subjected to a thorough and serious appraisal. Wernpugh. Very serious.
Josh Donner was frowning. It seemed as though oole &t her and all
manner of internal thoughts, internal decisiongeriml doubts had
suddenly erupted. Why? she wondered.

'Pleased to meet you, Abigail," he said finally.
'It's Abby,' she smiled.
'‘And I'm Josh.'

Although her aunt was a generous-minded soul whaete to specialise in
superlatives, Abby had to admit that her descnipabthe tardy Australian
had been correct. The eyes which lurked beneagh-stilaight brows were
impressive, especially when combined with a braaétfead, square jaw
and full, sculpted lips. The man was not only djdig had pedigree. Yet it
was not his looks which gave Josh Donner an unbenpotency—it was
the exudation of the kind of authority which conmegurally, completely,
and does not need to be advertised.

'My niece flew out from England for a holiday artte's ended up looking
after me,' Hilda said, growing misty-eyed agaime' $iad hoped to have a
chance to rethink her life, but so far all she'seli...’

With a sweep of an arm, Abby exhibited the scruldmzks, the high masts
with their immaculate rigging, the neatly furledlsa’As you can see, the
Calinargo’s in excellent condition," she said, intent on etgfhg yet more

tears. 'Owing to his health and his travels, Mrcim wasn't able to sail it
much over the past year, but he did make sure thegyremained in good
repair." She indicated the flat-capped black maiw Wwhd ambled away.
'Vibert works on the boat daily.’

'‘And you want an idea of how much she's worth?h dJagjuired, in salty
Australian tones.

She shone him a smile. 'We'd like to know how muach're willing to
offer.’



'Me?' he said, looking surprised. 'I'm not intezdst
Beside her, she heard her aunt gasp. 'You're—eyoot?' Abby faltered.
'‘No way.'

She stared at him in alarm. Josh Donner was rejusibuy theCalinargd?
But it had been arranged. He had promisedmidst.Having married late in
life and unexpectedly—a chance meeting with the idaging
Englishwoman had led to instant rapport—Robert I8inbad announced
the intention to show his wife 'a good time'. Wiis aim—and perhaps due
to an unconscious sense of his impending demisesre thad been jaunts
around the Caribbean, holidays further afield, l@agwining and dining at
the island's top hotels. Believing her beloved spoto know best about
budgets, about forward planning, abeuerythingHilda had never thought
to query the expenditure, and it had been onlyr dfte death she had
discovered that the bulk of his capital and mostefsavings had gone. As
his widow, all she possessed was a head full of oniesy a tiny pension
from the company Robert had once worked for—andbtdat. The boat was
vital. The proceeds garnered from its sale wouldkenthe difference
between severe penny-pinching for the rest ofifeeahd a comfortable old
age.

'‘But when Mrs Sinclair telephoned you said you wekbby protested.

He shook his head. 'All I understood was that yewevthinking of selling,’
he said, speaking to her aunt, 'and that you wanteddvice.'

'Oh, dear,' Hilda wailed, her face flushed with stennation, 'what am |
going to do?"

"You're going to sit here and not worry,' Abby sichly, ‘while | show Josh
around. | have no doubt that, when he sees whedatiful boat this is, he'll
soon change his mind." Marching to the companionvetnyg beckoned.
'‘Come along.’

After a moment's hesitation, the Australian follalwelambering behind her
up the steps which led to the upper deck.



'I'm sorry about the crossed wires;' he said gsihed her in the sunshine,
'‘but Mrs Sinclair's conversation was a bit garbléde folded brown,
muscled arms. 'Where a sale is concerned it's @aemat supply and
demand, and you'll realise not everyone has aarsz fifty-year-old, twin-
masted schooner.’

"You do.' Abby gestured across the water. 'Tadinargo can replace the
Hummingbird.'

He looked back at her out of unblinking blue eyagy?'

'Isn't it obvious? Because visitors to the Carilbeauld far rather take a
sail in a pirate-style galleon like this than chagund in something
like—like that!'

'What's wrong with "that"?' Josh enquired.

Although Abby had no wish to offend the man, she mieed to persuade
him. And, if being blunt was what it took, then blishe would be.

'It looks like a hamburger takeaway carton!" sheated.

To her relief, he grinned. 'Maybe.’

'l suspect it's not all that special once you getoard, either," she said,
determined to develop the point. Grey eyes narroWétly subjected the
floating blemish to a critical scrutiny. 'The desnlea looks in need of a coat

of paint.'

'It's a while since | was on board,' he said, feilmg her gaze. 'Most of my
time's tied up with charters and I'm often away;'so

'How long is a while?' she demanded.

Josh massaged his jaw. 'Must be near enough ninghs)ohe said,
sounding surprised.

'So you have no idea of the condition?'



His mouth tightened. Her description might have saduhim, but this
charge of neglect had touched a raw nerve. 'lIfrangtdid need painting,
Leroy, my captain, would--'

"You could carry twice the number of people on @alinargo,” Abby
lobbied, at speed.

"The Hummingbirdis ticking over nicely, thank you.'
‘Ticking over nicely is enough?' she protested.

'Yes. Maybe one day I'll devote more attentionag druises, but for now |
prefer to concentrate on the yachts.'

'‘Because there's more money in them?' Abby asledaditation nudging
the query into something suspiciously close taaisimn.

"You have it in one,' Josh replied, undaunted.

‘They're my bread and butter. And, on the subjectaney, | see no sense in
laying out a slug on replacing thdummingbird simply for cosmetic
reasons.'

End of conversation. End of her sales patter. Ehdhe anticipated
straightforward exchange of ti@alinargofor cash. Abby bowed her head.
What happened now? she wondered. If Josh Donnasea@fto fill his
designated role, then an alternative buyer musbimed, but when it came
to boats and their disposal she and her aunt wenees. How did you get
rid of a schooner, one based on a small Caribb&and? Where did you
winkle out interested parties? If her father hadrbalive, she could have
co-opted his help, but—she flinched against a gblraw remembered
anguish—he had died last year. Now her immediateilfacomprised
women, each of whom would be equally ignorant. ABbgoped back the
long blonde hair which had fallen over her eyesr Heethod was to
approach problems from the can-do angle, and $hsee to be negative.

'So how does my aunt sell t@alinargo?'she enquired.



'She passes the word around the local sailing cantyadvertises, then
sits back and hopes for the best.’'

Abby frowned. It sounded very loose, very relaxasty chancy. 'That's all?'
'What else did you expect?’

She did not know, but she had imagined that,asxaerge Josh Donner
would have been able to come up with something nsulestantial,
something she could not have thought of herself.

‘Thank you," Abby said tartly, 'your advice hasrbegwaluable.’

‘Alternatively, you could place th@alinargowith a broker or boat agency,
if they'll take her on,' he rasped, clearly irety her sarcasm. 'However,
their fees can be exorbitant.’

'‘And even if we did, you reckon the chances of ialgsale are slim?'

'Must be." Josh regarded her in silence. 'Do | takeat Mrs Sinclair is in
urgent need of funds?' he enquired.

For a fraction of a second, Abby hesitated. If Bhd her way the answer
would be a frank affirmative, but a mixture of pmwal pride and
embarrassment at her husband's ill-considered spenaeant that Hilda
was adamant that her financial plight should rerazssecret. News travelled
fast in a small community, and not only did theuglot of pitying glances
make her cringe, but she was also determined tluhing—but
nothing—should taint Robert Sinclair's memory.

'‘Good grief, no," Abby replied, with a merry laugiWhatever gave you that
idea? Hilda would simply like to offload th@alinargo. It's a matter of
------- ' she shrugged carelessly '—tying up €nds.

Josh frowned. 'OK," he said, after a momentgiMé her eighty thousand for
the damn thing, as it stands.'



Goodbye, anxiety. Hello, joy. Abby wanted to flihgr arms around his
neck and smother him in kisses. When deciding hawto ask for the

Calinargo, she and her aunt had considered two things: teelfeing an

offer Robert Sinclair had received some time egried the second, how
much Hilda would need in order to decently survifs. both sums had
obligingly been within the same area, they had tpdi difference— though
whether the asking price equated with the trueevaluthe schooner had
been anyone's guess. However, dishy, blue-ewedderfulJosh Donner

had just offered an amount which was consideraigliyer!

Although desperate to smile, Abby adopted a cdsetuéstfallen look. The
figure had appeared to have come off the top othkesd, so perhaps he
could be inveigled into increasing it? Her aunt ldoalways benefit from
anything extra.

'Eighty thousand pounds?' she said, as thoughketrievith ponderous
doubts.

'Eighty thousand E. C. dollars," he corrected.

Abby's sky-high spirits fell to earth with a thiche wonderful Mr Donner?
Forget it. 'Eastern Caribbean dollars?' she echioeatismay.

He nodded. 'At today's rate of exchange, thattheénregion of--' he did a
quick calculation '—seventeen thousand poundsidyibne thousand US
dollars.’

'‘But--' she began in protest.

‘That—is—my—best—offer," Josh said, stamping oetwlords as though
engraving them in metal.

Expression sombre, her mind busy, Abby walked ®lbw of the boat.
Instead of obligingly handing over a cheque, hethaast her into wheeling
and dealing, but she refused to be stampeded. Gbldld really have been
so confused about his agreement to purchas€aheargo?she wondered.
It was always possible that wishful thinking hadeiged her, and yet. . .
Didn't the possibility also exist that the foundéDonner Marine might be



the one guilty of deception? She had no wish tagndlim, but his switch
from lawyer to boat owner and fast- lane zoom wpléldder of success did
seem a little slick. In order to have achieved sximso soon, he must be
equipped with vast amounts of energy and deterimmaplus superb
opportunistic instincts—if not low cunning.

Abby glanced back over her shoulder. Josh Donrtenai look like a man
steeped in sin, yet with his intelligent blue staeedid seem entirely capable
of turning most situations to his advantage. Andrttaher aunt described
him as shrewd?

She nibbled at the inner curve of her lip. So ssppbe did want the
schooner, and suppose he had decided to obtainthedowest possible
price? That would explain his initial interest asdbsequent claim of
crossed wires, maybe his lateness—keep a wouléileg waiting and they
can become jittery—and his stout declaration that

theCalinargoheld no appeal—a declaration which he had reneged not
much later! Abby frowned, her thoughts going bazkits look when they
had been introduced. At the time she had not utmmtdis wariness of her,
but now it became clear. If this meeting had beéh fer aunt alone, as
Josh Donner must have expected, he could haveeatidties own terms. His
offer would not establish Hilda in a home of hernpwnor, if invested,
provide much in the way of income, but in her ceeit state—and because
she seemed enamoured of the good-looking Austraigdre might well
have been persuaded that, no matter how meagtejrcéise hand had its
attractions. However, the presence of a niece wdmveither confused nor
enamoured had caused him some concern. And righitlyy thought.

She spun to face him. 'Out of the question,’ slctadsd.

'Who owns this vessel?' Josh enquired.

She stiffened, knowing he already knew the answks. Sinclair,’ she said.
‘Then shouldn't she make the decision?"

'She will agree with me.’



A quizzical dark brow lifted. 'Yes?'
'Yes!' Abby said fiercely.

'‘Aren't you being too much the tyrant?' he ask&dsiile failing to mask
his impatience.

'‘Aren't you being too much the shark?' she shat.bac

He shifted his stance. 'Look, tRalinarganight have been well maintained
above the water- line, but what condition is ibelow? These islands can
rot boats, particularly those which have lain atheor a long time.'

Struck with visions of the schooner keeling overstok slowly to the
sea-bed, Abby gazed at him in alarm. "The hull migh leaking?' she
ventured.

'‘Chances are the hull's sturdy enough,’ Josh dssahisbut in agreeing to
buy "as is" | could be saddling myself with a laadrepairs, and here it's
often difficult and expensive to obtain the righaterials." He nailed her
with a stabbing glance. 'In putting up cash liks,thm doing you a favour.'

'Rubbish! TheCalinargo is worth at least three times your offer,’ she
declared.

'If that's what you believe, then advertise theotiothing!'

'Where do we place the adverts?'

"You want my advice?' Josh demanded blisteringly.

Abby flushed. 'Yes. . .please," she added, becduese was a look in his
eyes which warned that he was nearing his limishié pushed him any

further, he would leave.

'For a start you should try the sailing journald #me newspapers published
in the bigger islands—Barbados, Antigua—and iniBBorlf you sweet-talk



the clerk at the local newspaper office he'll pdevthe relevant addresses,
or he might even circulate an advertisement for. you

Walk upstairs ahead of him in that skirt and tleegedistinct possibility he

will," Josh said drily. 'Like me, he's a sucker fong legs, shapely thighs
---------------------- ' He paused, then addedisicely, '—et cetera.’

Her flush deepened. In a fit of bravado, Abby hadked an additional two
inches from the mini's original length, but now skgretted it. 'How long

do you think it'll take to bring in some enquiriesie asked, closing her
mind to how he had followed her up the companionamy what ‘et cetera’
might refer to.

'How would | know?' Josh returned. 'All | can tgdlu is that the last vessel
to change hands in this category was on the méoketmost a year.'

‘A year?' Abby mewed, in alarm.

"You're selling a specialist craft to a speciaimstrket, not flogging a damn
fridge-freezer!

‘Yes, but even so--'
'How long are you staying in Grenada?' Josh enduire

'l came for six weeks, though | could stretch ivdrk freelance, so there's
no boss anxiously awaiting my return," Abby exptain

'What do you do?'

'I'm an illustrator.'

'Of what?'

'My last assignment was a series of children's bpske said distractedly,

'but I've done comic strips, publicity leafletsesthes for newspapers and
magazines. You name it, I'll draw it.'



‘A talented lady,' he said pungently.

Abby gave a limp smile. One thing for which she dat possess a talent
was putting ancient schooners up for sale, andngaitVhile she could stay
for two months, or three, at a pinch, she couldreatain indefinitely, yet
neither would she feel happy about leaving her dantope with the
Calinargo'sdisposal alone. Their relationship was close—beinigdless,
Hilda's mothering instincts had been diverted todnger's daughters—and
Abby wanted to help, but she also knew that withwrtsupport the pliant
and somewhat naive woman would be lost. She cabtdaslantwise look.
In telling her where to advertise he had providedeaain amount of
assistance, so was he on the make. . .or not?

'Remember | said th€alinargo was worth three times the amount you
mentioned?' she queried, deciding that there wtsngpto be lost by being
honest and open—and possibly something to be gaifleat was the sum
which someone had previously offered my uncle—nooress.'

'When did they offer it?' Josh demanded.
'Eighteen months ago. | know the boat's older—'

'Eighteen months ago Robert Sinclair was runnifiguaishing day-cruise
business," he cut in. 'That's why the offer wasiaoh higher. The guy didn't
want to buy a boat, period. What interested him wdsoat, a crew, an
established cruise programme, plus the goodwill.’

Abby frowned. 'If theCalinargo was still sailing in the afternoons, it'd be
worth a lot more money?"

He nodded. 'And it'd be far easier to dispose bkré are always people
coming to the Caribbean on the look-out for sommal laf business, and a
little cruising concern has bags of appeal. A laoat a commercial venture,'
Josh summed up. 'You're talking about two diffetbmtgs.’

'So it would pay my aunt to set up in businessthed sell?' she mused.



'Yes. Ideally she should be able to provide a pedwo's audited accounts,
though buyers would be interested as soon as shied show she was
running a successful operation. It's that initealrich which folk shy away
from." He shrugged. 'Mrs Sinclair's a sweet old, diut even if the idea
appealed | don't reckon she's capable of gettinges off the ground.’

'She might not be.' Abby set her hands on her hijmsvever, | am.'

'You?' he demanded, swivelling an intimidating difiercely startled eyes
in her direction.

As what had been just a thought began to harderraatity, she dipped her
head. 'If the Calinarge going to be moored here waiting for a buyer
anyway, we might as well try to use it to the hmsdsible advantage.'

'‘But you're an illustrator.'

"You were a lawyer," Abby countered.

'Maybe, yet I've sailed since | was knee-high. Hgoe?' Josh thrust.'I've
rowed the odd boat on the odd lake. However, |'sbartaking the helm of
the Calinargo myself," she said, ideas beginning to buzz inHead. She
peered across the harbour. 'Now, your hamburgésrear.

"The Hummingbird' Josh scythed.

'—services the tourists three days a week, so tak# them out on the other
four. Agreed?’

He paddled a hand through his hair, ruffling thekdaurls. "You can't set up
cruises on the spur of the moment,' he protested.

'Why not?"
'‘Because--' He stopped and began again.

'For a start, the boat'll need to be checked bwthkorities to see that she's
seaworthy and fit to carry passengers.’



'How long will that take?' Abby asked.

Josh's scowl acknowledged that he had chosen tbegwairgument. 'A
day—though you might not be able to fix an appogrtinfor a while," he
added belligerently. 'A long while. Have you beeihe Caribbean before?"
he demanded.

‘Never.'

'You just specialise in playing games? OK, it'sryohioice, but shouldn't
you consider that you don't know a damn thing aballing, or the sea, or--'
He changed course. 'The reason Hemmingbird goes out just three
afternoons is that there isn't the demand for méte know because we've
tried it," he stated, in an announcement which d@ddefiant and silent 'so
there!".

Abby frowned. Having recognised a short-term clmg/eewhich could reap
long-term rewards, she was in no mood to be deftkadr battered into
submitting to his lousy offer. She might have bpeohforked into looking
after her aunt's interests, but, like it or not slould look after them to the
best of her ability. She was playing games? If dvdyjknew!

‘A romantic boat like th€alinargowill tap what, up until now, has been an
uninterested market,' she declared.

His jaw hardened. 'You're the one who's being rdimanot to mention
fanciful and foolhardy.’

'You think so?'

'l knowso. You'll never get cruises organised, let akinuen up customers,’
Josh proclaimed.

Abby shone him a smile. 'Watch me,' she said.



CHAPTER TWO

ALTHOUGH Hilda had been alarmed when her favourite Australhad
bidden her a curt goodbye and made a rapid retrely land, once she had
listened to Abby's recital of their conversation-ddmer scheme—calm
returned. As she had bestowed her faith in her dandsbso she had no
difficulty in agreeing to whatever her niece mighiggest—and agreeing
with gusto. One of nature's followers, all she regfiwas a leader.

'‘But the first thing we do is assess expenses,yAdisted. In the face of
Josh Donner's disdain she had been determinedheyetunt's enthusiasm
made her cautious. 'And if they're too high, weraloa the idea.’

'‘Bob kept a copy of th€alinargos cruise accounts on board,' Hilda told her
excitedly. 'Let's take a look.'

In the cabin they discovered a fuU set of recomdsich included the
schooner's running costs, rates for buses to tak#alymakers from and to
their hotels, and other outgoings. Admittedly tlgeifes were more than a
year out of date, yet they indicated that even wdremflationary increase
had been added the initial outlay would still bepsisingly reasonable.

'We go full-steam ahead?' her aunt pressed, whéy Aad completed her
mental arithmetic.

'Yes, though I'll need to have more funds sent out.
'I'm financing everything.' Hilda smiled. 'l stilave a nest egg, and--'

'‘No," Abby objected, shaking her head vigorouslg. Her role as

fully-fledged supporter, the older woman seemetake it for granted that
the cruises would be a smash hit whereas, inye#iiey could be a disaster.
‘This is my brainchild and I'm paying for it,"” Ablsaid. "Two years spent
hunched over a drawing-board means that, firstg built up a healthy

bank balance, and second, I'm desperate for a eh@ncdo something

different, something stimulating—and the cruisesiar



'We'll go halves,' her aunt declared, and no mater much Abby argued
she would not be dissuaded.

'As it's a gamble | suggest we limit ourselves teiaweek trial—that

should be enough to assess the demand,' Abby sl returned to the
deck. 'However, we could still advertise thalinargoat the price we fixed.
Who knows, we might get lucky.'

'Vibert, we're going to restart the cruises,' Hilanounced, as the black
man appeared.

'‘Cruise again?' His face split into a smile. 'Aiiat jus' great! Spit and
polishin’ was givin' me fatigue, but to take thabl out on the ocean— now
that really is somethin'.’

'Would you be prepared to act as skipper?' Abkgas

'Delighted, and | got four sons who'll crew. Mr Robused to say what me
and my boys don't know 'bout sailing wasn't wortiowing," he told her
proudly. 'They been limin' round--'

'Doing nothing,' Hilda said, in translation of tleeal lingo.
'—so0 they be real pleased to have regular work.'

'It could only be temporary,” Abby stressed, wafyaising false hopes.
Briefly she explained, telling Vibert that, shoulte venture fail, the jobs
would also fail—and that if it was successful, sfmld not guarantee
long-term work either. 'In that case, Mrs Sinclaiif put the business up for
sale and the new owners may prefer to choosedhaircrew,’ she said.

'We take our chance,' the Grenadian replied callwhemployment was
high on the island and wages low, so if the chan@arn some money came
along you did not hesitate.

‘Tell me how Mr Sinclair ran his cruises,' Abby apfed.



Vibert obliged, in wordy detail. 'Mrs Sinclair kndtout boats operatin’ out
of some of the other islands, too,' he said, gngnwhen he had finished.

‘That's right," Hilda confirmed. 'Wherever we weBgb always booked a
sail. I have the brochures at home. You can reawhth

‘Thanks. The more information we have, the bedaby glanced across the
harbour. 'It'd be interesting to go on board thenmingbirdone afternoon
to see how they run things,' she mused.

Her aunt looked worried. 'Wouldn't that annoy Jo3tw?l said he didn't
seem too pleased, and--' she fingered the loclketvsine around her neck
'—isn't it a touch unethical?"

'He must keep up to date on the facilities whidteotharter firms provide,
so | don't see that my monitoring his operatiorany different,” Abby

defended. In her place, she was sure that Joshddomould not have
pussyfooted' around, so why should she? 'Besgtes continued, 'how will
he know I've been? He said he rarely goes on tla, lboat he leaves
everything to his captain—and as far as the captawoncerned I'm just
another holidaymaker." She patted the older wonmeam’s 'Don't fret, I'll

keep a low profile.’

‘There's no need to book, you can buy a tickehergquay,' Vibert told her,
then added energetically, "There's a trip the d&gy omorrow.’

Abby laughed. 'I'll be onit.'

Arms outstretched, feet neatly together, Abby diugd the crystal-clear
depths of the Caribbean. After the burn of the slumyush of water against
her body was cool, refreshing bliss. Down she wikety, with a kick of her
legs, she rose slowly to the surface. Sleeking siafikvet hair back from
her face, she looked around. For well over an tleeHummingbirdhad
sailed along a coastline thick with coconut palmd sea-grape trees, until,
rounding a headland, they had entered a small vghaitel bay. Here the boat
had moored. Now some of Abby's fellow passengere @kso swimming,



others were diving or jumping into the sea with emkeld, while a
contingent had donned masks and disappeared tarexdme coral. Only a
handful,” comprising the old, the very young and thzy, remained on
board.

'Enjoy it while you can—it won't last long," a fldffaced swimmer called to
his wife. 'After that late start they'll have to keaup lost time, and it'll need
to be done here.’

'‘But | was hoping we could go ashore and explinre,iwoman protested.
‘Tell that to the captain,' he said sourly.

Abby trod water. Say anything to the captain, ahdtwould be achieved?
Sweet nothing. Leroy was smiling, pot-bellied aadily stubborn—hence
'that late start'. Back at the harbour, they hashlmn the point of casting off
when, somehow, he had dropped his sunglasses adrb® member of
the crew had been instructed to retrieve them andg cheers from the
passengers, the boy had dived. The water besidequag had been
cloudy—no luck. To the accompaniment of more chekes had tried
again—and had come up empty-handed. A quarter dioan later Leroy
had still been insisting that he needed his 'shaaled the entertainment had
palled. Ten minutes after that, when his mate heghldespatched to buy
another pair, there had been mutterings of mutiflye cruise had
eventually departed almost forty minutes late.

Abby began a leisurely swim around the boat. Jastner's charters might
pander to his clients' every last wish, but ondfternoon cruises it was
hit-and-miss. Although the tardy start would, presbly, be an isolated
incident, there were a number of other grumbles.ifstance, the piped
music was too noisy and continuous for some; anrayveft rolled down
on the lower deck restricted the view; the bar isencould be erratic.
Admittedly, the spectacular scenery and soft seaaas compensated—
and thus the mutiny had soon been forgotten— ydityAuspected that, if
asked later whether they had enjoyed themselvesny maf the
holidaymakers would reply, 'Yes, but--' That 'bwfs significant. Not
enough to merit complaints to the management,utdcdeter others from
taking a trip.



Josh's crew were not glaringly inefficient butt lef themselves, they had
grown lackadaisical. Only one young man showed maitative, which
meant that he had brought drinks for the older gragsrs, kept an eye on
wandering children, and, when Leroy had been rahidb provide answers
to the many questions, he had taken hold of theapione and articulately
and interestingly pointed out various landmarksbyAbooked her swimsuit
strap back on to her shoulder. Vibert had toldhmw Robert Sinclair had
welcomed people aboard thealinargo, provided a commentary, and
generally acted as host—and once again someoneeeaied to provide
this service.

In a swift crawl, Abby reached the ladder and pllerself aboard. She
found her towel, wiped herself down, and paddeckfoat to the drinks
table where the young man—Eldon, his name badgk-saas refilling a
bucket with ice.

'l wonder if you can help me.' She smiled, andasthio explain the situation
and the vacancy.

'l do it," he put in as she paused for breath.

"You?' Although, admittedly, Abby had approachethwie idea of offering
him the job—as deck-hand, he was disgracefully wsksl—now she
backed away. The young man might fit her requirasémperfection but,
tempting though it confessedly was, when it cam#héocrunch she found
that she could not steal him. It would not be prppe decent, or fair. 'No,
no, you don't understand,’ she said, hastily cagehier tracks. 'l was
wondering if you knew of someone else who mighinberested.’

Eldon gave a wide grin. 'Me."

She shook her head. "You work here,' she insisted.

‘Not after today. I've been thinking of quittingr fages, but that messin’
round at the harbour fixed it. The minute we ddtR,telling Leroy this was
my last trip. I've been figurin' on driving for alpwho runs a couple of
trucks, but I'd prefer to stick with the sea. I'ouy man,' he told her. "Sides,



if your cruises don't take off | can do the driviater,” he finished
pragmatically.

"You're leaving thedummingbirdregardless?' Abby checked.
He pressed a hand to his heart. 'Sure am.’

Telephone numbers had been exchanged and a tergtit-up date given,
when Leroy bestirred himself and loudspeakeredteeof departure. As
Eldon resumed his duties, Abby returned to her. de&bok time for the
final passengers to straggle aboard, but then, elieryone expected the
anchor to be raised, they waited.

'We're in for another delay,' the florid-faced ngneaned, and everyone
turned to see a svelte white and silver yacht witiguoise sails cutting

purposefully through the water towards them. A deup youths were

talking on deck, but at the wheel stood a tallneghman in black shirt and
chinos. Abby stared at him in dismay. It was Joshiir.

Grabbing up her towel and bag, she fled to the tulyicle of the ladies'
toilet. To pass the time, she stripped off her ssuithand changed back into
her loose cranberry-coloured top and shorts. Sklewsshed her hands,
combed her hair, and was applying a touch of Igsglwhen someone
rapped on the door.

'Hurry up,' a voice implored.

'Tll be out in a minute," she yelled, determinedémain in situ until the
Hummingbirdgot under way. She grimaced at herself in theanifNo
movement—the engines had yet to be started. How Mould this
rendezvous last? Not much later, there was a shualdemble, and the boat
lurched into motion. With a smile of relief, Abbypltected her belongings
and opened the door.

'Sorry," she began, but the waiting woman had @yreashed in past her.

On deck, rum punch, the ubiquitous drink of theilita@an, was once again
being distributed, but Abby chose a fresh orangeejustrolling to the rail,



she gazed out at the island where lush greenrbgks, tier after tier, up into
the clouds. In anticipation of sunset, the sky \iilimg with shreds of
smouldering pinks and peaches and golds. The seaswaalm as a pond. A
solitary bird wheeled lazily overhead. She sightatadise again.

'Having fun?' a low voice enquired all of a suddemg Abby jumped as if
she had touched a bare wire.

Josh Donner stood alongside. His blue eyes glidtekis jaw seemed
carved from stone. His hand was clenched tightradauglass of mineral
water.

'Oh. . .urn. . .er. ..  she bleated. She searfehamttishly for the yacht, but it
had gone. 'You're sailing to St George's with sils@'asked.

'l sure as hell don't intend to swim back! Jodkedaaside the dark hair
which the breeze had drifted across his brow. 'Sou-€ecided to check out
the opposition?' he demanded.

'l decided to see what thdummingbirdoffers in order that th€alinargo
can offer it, too,' Abby replied, as matter-of-tg@s she could. 'lIt's common
business sense.’

'It's common snooping!

Silence. Tension. Although she tried hard, she c¢cawt think of an
answer—any answer.

'Have you come to check whether or not the decllsipainting?’' she asked,
elaborately ignoring his stinging accusation.

'Yes.'

The monosyllabic reply did nothing for her equiitbm, or the tension, or
her thought- processes.

'‘And—and do you think it does?' she enquired lamely



'Yes.'
Abby beamed a sunburst of a smile. 'l agree.’

'What a surprise.' Josh swigged from his glassytifing else you reckon |
should improve on?' he queried sardonically.

‘No, no. Everything's fine.'

Abby was telling the truth, in so much as mostlgrgthing was fine—now.
As their employer had stepped aboard, so the ceglisshapped to attention.
The forgotten awning had been neatly rolled, thadtia muzak had ceased

to blare— though after the stop someone could fangstten to switch it
back on again—and the barman was dispensing dikekan automaton.

'Everything's fine with th€alinargg too," she gabbled. 'An inspection was
made this morning and it is watertight."That wascky,’ Josh remarked.
"Trot along to see 'em in your miniskirt, did you?'

‘No, | didn't, she began indignantly, then discedethat he was not
listening.

'Sorry to disappoint, but this ploy of yours iggding to work,' he told her.
Abby frowned. 'What ploy?’

'Don't act the innocent,’ he rasped. 'We both ktloat the only reason
you're talking about setting up in business isryoand persuade me to
increase my offer.’

"You're wrong! And I'm not talking, I'arranging.'

Josh studied her for a long, frowning moment. “aotually do intend to
resurrect Robert Sinclair's cruises?' he enquired.

'Yes!'



'Gee, thanks,' he drawled. 'l love you, too. Yoalise that all you'll do is
split the market?' he demanded. "Which means yos#l out and so will 1.
Then you'll give up, my cruises'll become profimlggain and, after a
totally unnecessary debacle, it's back to squage on

'l thought you said th€alinargo wouldn't attract any customers," Abby
reminded him, her smile sugar-sweet.

A muscle tightened in his jaw. 'lI've changed myaditin

‘Then how about changing your mind about my splitihe market?' she
demanded. 'Not only must there be people who, &oious reasons, aren't
free to take a trip on the days tHemmingbirdsails, but also the number of
visitors to Grenada is increasing. I've been toliwrist Office and checked
the figures, and over the past six months thereénka steady surge. |
reckon you're underestimating the potential whiciste out there.’

'‘And | reckon you're underestimating what's invdive running cruises,’
Josh replied smartly. 'It is not, if you'll excube pun, all plain sailing.'

'I'm out of my depth?'
‘Totally adrift.'
Her grey eyes sparkled. 'Rocking the boat?'

'Up the creek without a single paddle.' He restagpagainst the rail. 'Isn't
it time a little sanity took over?'

Abby sighed. Although turning th@alinargointo a business had been an
impromptu decision, she had lain awake most ofpite¥ious two nights
painstakingly considering its feasibility. A whalaft of problems had been
envisaged, worked through, surmounted. Now, she resaslved. Where
boats were concerned she may be an amateur agdaamus, but she had
a reasonably intelligent head on her shoulders setting up cruises
couldn't be that difficult. Their success, however, was a different
proposition. She sighed again. She had also freited the rights and



wrongs of listening to what Josh Donner had hashtoand then using that
information against him—sort of.

'I'm sorry if you. feel threatened--' she beganamof being threatened by
her own thoughts.

Josh glared. 'l don't!

'—but the cruising scene here is not sacrosarbeed, you've been lucky to
have had it to yourself for so long. | don't intehd Hummingbirdto lose
trade and | see no reason why it should. HoweVert does—well,
competition is healthy," Abby declared, the negdstify her stance welling
up inside her. 'It assures the customer of the fiesgible service.'

"You're championing the consumer now?' he enquiribyg
'I'm explaining that there's room enough for two.’

"You're making all this up as you go along,' hented. 'Sweetheart, you
may possess an enthusiasm rarely encounteredpblne yn cuckoo land.
You haven't the first idea about how a schoonéosh stopped short. 'l bet
you don't even know whaalinargomeans!

Her chin lifted. 'Tell me," Abby requested coolly.

For a moment he hesitated as if tempted to leavénhgnorance, then he
started to speak.

'Calinargo or Callinago--' he spelt it out—is theame the Caribs gave
themselves.'

'And the Caribs were?"

‘To begin at the beginning, hundreds of years agm&ila was occupied by
the Arawaks. They were peaceful types--' Josh jlbdbehumb in his
chest'—like me. Then along came the AmerindianSanibs. They were a
warlike race who raided and ransacked.' He poiatéashg brown finger.
'Like you.'



'I'm not raiding and ransacking!" Abby protested.

'‘No? | repeat,’ he said impatiently, 'running oegiss not as simple as it
seems. From time to time emergencies occur whigh+rtde broke

off as a member of the crew suddenly appeared &ésl. 'Yes?'

"Scuse me,' the man said, 'but there's a couplieidés fooling around up
top and telling everyone they're gonna jump ovembo®ein' a real
nuisance, they are. We've tried to calm 'em downtley don't take no
notice, and Leroy wondered if you could get tougtihvem.'

'I'll be there in a minute," Josh assured him. uitedd to Abby. 'See what |
mean?'

'Yes. Though,' she added, 'that's one emergenahvebuld probably have
been avoided.’

His brow furrowed. 'How?' he demanded.

‘Those "dudes" are a pair of noisy teenagers whoden downing rum
punches ever since they came on board, and théhpuncserve is liquid
dynamite. | had a glass and it nearly blew my regbdRum may be cheap in
the Caribbean, but when people are sitting in theslsine gulping down
glass after glass they're not too interested inirtkexicant effect—their
main requirement is a refreshing drink. One whianiresult in them, or
others, staggering around,or subsequently beind law'by a giant
hangover which makes them curse the day they eagedson the
Hummingbird.'

Josh considered what she had said. 'Sounds dditier tell the barman to
tone it down,' he muttered, then cast her a |ddtanks.'

'Pleased to be of service," Abby said lightly.
He dragged his hand through his hair, smoothingrdihe thick dark curls

which grew at the back of his head. 'Why don't gome and have dinner
with me one evening, and we can talk some morefupgested.



Abby eyed him cautiously. Exactly what did 'talkvs® more' mean? she
wondered. Did Josh intend to embark on yet anattiempt to dissuade her
from operating theCalinargad? If so, he would be wasting his time—and
hers. Or might he be planning to quiz her furtheh own cruises? If so,
he was out of luck there, too. She had pointeadoatdeficiency—it was up
to him to discover the rest. She sneaked him afimvk beneath her lashes.
His lips had curved and those astonishingly blueseyere warm. Despite
the tale of the Arawaks and Caribs, could he haa@deéd to accept the
Calinargos inclusion in the local cruising scene and livethwihe
consequences?

'Which evening did you have in mind?' she enquired.
'How about me picking you up on Saturday, say aiaight?’
Abby smiled. 'That would be fine.’

x4 %

Josh's houseasclassy. A long white bungalow with a red fish-gcadof, it
sprawled on the top of a hill cleverly taking adtzgge of whatever breeze
was available to stir the air.

"You have a lovely home," Abby praised, walkinghaitim through the
terracotta tiled hall and into a spacious livingaar

Here the walls and deep-pile carpet were a whiteipeshade, while the
suede sofa and chairs were an inky blue. Modemtipgs in lime-green,
navy and pink added striking patches of colour, she/ twin bronze
sculptures of panthers, while in a recess stoabg grand piano. However,
the most stunning feature was the view. Wrought-isgcurity screens
rolled back, the room opened on to a flagstonethder a lawn where
spotlights illuminated bushes of violet and maueadainvillaea, and, in
the distance, the sea. A pale moon hung in the Blgh silvering the ripples
on the dark water, the shape of rocks, far islands.

'What can | get you to drink?' Josh asked curtly.



'White wine, please.'

As her host strode towards the kitchen, Abby frodviieter quietening the
inebriated youths a few days ago, he had returnduebt side. His manner
had been easygoing and relaxed. So much so thdtaghdecided that in
inviting her to his home he was signalling an eadhte hostilities— yet
from the moment he had met her this evening he deadonstrated an
almost glacial reserve.

'Do you play the piano.?' she enquired, on higmetu

"You think Australians only wrestle crocodiles ande surfboards?' he
demanded. It could have been a joke, but it was'¥ies, | play,’ he said,
and turned to stare out at the sky.

Abby sipped her wine. Because she had been eagémdicate her

willingness to be friendly— and, yes, because Immner was an attractive
man—she had devoted much time and trouble to hpeapnce this

evening. She was wearing a chic, strapless grekapddt on black dress
with a tight bodice and a full skirt. Her face Hzekn deftly painted. Her hair
was brushed into a shining curtain of pale goldscwhich swung halfway

down her back. Silver droplets hung around her r@xkfrom her ears. In
all modesty, she knew she looked good. Yet he doatdly bring himself to

glance in her direction!

‘Can | ask you something?' she said, decidingdiddaim front-on.

He turned. 'Go ahead.’

'Why are you so "anti" tonight?'

'‘Can | ask you something?' he thrust back. 'Danitlyave any scruples?'
‘Sony?'

"You reckoned you were on thRimmingbirdto check out what we offered,

but,” Josh rasped, his anger spilling over, 'youendold me you were
head-hunting!



'l wasn't. | didn't," Abby protested.

'Like hell!’

It's true.’

'Eldon isn't going to work on th@alinargoThe demanded.

'He is, but he'd already decided to leave your esnpl

"You didn't persuade him?"

‘No!'

'l can see it all," Josh said, as though she haerrspoken. 'You sashaying
up with those big grey eyes and that sexy wiggtk@ouring on the charm.
The poor bastard wouldn't have stood a chance.’

Abby had always taken a dim view of women who tcade their sex
appeal, and now she resented the accusation. 'tl 'dashay" and | don't

wiggle,’ she said heatedly.

His eyes flickered to her hips. 'Then | must badutahating. Please forgive
me,' he said, not in the least as though he redjfimgiveness.

'Eldon was going to quit in any case,’ she insisteftiend had offered him
a job, but then | mentioned tt@alinargo and he decided to give it a try
instead. Ask him. He'll confirm it." Ditching thee glass, Abby found her
diary in her bag and leafed rapidly through it.efidis his phone number,’
she said, shoving a page beneath his nose. 'Rimgdw!

'How did you come to "mention” th@alinargo?' Josh enquired, sturdily
disregarding the scribbled figures.

'l told him about us starting cruises and askée iknew anyone who might
be willing and ableto provide a commentary. Buid not poach him.’



‘The idea never entered your pretty little head®did, his voice thick with
scorn.

Abby put the diary away. 'Yes,-it did,' she adndittaefully.

‘Hal'

‘Though | didn't ask Eldon to join us.’

'Perish the thought!" he jibed.

'‘And when he suggested ikesuggested,’ she emphasised, 'l made sure he
was already leaving thdummingbird. Have you never been tempted to do
something which is wrong?' she demanded, whendweersar continued to
glower.

'Yes, I'm tempted to take you out at sunrise arabsskiou,' Josh retorted.
‘Though it doesn't seem so wrong—it seems morewtkat you damn well
deserve!'

'Why wait until sunrise?' she questioned.

'‘Because my housekeeper's prepared a de luxe dorrtero and | wouldn't
want it to go to waste!"

Abby looked at him. He looked at her. Sneakily, miguth twitched and so
did hers. The twitches spread into grins, and soigdbey were laughing.

'OK, you didn't filch Eldon," Josh agreed, as hieesed. His eyes crinkled.
‘Though you do wiggle.'

'‘Not much!’
'It's subtle, though in my opinion a subtle wigggefar sexier than the

flaunted kind." He gestured towards the terracersvlaetable covered in
white damask was set with gleaming glasses andrgutEhall we eat?'



The food—a mango and prawn appetiser, followedda} in a spicy sauce,
with chocolate mousse for pudding—proved to becdmis. The mood was
good, too. Assured of her innocence, Josh becageni@al and amusing
host, and he also seemed determined to steerofledk of cruises—for the
time being. As the meal progressed, they discuksedllustrations, his
childhood in Australia, places they had been, bdbky had read, films
they had seen. The conversation flowed. There washrtaughter. After
cheese and biscuits, Josh suggested that thew ttettine living-room for
their coffee.

‘A liqueur?' he enquired, bringing in a tray loadéth cups, coffee-jug and
cream.

'Do you have a Cointreau?' He nodded. 'lI'd likenalkone, please.'

He slid her an amused smile. "You don't intendeddid low by a giant
hangover?

‘Nor do | want to stagger.’

Josh fixed her drink and poured a dash of brandhifaself. '‘Mrs Sinclair
spoke about you wanting to rethink your life," la&ds joining her on the
sofa. 'Does it need rethinking? Your career sotnde successful, so. . .?"

Abby sighed. 'lt's too successful. Don't get mengrd'm delighted that
people like my work and it's still a thrill to have published, but the
pressure's been such that all | seem to have dwrted past two years is
draw. I've had no time for holidays, or socialisiog-'

'Men?' Josh asked.
‘There was one--' a shadow crossed her face '—eblatfth Got fed-up with

coming second to a gnome with a bushy grey beat@diobble on his hat,
Abby said wryly.

'Stiff competition.'



'He didn't much care for the talking mushrooms, stimg ferns and
break-dancing oak trees, either.’

Josh laughed. 'You have to give a guy a chance.’
‘Yes?'

He stretched out his arm and slowly drew his infleger along her bare
shoulder. 'Yes,' he said.

Abby felt the aircrackle.He was stroking her skin with just the tip of one
finger, yet her heart had begun to go b-doyng, yndoher pulse-rate had
quickened, she could hardly breathe.

Josh set aside his brandy and cupped her shouldgrswo firm hands,
then, in what seemed like slow motion, he drewrtear, bent his dark head
and kissed her. Helplessly, Abby clutche” at him, lips parting to the
possession of his mouth and its sensuous, searnbied) He gathered her
closer, until her breasts were pressed againstHast and she was made
tantalisingly aware of how fragile a shield hekgidress and the white
poplin of his shirt formed between them. Her nigplightened. Her skin
throbbed.

An ache began to grow. It had been a long timeesaenan had kissed
her—too long—yet surely it had never been as exgidis this? Surely her
response had never been so swift, so all-consursinfierce?

‘Josh,’ she murmured, drawing back.

This is too much too soon, she wanted to say. éacting to you too
quickly. We must stop. Yet as she gazed at hinrat@gnised a need in the
blue of his eyes. It seemed to call to somethingpdeaside her, and that
something answered. Abby wrapped her arms arowdduk, her fingers
pushing into the thick black curls at his nape.ngekissed by him felt so
right, she thought, as his mouth opened again os1 Being held by him
created such a yearning that it tugged at all theidrs. Abby stirred
restlessly. Without warning, she felt so eroticallyssessed that it was all
she could do not to fling off her clothes and t&ahis. She wanted to draw



her fingers across his skin, feel the heat of laked body against hers,
inhale his musky male scent. It did not matter thaly had only recently
met and for most of the time they had been at Idggges. All that mattered
was being held close, feeling the moist pressur@isfmouth and the
tantalising slide of his hand across the curveenfiireast. But as she arched
her spine in readiness for a more intimate cardssh's fingers abruptly
stilled.

'‘Abby, it's crazy you and me butting heads liks thie said. 'Can't we come
to some agreement about Galinargo?'

Bewildered, frustrated and locked in the grip ofid® she looked at him.
Who cared about th€alinargd? she thought dizzily. Why must he talk
about the schooner now? Haould he talk about it?

'What—what kind of agreement?' she asked, strugdbnbreak the spell
and force herself back into normality.

Tll increase my offer." He frowned. 'Suppose \‘ggyour aunt another ten
thousand dollars?’

Abby's insides cramped. One minute he had beessiageher, the next he
had slid oh, so smoothly into hard-headed businegstiations. She had

suspected him of having an ever-ready eye for thm rchance, and now
there was evidence.

'‘No, thanks!
'‘But you don't even know whether they're E. C. &;'Josh protested.

'l don't care, and | don't much care for being dattbdedly seduced either!
she declared, jumping to her feet.

‘Seduced?’
You, invite me here, ply me with food and drink darsparkling

conversation, you kiss me, then you slip in anrdibe the Calinargo and
expect dumb acquiescence. Hard luck, buster, #te 'gou misjudged."’



But it was she who had misjudged—woefully. WhenhJioad looked into
her eyes and his lips had met hers, his emotiodséamed so real— but it
had all been just a piece of theatre. Indeed,lsheght miserably, the entire
evening had been rigged. The only reason he hagdhkier into his home
was to influence, outwit, manipulate. How could $tave been such an
unsuspecting fool, and so responsive to his ch&ngknew that there was
nothing rational about passion, but all it had telsas a couple of kisses
and he had reduced her to the proverbial puttysmands. Abby wanted to
howl, or throw bricks, or thump him. She felt furwith herself for having
been duped and furious with him for duping her. fdee flamed. She had
wantonly and recklessly longed for him to make lawéer and, of course,
he had known that. Josh stood up. 'You're makimgséake,' he objected. 'l
just--'

'‘May you rot in helll" Abby announced, desperatesatvage her pride in
some way, any way.

He gave a sardonic bow. 'Thank you. | thought that'm going off on a
charter tomorrow for a month, it would be a goodaido have things
settled,' he continued.

‘Things are settled,' she declared, her voice precision-todkeadd if the
Calinargodoes take some of your customers, so what? Yo Wwerorced
into abject poverty.'

‘That's not the issue. Our--'

'Why did you quit the legal profession?' she askediptly.

'What's that got to do with anything?' he demanded.

'l assume it was because when you arrived in Geenail saw an
irresistible chance to getuchrichermuchquicker with boats?'.

He scowled. 'No. | admit | was in the right platéhe right time, but--'

'l can imagine," Abby said succinctly.



'‘As | was saying,’ Josh rapped, becoming impatiériter hostility, ‘our
busiest season's looming, which means Donner Mhgewe a hell of a lot of
plates to keep spinning in the air and, frankigoh't have the time to waste

on pointless hassle.’

‘Too bad!" Blonde head held high, Abby stalkechtodoor. 'l don't have any
more time to waste on this evening either, so Ild/be obliged if you'd take

me home.'



CHAPTER THREE

THE qualms Abby had harboured about infringing on Joshner's trade
were now banished. Having shown herself to be valrle and having been
exploited, her determination to make thalinargo’'soutings a success was
intensified. Not only would she do her damnedestidda’s behalf, but she
would also show him that she was a force to beare#t with. From here on
they were not merely competitors—it wagr, and Abby intended to
employ all the ammunition she could.

'How about us starting the cruises mid-morn- imgshing mid-afternoon,
and serving a buffet lunch?' she suggested to inat, ¢he next day. 'We
could prepare, say, chicken casserole, heat ihupea galley and serve it
with a range of cold meats, savoury rices and saldve offer a decent
spread we can charge more and increase the prsffissywent on, the lustre
in her eyes signalling a Messianic verve. 'Mostpbeare happy to spend on
holiday so long as they're getting value for moraay we'll make sure they
do. If we rope in a couple of girls, the four ofseuld easily handle it.’

'Sounds a splendid idea,' Hilda agreed.

Abby opened a folder and took out a sketch shenfedke. 'How about this
as the basis for our advertisement?' she asked.

A tubby, bewhiskered pirate smiled from the deckefCalinargo,another
waved in the rigging, a third beamed hello at trenp

Her aunt chuckled. 'lt's fun.'

'We could have T-shirts printed with the picturel éime name of the boat in
bold letters," Abby continued. 'Then the crew couthr them, passengers
could buy them, and the cruises would be adverfisettee. What do you
think?'

Stricken by a rare sensation of disagreement,ltte¥ woman hesitated. '‘As
it's just a trial, | suspect, dear, you're beirtguech too ambitious,’ she said
gently.



Abby pulled a face. 'You're right," she agreed.

'In any case, | can't think of anywhere on thenglavhich would produce
that kind of thing. We'll need paper plates andfptacutlery for the lunches,
but | doubt whether we can rely on finding a losalrce, either. Not a
continuous one. Grenada is only a dot on the mMapgbt it,' her aunt said,
suddenly brightening. 'One of my bridge partnergoisig over to Barbados
tomorrow; I'll ask her to bring back a supply.’

In the days which followed, other snags revealeditelves—and, one way
or another, were overcome. The schooner was degkbhdunting. Hilda
switched many of her kitchen utensils to the galleye of Vibert's sons
agreed to do duty as barman. Abby completed theridgment, oversaw
its printing, then sped from hotel to hotel, fromeoapartment block to
another, feverishly distributing notice-board bdisd leaflets.

'We start next Tuesday,' she recited until her hooeds were strained and,
as back-up, stapled the advertisement to a nunflveadside trees and bus
shelters.

The big day arrived. Having dashed around from dewtil dusk for two
weeks, Abby awoke feeling tired and twitchy, and tae morning
progressed it was sheer adrenalin which kept hectifoning. Fifty
passengers had been expected and when only fantyefonbed off the
buses, her world collapsed. The schooner would@hundred, and while
she had been content with half a load, to have ImseHti less seemed
pathetic. Despair made a rusty pain in her chesh had been right. The
cruiseswerenothing but a pointless hassle—for him, for her,dveryone.
Why had she ever had such an insane idea? Thepup gf vacationing
Germans appeared. 'Can we join you?' they asked-anap!—the rusty
pain vanished, the tiredness fled, her day wasobnealloyed pleasure.

The next time out, they mustered sixty passen@exsy-five assembled for
the cruise after that. And seventy on the fourtbuesion. If only Josh
Donner were around to see us now! Abby thoughtiassthooner sailed
serenely back through the narrow entrance intchrbour. On the upper
deck, Eldon was relating the island's history @gr@up of avidly listening
holidaymakers. On the lower, people were drinkingipn-controlled rum



punches, or congratulating the girls and her aunmthe tasty lunch, or
admiring the view. Th€alinargowas in business!

'‘Any idea how theHummingbird'sdoing?’ she asked Vibert at the end of the
following week.

On the days when they were not sailing, she andaHiivided their time
between recovering from the last cruise and prapdar the next, so there
had been little chance to keep track of the oppwsitThough, in all
honesty, Abby had not wanted to keep track. Indénedinore successful the
Calinargo became, the less inclined she was to know howslbsisiness
was faring. Yet to start having qualms again wdguious. The important
thing was to secure her aunt's future, and botlthen were suitably
cock-a-hoop because thus far the prospects loalssd r

The Grenadian gazed across the harbour. 'Not Meelunted and there were
only twenty folks on board when it went out yesssrdMr Donner ain't
goin' to like it," he prophesied cheerfully.

‘Then Mr Donner will have to lump it,” Abby replietklling herself that
there was no reason to feel guilty.

'How many passengers we expectin' this morning®eNienquired.

'Seventy again,' she grinned. 'So I'd better gek ldawn to the galley and
help with the food.'

Although who did what on the catering side haddpbeen established,
providing multiple lunches required dedicated prapan and as the
schooner sailed along the coast a variety of tagke tackled. The rice was
cooked, tomatoes and cucumbers diced, paper napkiresfolded around

endless knives and forks. Once they had mooredremnblulk of passengers
had departed to pursue the various water pleagteegirls set up the buffet
table in the prow, while Abby and her aunt kepteppooviding plates of

meat, huge assortments of salad, bowls of mayommaaid vinaigrette.

'Ready for serving duty?' Hilda asked, as the swimgrand the snorkelling
came to an end and the decks began to fill again.



Abby neatened the line of her chalk-blue shirtetifheavy skeins of golden
hair from her shoulders, and saluted.

'Yes, ma'am.’

Joining the two girls, she readied herself to sémeechicken while her aunt
took her place lower down the table behind a tucdeite. A few moments
later, Eldon announced that lunch was ready andeae) rapidly formed.
With a smile for everyone, Abby began to dispensiping after helping
after helping. A procession of plates was filleidhe passed, the queue
dwindled.

'No choice?' one of the last customers enquirdteasrived at the table.

Head down, back bent, Abby was lifting a full dishreplace yet another
empty one. 'Sorry, not of hot food,' she repliedamswer to a question she
had been asked before. Digging deep, she brouglat spoonful of chicken

chunks floating in a rich herb sauce. 'But | caasoremend the casserole, it's.
. Her voice trailed off. "Your— the charter's finesl?' she asked unevenly.

'‘My clients departed happily for, home last nightsh scoured the aft deck
where groups of people were sitting eating. "Yaesm pretty contented,
too.'

Abby's spine stiffened. 'You've come to increaseiryoffer for the
Calinargo?'she demanded.

'‘No." His eyes drilled into hers like blue stedlkither am | about to seduce
you.'

It took an effort, but she forced herself to lotdeslily back. 'Then why are
you here?' she asked.

"To check out the opposition. It's common busirsesse.'

For a second time, Abby was bereft of an answer.



Josh's gaze swept over the buffet table. 'l trostextra isn't going to wreck
the fine-tuning of your catering arrangementsdiasvied.

‘It won't. We have plenty.’

‘That's a relief. Please, go ahead,’ he said,ngrto smile at a stocky,
Bermuda-shorted woman who had ambled up behind him.

The woman smiled back and thanked him— excessiydiipy thought. It
was not as though Josh had presented her withnaodi tiara, merely a
place in front of him.

'‘Chicken, madam?' she offered, going through heegpaWould you like
some?' she asked, when his admirer's plate was &tkshe had shuffled
along in search of salad and rice.

Josh hooked his thumbs in the slit pockets of é&$. 'Would you like
some chickensir," he said.

Abby glowered. With his hips thrust forward and temnim stretched tight
across his thighs, he looked all masculine, allspdal, aggressively sexual.

"You are here to give the customer the best passibilvice,' he chanted,
sing-song fashion. The corner of his mouth twitchieéad me?'

'Like a comic book!" She grabbed up a paper pldfeuld you like some
chicken,sir?' she growled.

'Please.’ As if by a switch, his amusement snapffetHow come you've
changed the rules?' Josh demanded, standing erect.

'What rules?"
'When you talked about servicing the tourists ¢erahte days, | innocently

assumed it would be on an equal basis, that errafon cruises. Instead of
which--'



‘Josh!" her aunt exclaimed, a dearth of custom&wiag her to suddenly
catch sight of him. She shone an uncertain smilendine table. 'You've
come to see how we're getting along?'

His helping of chicken secured, he moved towards'halready know—a
report of theHummingbirds receipts gave m#hat information,’ he said
drily. 'But | wanted to discover the reason for ysuccess. Laying on lunch
was a smart piece of thinking.'

'It was Abby's idea,’ Hilda told him, dithering iveten a pride in her niece's
initiative and dismay at the thought of his dwindlipassengers.

'l assumed it would be," Josh replied. ‘A one-thirk-tank, is she?'

'Oh, yes. She suggested we sell T-shirts with mwof theCalinargoon
the front. That way we'd--'

'If you don't hurry, the chicken will go cold," Apbnterrupted, shooting
you're-being-indiscreet messages down the table TFshirt scheme might
have been abandoned, but that was no reason tdigivihe benefit of her
inspirations!

Hilda looked flustered. 'More rice, Josh?' she dskariedly.
'No, thanks.' He smiled, and walked away.

A hungry few returned for second helpings, butule dourse lunch ended,
the used plates and cutlery were collected in iglastcks, the table was
dismantled. Vibert resumed his position behindwheel and the schooner
set sail. Down in the galley, Abby did her sharehef washing, the drying,
the tidying-up. As she had gone on to Josh's buhtesarned whatotto do,
so he had come aboard tBalinargoand learned whéab do, she thought
grimly. Blast it! Blast him! Maybe :t meant thateth were quits, but
knowing he was on board made her edgy.

'How is everything?' she asked Eldon, when he ¢arte something to eat.



'‘Smooth, real smooth, apart from a middle- agedwig's complainin' of
not feelin' too good.’

'What's the matter with him?'

'Dunno, but he's turned a nasty greeny-white cdlour

'I'd better see if there's anything we can do,"yAddcided.

'I'll come, too," Hilda said.

Up on deck the man, a portly, grey-haired Londomexrs slumped on a
bench with his wife beside him. Sober-faced andichah greasy film of
sweat glistened on his brow.

'l feel lousy," he told Abby, in response to heeiyu

'Perhaps it's something you've eaten,' her aumgfested.

'‘Doubt it.’

'Or you could have had too much sun.'

His wife, a sharp-faced woman in a plaited- straat, Ishook her head.
'Raymond's having one of his bad turns, that'sdalgets them from time to
time.’

‘Not turns like this," he objected, rounding on. lare never had a tightness
in my chest before.’

A tightness in his chest? Immediately Abby's thdedlew back to another
time when she had heard that phrase. 'You—you tttieke might be
something seriously wrong?' she faltered.

'It's possible,’ he said.

'Raymond, you've just been too energetic in youmsmng,' his wife
grumbled.



Abby gave a gaudy smile. 'Suppose | ask Eldon tuiea whether we have
a doctor on board? Just to be on the safe side.'

The sufferer grimaced. 'Please do.'

The message boomed out, but no doctor appearedhékhnnouncement
brought were one or two inquisitive types who gedgl offered a
judgement, and went away.

'Is your chest still painful?’ she fretted.

The man pressed a hand to his side. 'l feel likgdehe replied.

Death? Her heart lurched. The world tipped. Evenghwvent out of synch.
As the schooner rounded a headland and the spédbsildings which
made up St George's came into view, Abby trembléeé. town looked so
distant, so remote, so unattainable. Even with teailing at full speed it
would take an hour and a half to reach it, &gthingcould happen in that
time, she thought—remembering, remembering.

'‘Need some help?' an Australian voice asked, aad\wsivelled to see Josh
arriving from the upper deck.

Tempted to utter a snappy 'no, thanks' and senddmintis way, she
hesitated. 'This gentleman is feeling ill and-feik of her head drew Josh
with her a discreet distance away '—I think he dobé heading for a
coronary.'

He frowned at the man, frowned at her. '‘Why do yayithat?'

'He's complained about a tightness in his chest.’

‘That's all?" She nodded. "You're over-reactingshJsaid. 'Sure, the guy
looks a bit off-colour, but--'

'He coulddie,' Abby hissed.

'Cut it out," he protested.



'He could." She felt the inward beat of distres®u’' warned me about
emergencies, but | never visualised anything asdra®matic as this!'

Josh gave an irritated sigh. 'lt's you who's cnggdiny drama. If one of your
passengers happens to feel under the weatheotity®ur fault, so if what's
worrying you is him suing, forget it.'

'What I'm worried about is him having a heart &tashe said through
gritted teeth. 'We're stuck out on the ocean,tdlle forever to reach the
harbour, never mind medical assistance, and cdesaran strike in
minutes. Oh, Josh,' she wailed, giving way to kard, 'what do we do?'
He flung her an exasperated look. 'You don't panic.

'I'm not! I'm just--'

'In a heightened state of mental awareness?" eededrily.

The man suddenly winced, pressed a white- knudis¢do his chest and
gave a loud groan.

‘There you are!" Abby cried. Her eyes flew to thers. '‘Maybe we should
land and try to get help."

'Where?' Josh enquired. 'From whom?"'
Frantically she surveyed the coastline, but all ahweld see was a hillside
thick with palm trees. There were no houses, nplgemo obligingly sited

telephone boxes.

'What would your crew do if someone was dying anHommingbird?'she
implored, taut with frustration.

'‘Abby, the likelihood of that guy cashing in hisghright now is minimal!
"You're a doctor of medicine as well as law?' skmahded.

'What | am,' Josh said harshly, 'is certain you're-



"That man is overweight, in his fifties and them@sotine on his fingers, so
he smokes. He's the perfect candidate for a htacka—yes?'

'l guess,’ he said reluctantly, 'but--'
'‘And heart disease is a major killer.'
'Even so--'

'He needs medical attention!" Abby insisted, anardhérer voice shrill. She
brought it down to a more reasonable level.ddes.’

Josh gave a long drawn-out sigh. 'How'd it benfdke radio contact with
my yard and have someone come out here in a fas?'iee suggested. 'We
could transfer the guy, deliver him to an ambulanb&h would be waiting
at a prearranged landing point, and have a dogtmmime him—if you're
desperate.'

Abby was desperate. 'Oh, yes, please,' she said, almdsberiag with
gratitude. As he disappeared to speak to Vibed,returned to the couple
and explained what would be happening.

‘That's very kind." The man's wife smiled. 'Thougdon't really think
Raymond needs--'

'‘Better to be safe than sorry,’ the sufferer sspdaking over her.

Although contact was quickly made and Josh returmigldl the assurance
that someone had already set off, Abby spent theh@f-hour in a state of
high anxiety. Josh might point out that the man had no further pain
attacks and that his colour was returning, but s, she insisted, no
guarantee that his condition would not suddenlerietate. Please make
the boat hurry, she implored silently, and whenast, it appeared on the
horizon she felt weak with relief.

'I'd like to accompany them,' she told Josh asspieedboat approached. 'l
need to know everything's all right.’



'‘Whatever you wish," he said in weary resignattben added, 'I'll come,
too.'

Abby's chin lifted. 'So you're worried?' she chadjed.

'Only about you and your blue funk,' he replied.

The Calinargo's engines fell silent, the speedboat came alongsidd,
while the other holidaymakers watched over the thgé man was helped
aboard.

"You don't know how long you'll be at the hospita, I'll take a taxi home,’'
Hilda said, as Abby made to follow. ‘Can you pigk Bob's car from the
quay?'

'Will do," she assured her.

The boat shot off, moving at speed but steadily, mot much later they
reached a jetty where an ambulance was waitingigktgr of an hour after
that, they were at the hospital.

'l can't tell you the cause of his distress untéf'we done a few tests,' the
doctor said, as the Londoner was taken into a dtimgtroom. 'Are all you
folks intending to hang on?'

'l am, but there's no need for you to stay,' tha'snaife told Abby and Josh.
She gave an embarrassed smile. 'Raymond's feelic tretter now, and
he is a bit of a hypochondriac and, to be honestjdes make a fuss over
nothing.'

'‘None of which means that this is nothing," Abbigsher face grave.

'l suppose not,' the woman admitted grudgingly.

'I'll wait with you,' she declared.



'‘No way," Josh objected and, taking hold of her,dr@marched her rapidly
to the door. 'We both have cars which need to beated,' he flung over his
shoulder, 'so we'll be back later.'

‘There's no need to manhandle me!" Abby protestiedhe bundled her
through the entrance hall and out down the stagso®sly, she twisted free.
‘Neither do | need you to make my decisions. Mayie want to pick up
your car right now, but for me it isn't importawi¢hat is important °

'Is keeping that guy's wife from becoming a nervausck like you!" he
blasted. 'If you stay with her, chances are yaféict her with your anxiety
and have her believing her husband's on the bffiakcoronary, too.'

'But he could be,' she insisted.

'‘And you could be the owner of an overactive imagon!' In long strides,
Josh set off for the gate. 'Tell me, do you alwggso pieces the instant
anyone turns pale?' he demanded, his voice as abampice-pick. '‘Because
if so | suggest you pack in the damn cruises as taday.'

"You don't understand,” Abby muttered, needinguimyhin order to keep up
with him.

‘No, | don't! I might not be thrilled with your sg@cularly successful

launch, but it did appear to show you had resoulcess and spirit, that you
could cope. Cope?' His lip curled. 'Get you onhigh seas, lady, and you're
nothing but a menace. Inept. Incapable. At the¢ fikscup you dissolve into

hysterics. You--'

'Wanna taxi, Mr Donner?' someone shouted, and Addked up to see a
young Rastafarian, his dreadlocks covered by a hyejlew bonnet,
grinning from a car which had slowed outside onrtiaal.

'Please,' Josh replied, and, forced to curtaidbisouncement, he satisfied
himself by flinging her a scurrilous look. 'We'ttdito go to the Carenage,
Lloyd," he said as he ushered Abby inside.

With a nod and a squeal of tyres, they sped away.



'How you makin' out?' the young man asked, bearatnitpsh through the
mirror.

'Fine. And you?'

One question, two words, but they were all the grtomg Lloyd needed to
embark on a recitation of the more recent eventsgdrife. With frequent
backward glances and a noticeable lack of roadesér@sspent the journey
skidding around corners, bouncing through pot-hotesrowly avoiding
other traffic, and talking, talking, talking. Evevhen they arrived at the
harbour his tale continued, until a new customg@eaped and demanded a
ride.

‘Thank you for your assistance,’ Abby said stiiy she and Josh walked
towards the parked cars. 'If you let me know hovelmilowe you for the use
of the speedboat and driver, I'll--'

‘There's no charge,' he told her.

'‘But--'

'Everyone pitches in at sea. Besides, maybe thieeedin occasion when you
can help me," he said, in tones which equatedkékhood with pigs taking
wing.

Abby unlocked Robert Sinclair's small Ford. '‘Googllthen,’ she said.

'‘No." Josh shook his head. 'I'm going back to tephal with you.'

She frowned. After relying on him so heavily, shesveager to demonstrate
her independence— and the ability to cope. 'That®s necessary,’ she

protested.

"You don't want me around to help dig the guy'svgPa he demanded
ghoulishly.

She flinched. 'l don't want you to waste any mdrgonir time," she replied.
'When's your next charter?’



'l leave tomorrow for a week, then I'm back forcagle of days, then I'm
away for another week.'

'So you obviously have plenty to do.'

'If you think I'm going to leave you alone with thguy's wife—forget it!"
Josh installed himself behind the wheel of the Mokellow me," he
ordered laconically. 'I'd hate you to get lost gondnto a frenzy.'

Back at the hospital, Raymond's wife had nothingefmort. 'l thought he
was exaggerating the pain,' she said, removingthewv hat and frowning at
it, 'but he's been with the doctor for so long thatv I'm beginning to
wonder.’

Josh gave a disarming grin. '‘Don't,’ he said. Moul Grenada, where
delays are par for the course.’

'Everything happens at a much slower pace," Abbypand was rewarded
by his imperceptible nod of approval. 'Have you elanuch sightseeing
while you've been here?' she enquired conversdiifona

The woman smiled. 'We've been everywhere. One dapired a car and
drove all around the island. Another time we werland to see some
waterfalls and a lake. We've called in at a nutfaetpry, and had lunch at
an old plantation house. We've toured the market,Fort George, and--'
Now into her stride, she proved to be as garrubmisloyd. 'We've been
here a month, but I'm still sorry to be going haim@orrow," she said. The
end of her diatribe had appeared imminent, buttcbk a breath. 'Talking

about delays,' she carried on, 'the day after wigeak— the eighth, it'd

be—Raymond and | went on theimmingbird—this was before we'd heard
about your boat," she informed Abby in an apolagaside. 'And just as we
were setting off the captain dropped his sunglassése water. We were
made to wait ages while the silly fellow had soneedive, and then--'

'Mild angina,’ the doctor announced, striding itlte waiting-room in his
white coat. Raymond's wife blinked. Her sightseeiaminiscences had



been so engrossing, she had almost forgotten waysts here. 'Angina
pectoris, that's why your husband was in paingxmained. 'For the most
part it arises in connection with disease of thewgary arteries.’

'Oh, dear,' she said, in sudden alarm.

The doctor smiled. 'Don't worry; | stress—the aatgmild.’

‘Then there wasn't any real emergency?' she asked.

‘No.'

Josh shot Abby a glance. 'And no danger of a latk?' he queried.

'‘None. The patient's fine now, all he needed wases@st and a tablet. I've
given him a supply of tablets and told him to cdnkis own physician as

soon as he gets home,' the doctor continued, aldgethe man's wife. 'He
must learn to slow down and not over-exert himselfl—there you are,' he
said, as Raymond walked in. 'He'd be wise to sloatkesweight. A taxi's

been organised to take you back to your hotelnswy that everything's

settled--' he held out a hand '—goodbye."

‘Thank you," Raymond said, and after a brief exghahe doctor departed.
‘Thank you, and thank you,' he repeated, noddiAdphy and Josh. He gave
a shamefaced grin. 'Sorry to have caused so muclblé, but--' He
shrugged.

'‘Can't keep the taxi waiting,' he told his wifeddracked hastily out of the
door.

'‘Go ahead, say it," Abby demanded, the momentwieeg alone.

'What, | told you so?' Josh shook his head. 'THg tring | want to say
is—how did you know the guy's heart was at fault?'

She drew in an unsteady breath. '‘Because lesatyaar ago | was with my
father when he complained of chest pains.'



'‘And?' he prompted, as the remembrance held et sil
'‘And—and fifteen minutes later he was dead.’
Josh winced. 'Oh, God! I'm sorry. So that's why--'

'l went "to pieces"?' Abby quoted. 'Yes,' she saittj marched from the
room and out to the car park.

'Would it help if you told me about your father@sh suggested, as they
reached the cars.

She frowned at him, then contemplated the key$sltein her hand. When
her father had died, her mother had been so disirleand in need of so
much support that her own grief had been stiflear. Fonths she had
comforted and sustained, and as her mother hadyshogun to recover
Abby had also believed that she had put the tréwehand her. It was not so.
Albeit Robert Sinclair was a stranger, his deatth ¢ialodged an emotional
log-jam and made her unhappily aware of unresotwed and loss. She
looked at Josh again. She was not sure why shddshant to talk tohim,
but all of a sudden the chance to explain aboutfdtber seemed not so
much appealing as a necessity.

'Yes.' Abby gave a small smile. 'Please.’
‘Let's sit in the Moke.'

'My mother was at an evening class, and my sigtdrgone camping, and
I'd called round, and—and Dad and | were in thesboaione," she began
hesitantly, when she had climbed in beside him.

"You have just the one sister?' he interrupted.

'Yes. She's training to be a teacher and sheditMesme. Dad was telling me
about some restaurant he'd been to which had menulecipherable

French and toffee-nosed waiters," Abby continugdeh suddenly he stood
up, took a few steps and then-' she swallowed ‘eraighed to the ground.
He lay there writhing and gasping in tortured dmeatand—and | was



terrified to leave him, but I had to ring for anfamance. | ran into the hall
and phoned, and when | came back his face was rtedtand he was
swearing. Dad rarely used bad language, and toheathen seemed so
shocking. It made me realise the agony he was in.’

"You must have been pretty distraught, too," Joshmared in sympathy,
and she nodded and blinked away tears.

'‘Somehow | managed to get him into an armchair/yAlsent on, ‘and for a
short time it seemed as though he could be requyeiut then he gripped
his chest and swore, and--' she stared straighidaheand | tried thumping
at his heart, | tried mouth-to-mouth resuscitatluut, he was dead before the
ambulance arrived." She took a shuddering bredike 'my father,
Raymond is in his late fifties, heavily built an@ lhas the same wavy
iron-grey hair.'

'‘And when you saw him you thought history was aliouepeat itself?’
Abby nodded bleakly. 'All the sensations of teramd helplessness and
doom came flooding back. At home I'd been able itay rfor an
ambulance—not that it had altered anything—but muthe Calinargo |
didn't have a clue what to do." She looked at hou were right, | did
panic.'

Josh's fingers gently enfolded her hand. 'It waketstandable.’

'‘But | won't panic again,' she declared.

"What would you do if there was an emergency?'noglieed.

She thought for a moment. 'I'd ask Vibert. to contae coastguard and
request their help. Yes?'

Josh grinned. 'Yes.'
'I'm so glad everything turned out all right,” Ab&gid shakily. She looked

down at the strong brown hand which held her oand'I'm so glad you
were there. | appreciate what you did for me todiayy you--'



'Hey,' he murmured as she broke off, the tears agee glistening in her
grey eyes.

'I'm grateful,’ she mumbled, and lurched forwardbdped him to her, then, a
split second later, jerked back.

What was she doing? Abby wondered, in pink- facedusion. Josh might
have helped her and lent a sympathetic ear, butwha no reason for
dragging him into a clinch. She frowned. She might trust him, but
neither, it seemed, could she trust her own regsdns

'Was that a cuddle or a kidney punch?' he asked.
'It was a thank-you,' Abby replied, stiff-backedigrim.

'Sure you're not trying to seduce me?' he askediltlof a smile showing in
the corner of his mouth. 'You don't intend to hp buttons off my shirt and
cast my string vest to the winds?'

'‘No." Swinging her feet to the ground, she gaverabarrassed smile. 'See
you around some time. Goodbye.'

With a noisy grind of gears, Abby drove away. Skeded to put space
between them—and quickly. Why did Josh Donner tenah a disturbing

effect on her? she wondered. Why had she felt cegp® touch him? And

it hadbeen compulsion. Foot pressed down, she sweph@tbe blue glass
oval of the lagoon and up over the hill. A longvelbend, a left turn on to
winding, hedged lanes, and eventually she drewhaltaoutside her aunt's
apricot-coloured bungalow.

'I'm back," she called, walking inside, 'and ydodIpleased to know that the
man's fine. He--'

A note on the desk brought her up short. Hilda pagped out' to see a
friend and would be back in five minutes. Abby sdil Her aunt's five
minutes invariably lasted a full hour.



Although the day had begun to fade, the temperatemeained in the

eighties, so she poured herself a glass of pinegpigle from the fridge and
added ice-cubes. She wandered back to the deskh&h&ome to the
Caribbean with the intention of not putting pental paper, but the
advertisement sketch had prompted some ideas asphie moments she
had found herself jotting. She had drawn cameo#/e$t Indian life—a

woman carrying a tray of bananas on her head, mglkyouth stomping

along in thick- soled flip-flops, ' a schoolgirl thi sticky-out pigtails.

Switching on the ceiling fan, she sat down and begalraw the taxi driver
with his knitted bonnet.

'I'm in here," she called a few minutes later wiaaisteps sounded in the
hall. Abby pushed her hands beneath the mane afiblourls and raised
them from her neck, cooling her skin. Body stretbhghe waited for her
aunt to appear—and was astonished when Josh wialkestead. 'Shouldn't
you knock?' she demanded, annoyed to feel an infstsson.

'l did," he said, his eyes fastening on the ugliftk of her breasts, 'but there
was no reply.’

'Oh." Abby released her hair and sat up straigtihat do you want?' she
demanded.

‘The eighth," Josh said, walking over to wheresstie'l'd almost reached the
yard when it registered that that was the day yoentwon the
Hummingbird."

'S0?'

'How long did Leroy delay the start?"

'Why don't you ask him?' Abby hedged.

‘Two reasons," he ground out. 'One, I'm not enticehvinced the bastard
would tell me the truth, and, secondly, | don'tééwme to chase him up.’

‘The cruise left forty minutes late.'



‘Thank you.'
'‘Anything else?' she enquired, wishing he wouldstand so close.

'Yes. | noticed your advert offering talinargofor sale. Had any takers?'
'Not yet," Abby said crisply.

Josh looked down at her drawing. 'That's good givened. "Theo needs
someone like you.'

'Who's Theo?'

'One of the guys who skippers for me. He's writtdrandbook on sailing in
the Caribbean, but the publishers require somstilitions," he explained.
‘Theo's no artist himself so he's been persuadikinas of folk to submit
drawings, but so far none of them suits."

'Poor Theo. Is that it?" Abby demanded, impatientim to leave.

'‘One more thing.'

'Which is?'

Josh walked to the doorway where, hands in hisgtscke leaned a casual
shoulder. 'l figure it's time you knew what itligt freaks you out about me.’

'Freaks me out?' she repeated, wary of how hismoad curved.

'Yes. It's my sexuality,' he told her, his blue £yeight with laughter. It
plays havoc with your peace of mind.’

Abby glared. "You are the most--'
'Whoops," he murmured, 'did | say something wrong?'

An india rubber was grabbed up and flung. 'Go,"y&Hled. She despatched
a handful of pencils which scattered in all direos. 'Leave!" She hurled her



crayon box, and was furious when Josh moved sidewag she missed
him—again. 'Get out!"



CHAPTER FOUR

ALTHOUGH a lifelong landlubber, Abby now offered up a detvithiank-you
for boats. The next day, one of his luxury yaclkitsoammodatingly removed
Josh Donner from the island, while her involvemeith the schooner left
little time to dwell on him and his statement—whigbuld not have been so
infuriating had it not, unfortunately, been true.

However, as the days passed each excursion iiC#fieargo inevitably
honed the general expertise and, where the lunblaés started as a
mammoth undertaking, another week on found themgosiwiftly and
routinely prepared. No longer rushed, Abby foundsék thinking in plenty.

On the personal side, it made sense to avoid fucietact with Josh and,
courtesy of his well-nigh continuous charters, thatld be easy to do. But
how did she tackle the business aspect of thegtioglship—ergo, him
fighting back against th€alinargo's continuing success? kuld fight.
Josh might have sympathised over her father—aritigehim had been
surprisingly therapeutic—yet there any sentimendeein Object to the
hassle or not, she knew that he would do his utrtsintice customers
away from the schooner and onhis boat. Yet Abby failed to spot any
evidence of change on board tHemmingbird.

'Leroy still takes her out in the afternoons?' lshé quizzed Vibert.
‘Same as usual,’ he had confirmed.
‘There aren't any. . .improvements?'

'Like them serving chicken casserole?' The black had grinned. 'No. It's
peak period for charters, so my guess is Mr Doarggtided to leave any
alterations till later.'

Later? Abby had felt a quiver of unease. The praspgJosh's retaliation

was nerve-racking enough—what form would his couateack take?—but

the timing had a vital importance. In a few moresks she and her aunt
would be trawling for people to buy the businesy] the last thing they

could afford was a sudden sag in customer inténest



'How much later?' she had enquired.
'l reckon when things quieten down in two or thmeenths.'

Although Abby would have liked to agree, commonsgesaid that the
chances of Josh marking time until the schooneriesth sold and she had
exited from Grenada were slim. She was respongbkhe Hummingbird's
reduced fortunes, so he would want to trounhee But when? If only she
knew. She clenched her fists in frustration. Ongaira she was being
forced to play the waiting game.

With her time no longer all-consumed, Abby also Iiael opportunity to
begin that essential career rethink. An integral paiher success had been
her dedication to one or more similar projects.rdoent years, she had
reliably slogged away at the same kind of illustratuntil, although she
loved to draw, the creative juices had dried up simelhad gone stale. The
process had become automatic. The zest had disadpddow she was
hungry for variety, a choice of assignments, thancle to try something
different.

'If it's OK with you, I'd like to take the car awngsit the Donner boat-yard
this morning," Abby said, the next cruise-free day.

"You're going to see Josh?' her aunt queried, niprise. Although he had
come to the rescue a couple of weeks earlier, Hitgay that the situation
had not changed. Th@alinargothrived, theHummingbirdwent out almost
empty—and Josh was not amused. 'Isn't that rath8he hesitated,
choosing between rash, bold and foolish.

‘Josh is away on a charter. I'm hoping to see bhésaskippers, if he's not
out on the ocean, too. He needs some drawingstdookahe's written and |
thought maybe | could help.’

Her moment of stress gone, the older woman smilisgioy yourself.'
An hour later, Abby parked the car beside a blugbite sign announcing

'‘Donner Marine' and strolled down the ramp. Batlmedsunshine, the
boat-yard managed to be both attractive and busikes Spread around



green manicured lawns, dotted with the pimentaaimon and clove trees
which give Grenada its nickname of 'Spice Islaslog saw a wide range of
facilities. There was a dock and a slipway, dingktiorage, a
rubbish-disposal unit, showers and toilets, andnaalls shop which
advertised everything from block ice to beer to imathardware. Boats
bobbed beside a jetty, and throughout the areal@empre engaged in
various activities—a hull was being painted, a hoaarried provisions,
someone lowered a sail. Abby paused to admire liree dnchorage, then
headed for a single- storey cabin marked 'Office’'.

Knocking on the door, she poked her head insideuge me," she said to a
coloured girl who was standing beside a clattetieigx machine, 'but
would it be possible to speak to Theo?'

'‘Our big Dane's aboard ti@z Twg the girl told her, and pointed through
the window. 'lt's moored over there.'

On the deck Abby found a hefty, middle-aged marekng over a damaged
inflatable. Clad in frayed shorts and a baseball t& greeted her with a
ready smile.

'So you're the troublemaker the boss keeps conipdpimbout,’ he said,

when she had introduced herself. Sitting back srhunches, he admired
her slim figure in the amber blouson top and cottonsers. 'He must be
mad!

Abby laughed. 'l believe you're looking for someaa provide illustrations
for a book and--' she took a folder from beneattah®m and handed over her
West Indian drawings '—this is a sample of the wiaz&n produce.’

As he looked through them, Theo gave a low whistlappreciation. 'You
must be a professional?' he said.

'l am," she acknowledged.
He pursed his lips. 'l don't like to say this, buhink maybe you are too

good for me. My book will only appeal to a smallnk&t, so the royalties
aren't going to be so great,' he explained, imangtScandinavian accent.



'It doesn't matter," Abby assured him. 'What irdesene is doing something
new.'

Theo grinned. 'In that case, | have the manuseitptme,' he said, climbing
to his feet. 'Please, come on board and I'll erpldiat the publishers want.’

She grasped the massive hand he held out. Onardghe lifted her on
deck. Across the sugar- scoop cockpit, a few stiepen, and Abby was
sitting in an airy lounge with the manuscript sjgreat on a table before her.

‘The book's written from the chartering slant, aatthough its major

function is to inform, | also need it to entertahre told her. 'My publishers
are suggesting little sketches at the beginningesnadof each chapter, plus
maybe a series of light-hearted cartoons which dval@pict some of the
problems we, as crew, can encounter.’

'What kind of problems?"

Theo rested his elbows on the table. 'Stowage eangain in the backside.
Most folk bring far too much luggage and it's diffit to store hard suitcases
and anything else which is bulky. But we've hadkbtoturning up with
armfuls of tennis rackets and golf clubs and ghleliasters, and their wives
staggering on board weighed down with hair-dryirmpds and boxes of
wigs. We even had one dame who came complete witgdwn and fur
wrap,' he said, shaking a wondering head. 'Shegtitowe dressed for
dinner and was afraid the evenings might go coldén’ he continued,
'there are the collecting fanatics. They fill theabwith conch shells or
pieces of driftwood or coconuts. Another pest ie #mow- it-all who
declares they never burn, spends one day sprededeay deck, then the
remainder of the trip crouched in their cabin ygjli'Don't touch me!™

Abby grinned. 'Charters aren't just a matter oétilog off into the sunset
with a light breeze filling the sails and the baster set for fair?'

'‘No chance! And even if the clients are good corgpand, thank goodness,
most of them are, the strain of continuously beiloge together and on your
best behaviour is enormous. You ought to try e Dane sat upright. "You
shouldtry it. I can make descriptions, but you'd haveuwcimbetter idea of



what to draw if you went out on a charter yourslrsonal experience is
always preferable to learning about something sé¢@md.'

"True,' she admitted.

‘There's a cabin going spare on my next trip, ane guickly. 'How about it?
The boss won't mind.'

Although Abby was not so certain, Jpsh's views veengerfluous. 'Sorry,’
she said, 'but I'm tied up with ti@alinargo.'

‘Then why not come the time after that? It's oy & week. Surely you
could manage a week off?' he coaxed.

‘A week means I'd miss four cruises, and that'srtany,’ she told him, with
a smile. 'l see you've included a section on |ldealgers such as scorpions
and kids trying to sell things and rip-off taxi wi&rs,' she said, glancing
through the sheaf of pages. 'Do you think your ghieks would be
interested in strips of between four to eight frarfog that?"

Theo nodded enthusiastically. 'They're open tosaggestions. Why don't
you take the manuscript home and read it, thenameget together again
and discuss things in more detail?'

'Will do," Abby agreed, then hesitated. This was Bad suddenly realised,
a chance to do some research into the intriguingstipn of how his
employer had become a chartering mogul with suatrigy. 'The boat-yard
seems very extensive—did Josh start it from scPatgie enquired.

The Dane chuckled. 'He's a go-getter, but | dowkbhehe could manage
that! No, a Canadian guy called Sissons boughiatie and built the jetty,
dry dock, everything. He'd just started up in bassiwhen the political
scene in Grenada became hairy and the Americaresag&ed to intervene.
You remember?’

'l read about it in the papers,’ she confirmedalleg the invasion which
had made international headlines several yearsqugly.



'Well, not much later Josh happened along with daskpack, and old
Sissons wanted out, so--' he shrugged '—they diebé’

'Which was to Josh's advantage?' she suggestédmedsured casualness.

'Very much so.' The yacht swayed as someone cardeakn 'We have an
intruder," Theo grinned.

'l thought you were repairing this life-raft?’ aie® called, and Josh
appeared at the top of the steps, a tall, toustedhfigure in a blue checked
shirt and jeans. When he saw Abby he jerked baefksible surprise, then

his eyes narrowed. 'What the hell are you doing®ene demanded, as
though she had breached his security and sneatethaboat-yard on the

sly.

'Um. . .hello,’ she said weakly.

One minute she had been asking searching questimgisthe next the
subject under discussion had materialised in livibgeathing, highly

censorious flesh. Why wasn't he miles away? shademal. She eyed him
curiously. And why, considering that the last tithey had met his mood
had been easy, did he now seem so resentful giresence—and almost
edgy?'Don't worry, | haven't come to try and weasdl what you have

planned for theHummingbird,/Abby told him pertly.

Theo leaned forward and seemed ready to speak,Jask's frown silenced
him. 'Then you know there's. . .something plannkd&sked haltingly.

'l know you're not going to take what's happenegbtar trade lying down,'
she retorted, and manufactured a smile. 'l await yesponse with bated
breath.’

He frowned at her. 'Mmm," he said. 'So, what are yp to?' he asked,
spreading long brown fingers around either sidéhefdoor frame. 'Don't
tell me you've decided to go into the charter bessrand have come to suss
out what it takes?"



Abby's gaze travelled around the lounge with itstesscoloured upholstery,
pale-pigmented white beech furniture and Tiffangestlamps. 'lt'd be
difficult to compete with anything as splendid st she said wistfully.

'‘Damn right!" Josh snapped.

'Miss Hammond came to see me, about illustratienarfy book," Theo
informed him, clearly determined to mollify.

"You mentioned them,' she said.

'Yes."' Josh massaged his jaw, then stepped dowrthatcabin. 'Sorry if |
seem a bit tense, but--' he bent to stare at samgetut of the window
'—we're having problems with some of our clients.’

Theo looked puzzled. 'Who?' he asked.

‘That New York quartet. First they cancel at ttet ldloody minute when the
yacht's been provisioned and we're all standingbg,now they've been in
touch to say they've changed their minds and te&xpem first thing in the

morning.'

'‘But they were only coming for a week in the fipdace,' the older man
protested.

‘They're only coming for three days now!

‘All that way for three days? Won't be much of éday.'

'It won't be much of anything,' Josh said drilyh¥¥ they pulled out I told
Teresa to take the week off, so she's gone to vesitmother in Trinidad,

which means we're now without a cook.'

'Why not try the girl who filled in for us last ye&& Theo suggested. 'The
meals she prepared weren't all that special, but--'

‘After messing us around like this, the New York#os't deserve anything
special!' he blasted, then relented. 'We've begauoh and it turns out the



girl's heavily pregnant.’ He raked an exasperatatt through his hair.
'We've tried everyone.'

The Dane thought for a minute, then he smiled. "iauen't tried Miss
Hammond.'

Josh's eyes swung her way. 'Abby?' he said, irrisaerp

'Me?' she croaked.

'Why not? A week away may be too much, butsurely gould squeeze in
three days? More informed illustrations would mitkea better book," Theo
appealed.

'l don't--' she began.

"You'd be getting us out of a tight spot," he aaundd.

'‘Maybe, but--'

Josh, who had been rubbing at an earlobe in dulwonsideration of the
idea, now decided that it had merit. 'l did saye¢height be an occasion
when you could help me," he intruded.

'Ye-es,' Abby agreed reluctantly.

This is it.’

She spread her hands in supplication. 'But I'manmiok.’

‘You're not a cruise magnate, either, yet you seebe doing pretty well
with the Calinargo,’ Josh replied pithily. 'Who prepares the chicken
casserole?’

'Hilda and | take it in turns.'

You can serve that for dinner one evening, andlgyou could rustle up a
few other dishes?'



'Yes, but they'd be nowhere near cordon bleu stdridebby protested.

‘That's OK,' Josh said dismissively. 'All we negdar them to be halfway
edible.'

"You'd get first-hand ideas for the illustratiol®)eo wheedled.

'Plus a chance to sail around the Grenadines anehat will be ample free
time, enjoy some of the most beautiful islands arttg' Josh added in
smiling persuasion.

Abby hesitated—and heard alarm bells ring, loudland. Theo had talked
about the strain of being in close proximity taeolis on a charter, but if she
agreed to join Josh, how would she cope with beingose proximity to
him? 'l don't know how anything works on a boat,' séid defensively. 'The
only galley I've ever been in is on t@alinargo,so--'

'My yachts are high-tech jobs with state of thefadilities which make
cooking so-o00 simple,’ Josh crooned. 'And | solgmsmlear that, whenever
you call, I'll rush in to help.'

Abby sighed. Every hurdle she erected, he prongigynantled it. Every
time she said no, he altered it into a yes. Shel@dbat her lip. Although the
intention had been to avoid Josh like the plaghe,ssipposed she did owe
him a favour—and Hilda and the girls would havedifficulty managing
on the two cruises she missed.

'Who are these people from New York?' she enquired.

'‘Nobody grand,' he hastened to assure her. 'Jastduples with an interest
in photography. They've told us they'll be bringtagmeras on board, so |
imagine they could be bird-watchers or flora anthtaenthusiasts or maybe
the kind who spend every nightfall waiting to captthe Green Flash.’

‘That's when the last bit of sun disappears intosita and it shows bright
green?' Abby checked, and he nodded. 'Have youigen

'‘No. | always seem to. blink at the crucial monient.



'l have,' Theo said. 'Binoculars help,' he told ¢enfidentially.
Josh raised a brow. 'So do several gin and tonics.’

'‘Could be," the older man laughed, .then turnedliby. 'Will you act as
cook?' he implored.

She sighed. 'All right.'

'‘Good kid!" he exclaimed.

Josh looked at her, his blue eyes serious. 'ThaokK e said.

‘Just pray | don't poison anyone,' Abby said drily.

'I'll take out extra insurance,’ he grinned. 'Lobik, sorry to drop you into
the middle of this, but do you think you could gime some idea of menus
now so that | can arrange to have the necessamjismns brought on
board?’

She nodded. 'How many will there be to feed?"

'Eight. That's the four passengers, plus you, rdé\aa young German guys
who crew.'

Theo gathered up his manuscript. 'How'd it bepifit this on Josh's charter
and you can read it while you're afloat?' he suigges

'‘Good idea,' Abby agreed.
'Is it all right if I hang on to your drawings?' gked. 'I'm flying over to see
my publishers tomorrow and I'd like to show therma tjuality of work they

can expect.’

"Be my guest.’



‘Thanks,' the Dane smiled and, after shaking hed hize disappeared up on
deck.,

Planning the meals involved making lists, and adtethem, and making
lists again, but eventually they were complete—asals they could be.
Next, Josh walked her along the jetty to show heryacht they would be
using.

'Oz Six.' Abby read the name emblazoned on the hull. 'Argalr boats
called Oz something or other?'

"Fraid so," he said with a lop-sided grin. 'l knd\s corny, but it's easy to
remember, it fixes Donner Marine as being Aussieedy and it reminds
me of my roots.'

'Do you miss Australia?'
Josh grimaced. 'Not as much as | did.’
'Presumably you visit from time to time?' she askethey went on board.

'I've been once. My folks used to come and seear® but last year | went
over for a couple of months and I'm intending tcagain next summer.’

"You were in Grenada for—what—five years before y@nt home?' Abby
said, in surprise.

His face took on a shuttered look. 'That's rightsh gestured for her to
follow him down the steps which lead from the catkyo the front section
of the boat. This is the clients' living area,'dxplained, as they entered a
spacious lounge, 'and here--' he walked ahead dovemort corridor,
opening doors '—are four double passenger cabins.’

There were glimpses of pastel carpets, beds with saverlets, floral-tiled
bathrooms; then she needed to retrace her stepdento go with him into
the rear section. Here the lay-out consisted ofir@ngroom with
wrap-around windows, the galley, and beyond it cadgn with twin bunks
and two single cabins with beds and private showerfacilities.



Everywhere the decor was pale and elegant. Evemgathe furnishings and
fittings were of the finest quality.

'What do you think?' Josh asked, as they returméioet galley.
Abby's eyes wandered across the fridges and fregzershiny modern
oven, the yellow and white units with their built-wine cellar, fitted

glassware storage and sea-safe cutlery drawers.

'l think that if | can't produce at least threersteeals from these five-star
facilities | should be shot at sunrise!'

He laughed. 'I'm grateful for your helping us otig' said, and a brow
arched. 'lI'd give you a hug, only I'm afraid yowghtithrow something at
me.'

'If I did | wouldn't miss this time," Abby retortednd strode back up on
deck. 'When do you want me to report in the morRisye asked.

‘Nine o'clock, please. I'd like us to be on the mbefore ten.’

She nodded. 'Until tomorrow.'

The next morning, the Ford refused to start. Thgirenticked over once,
twice, and then died.

'It's never caused any trouble before,’ Hilda éaktias Abby turned the key
again and again.

'Perhaps it's a sign that I'm not meant to go.’

"You must! It's good that you can help Josh. It—wielmeans we aren't
enemies.'

'Does it?' She climbed out of the car. 'I'd batiay for a taxi.'



A taxi was summoned. Abby waited the promised t@émutes and more.
The taxi failed to appear. In a fit of desperatime went out and tried again.
Annoyingly, wondrously, the engine roared into.life

By the time she arrived at the boat-yard, it hadegoine-thirty. A holdall in
each hand, Abby jogged down towards the yacht. y@shon deck talking
to a group of people, but when he saw her he erchsaself and came
over.

'l apologise for being so late," she gabbled, ferface was stern and his
mouth tight. 'It was the car. It--'

'‘Don't worry about it," he said, lifting her bags lmoard.
Abby shot him a look. 'Then what ayeuworrying about?' she enquired.

'It's this New York crowd,' he said, as he followleer into the galley.
‘They're not two couples—it's a man and three .girls

'So?!

‘There's something fishy about them. For a stdthoagh they're on
vacation together they don't appear to know edcérall that well.

‘Then, where most people come to the Caribbeamvondl, they seem. .
.poised for action.' He expelled a troubled brehtleckon they've chartered
the yacht for another purpose.’



CHAPTER FIVE
'LIKE what?-' Abby asked.

Josh frowned. 'l haven't worked that out, but— ttadixth sense—I know
they're not your regular tourists.'

'Instead of bird-watchers you could be skippering baatload of
gun-runners?’ she suggested.

'If 1 thought that | wouldn't move an inch fromghetty!

'Spoilsport,” Abby said, her grey eyes dancingspat of smuggling on the
high seas would make for some interesting cartbons.

Too interesting. What have you got in these?' masheled, as he put down
her holdalls. 'They weigh a ton.'

'‘Some extra fruit, vegetables and spices. | waouthh the menus with my
aunt and she suggested variations which'll makenieds jazzier and more
Caribbean.

'Five-star?'
'Four—fingers crossed. Hi,’' she grinned, whenratfaired youth peered in.

'‘Abby, meet Klaus, and this other nosey individadlis brother, Karl," Josh
added, as a second flaxen head appeared. 'As slaarksnell blood from a
kilometre away, so these guys' extrasensory pectegihables them to
detect the presence of young and shapely females.'

‘Nice to have you on board,' the boys told herpashed.

'‘Before you unpack, how about saying hello to oassgngers?' Josh
suggested, when, after some light-hearted barterydung Germans had
departed. '‘Gun-runners or not, we are,' he saliyg triipposed to be one big
happy family.’



Up on deck, a chunky, moustachioed man in his dsertivas taking
zoom-lens shots of a nearby islet, while two brteseéind a redhead were
draped around on cushions sunning themselves. alelygs opened wide.
Going sailing, most women went casual—she worenglgi shirt and
shorts, and had tied her hair back into a practitzal—but these girls made
no concessions. Each sported fastidiously arrarigéd' tresses, false
eyelashes and energetically applied make-up. Thegernails were long
and lacquered, and from their ears and around tiesiks hung glittering
baubles and beads. It was true they wore bikisthyese were minuscule
satin affairs which came under the glamour-pusslingaand were totally
unsuited for messing about in boats.

'I'd like to introduce Abby. She'll be doing theo&ng,' Josh explained.

'My name's Sidonie," said the redhead, a heavyedayirl with aggressively
plucked eyebrows. Swinging an arm loaded with smymaangles they
constituted luggage, she indicated her companiémsl these are Saskia
and Ailish.'

'Hello,' they chorused.

The man broke off from his photography. 'I'm Ra&te' smiled at her. He
frowned at the girls. 'I'd be grateful if you'dsethese three small portions.
Remember tummy bulges,' he said, when cries oégtr@rupted.

'Whatever you wish," Abby promised, though she ginbut strange that a
man who was decidedly overweight himself shouldspnee to lay down
dietary rules for others.

The redhead pushed herself upright and sauntesd@vosh. 'I'm the one
your office decided was a fella," she announcee. IBbked at him from
beneath black spokes of lashes. 'Some mistake.'

And how! Abby thought. Sidonie was a generouslyprtioned young lady
and, with shoulders pulled back, was emphasisingsam which had to be
forty inches plus.



Determinedly ignoring the display, Josh acknowlebigat two couples had
been expected. 'Are any of you. . .linked?' he gadu

'Linked?' The redhead shot a horrified glance id'&direction. "You must
be joking!

"We just work together,' the older man told hirrebiyi.

One of the brunettes giggled. 'Yeah. We're busiasssciates.'
‘Are you linked to anyone?' Sidonie asked, movioger to Josh.
He took a hasty step backwards. 'No.'

'So you're available?'

'Er. . ." His reply was a long time coming. 'l geied/hat | mean is--'

A predatory glint gleamed in her eyes. 'You're s ¢you make my fillings
ache,' she pronounced in a breathy, nasal voigsst'love tall, dark men.’

'How nice,' he muttered, and retreated some more.

A smile tugged at Abby's lips. Up until now it hademed as though little
could disturb Josh's composure, but this heavy-tiutyng was unsettling
him. It was obvious that he had no wish to offensl ¢lient, yet if he
withdrew any further he would be over the side artd the water. As she
recalled his flair for unsettlinger, she grinned. The biter bit! she thought.

'‘Dark-haired men with blue eyes?' Abby asked, untbtesist boosting the
conversation—and his unease.

Sidonie advanced on him again. 'The bluer the bette

"You like athletic types, too?' she asked, and reasrded by his furious
look.



When working on the yacht prior to departure, Joatl shed his shirt, so
that all he wore was a pair of brief shorts. Deg¢ahned and with whorls of
black hair on his chest, he had the strong, heddtbly of an outdoors man.

'l adore bodies with beautiful muscle tone," thehead proclaimed, and
slithered covetous fingers around his shoulder.

For a split second Josh froze, then he flasheastiplsmile. ‘It's time we
made a start,’ he said, and with a hasty sidewagsshe extracted himself
and fled back to the safety of the cockpit.

'What do you have lined up for lunch, Abby?' Rokleglspleasantly.

'Soup, followed by shrimp salad and mango mouske,Informed him.
‘Sounds great.’

'l hope so." She grinned and, with a nod of fargwsbk followed Josh.

'All mouth, aren't you?' he hissed, as she appeared

Abby opened innocent eyes. 'Me?"

'l suppose you think encouraging that Sidonie femial funny?' he
demanded, as he checked the fuel gauge and wenigthrhis start-up

procedure.

Her mouth tweaked. 'l was under the impression dide't need any
encouragement.’

‘Too right," he muttered. 'l've heard of the lihkedawoman, but--' Words
failed him.

"You prefer us to be constrained by conventionByAénquired.

'Shackled!



'How old-fashioned. All the poor creature wantgleas hold your tiny hand
in hers.’

"You reckon?' Josh glowered. 'From the moment &pped on board, that
so-called poor creature's been giving me the comwith a capital C.'

‘These days it's called playfully connecting witiother person to let them
know you're interested." Abby grinned. 'You canetaltasses for it in
America.'

‘Thank you for that fascinating piece of informatidhe said drily.

'My pleasure. You know what the problem is?' sheueed.

Tell me.'

'It's your sexuality. It's playing havoc with heegze of mind,” Abby
announced, and with her plait swinging jauntily aoler back she went
below.

As she dealt first with the food and later put tlethes away, th®z Sixset
sail. Collecting up Hilda's recipes, Abby returriedhe galley. What lived
where in the cupboards washecked, and then she experimented with the
various knobs and functions of the cooker. She feanulating a plan of
action for the forthcoming meal, when Josh strogeidly through and
disappeared into his cabin.

'What time would you like me to serve lunch?' séked, when he emerged.

'One-ish, please. By then we'll be moored in a toayards the north of
Grenada,' he explained.

'Do clients and crew eat together?”
'Usually, though. . ." He sighed. 'l guess so.’

"You're frightened of getting sunburned?' Abby ss3gd, as he thrust first
one impatient arm and then the other into a loegyatd shirt.



'I'm scared witless of being molested,’ he saidtlgar
'Sidonie’'s still making chase?"

'She is, and kindly stop laughing. She paid herewdo hire my yacht, not
me. | hate pushy women," Josh grumbled.

‘After lunch I'm going to suggest we all have a gaohPass the Peanut Just
Using Your Body,' Abby said ingenuously.

‘Just you try it!' He made an ineffectual attengpsiirug the shirt on to his
shoulders. 'What's the matter with this thingXlémanded.

'One of the sleeves is inside out. Wait,' she w@riaden, in wrestling for
freedom, he began twisting himself up even tighter.

Abby stepped forward and drew the garment from Hiat,as she did the

breath seemed to catch in her throat. Although Bashbeen bare- chested
before, it felt as if she were newly and alarmingdyealing his body. She

stood rigid. All she could focus on was the breaaltthis shoulders, the

brown length of his back, the sheen of his skin.

He glanced back. 'OK?' he asked.

Snapping to life, she straightened the shirt add heout for him. "Your
armour awaits, oh, cowardly one.’

Josh pushed in his arms, drew the collar aroundhinggat, and turned. 'It
feels good being dressed by a woman,' he murmbredlue eyes locking
on hers. 'Though it'd feel even better being ursdes

Abby's heart thumpedortissimo. 'You want me to call Sidonie?' she
enquired, as flippantly as she could.

'l want you to fasten my cuffs,’ Josh instructed| held out his wrists to her
like a husband of longstanding.



‘The girls have some exotic names,' she commestsldeadealt swiftly with
the buttons. She stepped back. ‘Do you think tadgirreal?’

'l doubt it—as | doubt that they're cruising simfidy the fun of it.’

'Perhaps they're in show-business and have comellert a tan?' Abby
suggested.

'It'd be far cheaper to stay home and use sunbatigpu're right," Josh said
cryptically, 'they are in show-business. The minute cast off, they
proceeded to cast off the tops of their bikinis atrdt around the deck. An
event which caused severe eyestrain on a numlsstjatent vessels and a
great deal of fighting over the binoculars," hedsdiis tone crisp with
disapproval. "Two guys even sailed alongside ush@first half-hour.'

'‘Shock, horror! Thunder-clap!" Abby exclaimed.ribkv it doesn't happen so
much here, but women have been known to strip dt Bpots in
Europe—and presumably in Australia?’

‘There's stripping and stripping,’ Josh rejoinethying determinedly
disgruntled. 'If it's done with a degree of decoydime. But that trio are
downright posers. They're continually on the m@eegverywhere you look
you're confronted by naked breasts. They've remallethe mystery,' he
complained. 'Hell, there are breasts everywhere!'

She grinned. 'You've said that twice.’

'l know. | can't seem to get past it. Karl and Klawe no slouches when it
comes to ogling the female form, but even they ssleefi-shocked.’

'Maybe thefemmes fataleare naturists.'
"You think so?’

'No,' she had to admit.



Josh shovelled handfuls of shirt into his shof@ar'guests'll be needing
something to drink. You wouldn't like to enquire attthey want, would
you?'

'‘As part of my duties, or to save you from beinglated?' Abby asked,
laughing, and sped off without waiting for an answe

Ice-cool colas and fruit juices were requested,lated, as they moored, she
served glasses of chilled white wine, the sameagmtalso being offered
with lunch. To her delight the meal went smoothig &he reaped a harvest
of compliments, especially from Rod.

'I've had callaloo soup before, but it was nevdaaty as that,' he praised.
'What is callaloo?' Sidonie queried, clasping Joaihm to gain his attention.

'It's the leaf of the dasheen plant,’ he explainAdlocal variation on
spinach.’

The redhead wrinkled her nose. 'Spinach? You mearstuff Popeye used
to eat?"

‘The same,' he said shortly.

Although Josh had given a sigh of relief when tiree girls had covered
themselves up before arriving at the table, hisresgpon had become
noticeably hounded when Sidonie had insisted thanhbst sit next to her.
And, as the meal had progressed, his discomforgh@aen. Bad enough that
the redhead's wooing had all the finesse of a hbasyd, but she was also a
compulsive 'toucher'. Abby had watched the patseahdw nudges with
disbelief. Surely the girl must see how Josh recidiCouldn't she sense his
distaste? Apparently not. But, like the brunet&dpnie was a trifle dim.

Although the conversation over lunch had rangedtftbe German boys'
talk of how they were drop-outs from the rat-raiedescriptions of the
privately owned islands which dotted the Caribbeara series of hilarious
anecdotes Rod had told about New York life—thesgithd nothing to
contribute. The only topic which interested thenswseir own appearance.



'l think maybe | should apply another frosting aéduer," Sidonie brooded,
gazing at her fingernails.

Ailish suddenly became animated. 'Why not try tBaental Sunrise Pink?"
'‘Be careful it doesn't clash with your lipstickgs&ia warned.

'Why don't you three go and freshen up?' Rod sugdgekis voice flattened
by impatience, and there was a palpable sense ledse when his
companions retreated to their cabins. 'Any charicgiogoing ashore?' he
asked Josh.

'Where?' He frowned out at the nearby coastlinerert

The older man upended the wine bottle into hisgglasvondered about Isle
de Ronde? | understand it's a few miles north afn@da and | read
somewhere that there are just a handful of ressdehb live at one end. |
thought that if we moored at the other it'd givesame privacy.'

‘Too rolling," came the summary rejection. Josle fosm the table. 'I'll find
us another place. Somewhere calm.’

The lunch table was cleared and the yacht setssoks the sunlit sea. As
she washed up, Abby glimpsed green islets and rookgrops thick with
nesting sea birds. In time they reached a longefing land where coconut
palms waved leisurely heads and the sand gleamidérgoand here the
anchor was dropped. By now she had time to sparghe changed into her
swimsuit, found Theo's manuscript, and went up eckd

'We're off to investigate,' Rod told her, gestutiogvhere Josh and the boys
were helping the girls clamber aboard a small dindfou won't be coming
ashore?'

Conscious that he was verifying her plans and fifering an invitation,
Abby shook her head— though as a member of the clevhad not
expected to join them.



'You look as if you'll be taking lots of photographshe remarked, as he
hoisted a large canvas bag packed with cameraaranithry equipment on
to his shoulder.

'Given the chance,' he said.

She watched as the group were ferried to the lagwl, tas they disappeared
and as Josh and the boys attended to various dugies sat down
cross-legged among the cushions and lifted the swaipi. Even for
someone with a minimal knowledge of sailing it veasy to read, and she
had begun the second chapter when Josh sudderg.spo

'What do you make of that?' he asked.

Startled, Abby looked up. When she read, her canagon was such that
whatever else was happening around her ceasedsto a&axd now she was
surprised to find him standing beside her, whilellead Klaus were in the
prow taking turns at diving into the sea.

'It's good." She grinned. 'Theo's--'

'I'm referring to Rod's behaviour," he said. 'Ringt guy asks if we can stop
at the empty end of Isle de Ronde, and now--' $tested across the water,
his eyes reduced to slits by the glare of the semow he's rushed on to an
uninhabited island as though it contains everytimageeds from life.'
'‘Well?'

He sighed, as though lumbered with a slow- witteitHc'Doesn't his desire
to avoid contact with the rest of the world strijai as peculiar?’

'On the contrary. After New York | would imagineatito hear nothing but
the lap of the surf makes a welcome change.'

'So you reckon he's legit?'



Abby nodded. 'l agree their party's a weird mix, inaybe they happened to
be together one night and got a bit merry and somesuggested a
Caribbean cruise?'

'Which seemed like a good idea at the time? CoeJdJosh acknowledged
reluctantly. 'Rod went through a bottle of wine &}l himself at lunch, so

clearly he's fond of a drink.’

'Perhaps the earlier cancellation could've beenhhiing doubts,' she
suggested.

'Until pressure was brought to bear? It's possible.
'l assume your rejection of Isle de Ronde was dadite?' Abby enquired.
He nodded. 'l felt I'd rather it was me who calillee shots.’

'‘Come on, Josh," she protested. "You accused rhavirig an over-active
imagination on th€alinargo,but aren't you imagining things now?'

'Maybe,' he admitted. 'l guess their being flasbstht make them suspect.’
'It's only the girls who are flash," Abby said. Roa different type.'

‘A real barrel of laughs,’ Josh said drily.

'He is! He's nice.

There was silence.

‘The girls could be a cover-up,' he muttered.

Abby gave a moan of exasperation. 'For what?' sheadded.

‘I don't know. You're the ideas whizz, you tell.hi¢e straightened. 'I'm

going below. One of the passenger cabin doorsidkisg and it needs
attention.'



Alone again, Abby returned to the manuscript. Skeranother chapter,
and yawned. The hypnotic roll of the boat and tkatlof the sun were
making her drowsy. She rubbed on tanning creanm tkarranged the
cushions, stretched out and closed her eyes.

‘Josh!" Through the fog of sleep Abby heard a vaiaking, a voice she
recognised as Sidonie's. 'Josh, please!'" He's mgrkn the door, she
thought hazily. Can't you hear his drill? ‘Josh& appeal came again, this
time accompanied by some splashing.

Abby raised her head and fumbled for her sunglafBlesry-eyed, she
gazed at the sparkling ocean. No sign of the vaswamp, or anyone else
for that matter. Vaguely she recalled that Karl &taus had abandoned
their diving and rowed off somewhere in the dinglsttisoning the glasses,
Abby slumped back.

'l have a cramp!" Sidonie yelled in a voice likeog-horn, and it suddenly
registered that her cries were coming from theratfde of the boat.

Stumbling to her feet, Abby lurched across the de&ike blinked. She
rubbed her eyes. A few yards away, she saw Sidoniee water. Her back
towards her, the redhead was flinging out her ameércles and thrashing
wildly. Oh, no, she was drowning!

'‘Josh?"

The appeal came again—and so did the drone oftheShewould need to
go to the rescue, Abby realised fuzzily. Now. Thewges not a moment to
waste. Clambering over the restraining wire, shHejhmped, half fell into

the sea. The water was colder than she had imagnedthe shock
shuddered through her body, jolting her awake.

'I'm coming,' she gasped as she surfaced, thowgdsitioubtful that Sidonie
would hear over her splashing.

As Abby struck out, she tried desperately to remamnthe life-saving
practice she had been taught at school. Didn'tgdm the victim, then take
hold of them undegthe arms and, swimming on your back, keep theidhea



above water? And, if they grabbed and seemed li@bleull you down,
weren't you supposed to knock them out cold? Duhyoshe thought of
Sidonie's truck- driver chin. Could she manage?hat

'I'm here," she gasped, arriving alongside. 'Ndeage--'

Clunk! A flung-out arm struck her on the brow. Thésthe wrong way
round, Abby thought in the split second before dim slithered over her
head and forced her beneath the waves. Caughthertimouth open and
half-stunned, she swallowed what seemed like galddrsalt water.

'Keep calm,' she appealed, spluttering red- fagedd surface, but the arm
seemed to have become attached to the back ofelaer, hnd as Sidonie
flailed she found herself going under again.

Kicking valiantly, Abby made her way up, managee gulp of air, and
was immediately pressed down underwater. She nmugstkbfree, she
realised, but when she attempted to swim away g gtan seared at the
nape of her neck and she was jerked back. Sometlaitidpecome tangled
up in her hair. Somehow she was trapped. In amatte®o make the redhead
aware of the problem, she reached blindly for hamehaas thrust off.

Abby ordered herself to think. It was vital thaestalm Sidonie and keep
calm herself. But it was also vital that she breatter lungs were bursting.
Her eyes stung. Twisting her head, she foughtlamse herself, but again
the pain ripped. What could she do? How did shefrget? She had to
breathe. She must. Sheust.

Suddenly, two hands caught at her waist and Abljpdoherself being
raised up into sweet, blessed, life-bestowing air.

'Hang on to me and keegiill" Josh rasped. Was he speaking to her or
Sidonie? she wondered, coughing and gasping. Tinisin was confused.
Both of them seemed to be tangled up around himwvatideach other.
'‘Abby, are you all right?' she heard him ask, fitoehind.

'I'm f-fine," she gurgled, recovering.



'Don't!" he ordered, as she made to turn. 'Oneidbrite’'s bracelets is
hooked into your plait. If you both stay where yarme and tread water, ['ll
try to release it." She felt his fingers working her hair. 'Done it,' he
muttered at last.

Abby swivelled round. 'Thanks.' She smiled.

'Oh, Josh, if you hadn't seen us and dived inyegd scary to think what
would've happened,’ Sidonie gushed, sticking hieoseto his shoulder like
Superglue.

'All part of the service,' he replied tersely. "feusure you're all right?' he
asked Abby again, and she nodded.

'She was only under the water for a moment,’ tdeead pouted. 'l didn't
see her coming and | hit her by mistake. But | th@sone in trouble—with
cramp.'

'Which has gone?' he enquired.

She wiggled her head. 'Almost.’

'‘Wonderful,' he grated. Swimming in the middle,hJskepherded them to
the yacht. 'Go and dry yourself,' he told Sidomiaen they were back on
deck. 'Chill is one of the causes of cramp andslime you wouldn't want to
risk it again.'

She gave him a small shove. 'You're so thoughtfng'said.

'When you saw her in the water why the hell diglali come for me?' Josh
demanded as the redhead disappeared below.

'‘Because you were busy and Sidonie was drownirpyAeplied.

'Drowning, and her hair hardly got wet? The womaghtbe dumber than a
box of rocks, but she's also highly innovative!'&llited her towel and.
began drying herself. 'She looked as if she wasviirgy,' she amended.
'‘Maybe | didn't see her go down the regulationetinmes, but--'



"You didn't see her go down once, did you?' Joshatkeled, the water
running down his long, tanned legs to form a puddlkis feet. 'What was
she doing, yelling for me?"

Abby flushed. 'Yes.'

'Yet it never crossed your mind that the silly bitoight be putting on an
act?' he countered, his fury making it plain thdteve bitches were
concernedshewas the silliest.

''d been asleep, and | woke up suddenly, and—afidl What anyone else
would have done. Sidonie is your client, and Dorvlarine must have a
responsibility towards their clients, and, tempibyai can be classed as an
employee of Donner Marine. Though why | ever agteesbme on this boat
with you | have no idea!" she flung at him, heergment at the injustice of
his attack growing.

Josh sighed. 'Abby--'

'Sidonie appeared to be in difficulties, and howsWwaupposed to know
otherwise?' she protested. 'And what would thecppbr the coroner, or the
media, have said if she had drowned and I'd tadhthid stood on deck and
done nothing because she was yelling your namenanchine? And how

would | have felt?'

'‘Abby--' he said, but again got no further.

'Is that what you expected, me to stand there andothing? It might be
your answer, but it's certainly not mine! And aligb Sidonie reckoned |
was under the water just for a moment, it felt lkirs, weeksyears.l put
my life at risk on your behalf! I--'

'Do you think you could give me a signal when yeukady to listen?' he
gueried. 'Like taking a breath or something?’

‘The next time | notice one of your clients thragharound in the ocean, |
shall sit back and read the newspaper—unless tlspatich a memo



specifically requestingiyhelp. In duplicate!' Like a clockwork mechanism,
her tirade wound down. 'I'm listening," Abby infagchhim.

'l want to apologise for bawling you out just now.'
‘Do you?'

'Yes. It's just that when | think of how potentyatlangerous that woman's
moronic play-acting was--' Josh shuddered and stéploser.

'‘Abby," he said, his fingers caressing the tenthfon the inside of her
elbow, 'there's something | must tell you.' He taged. 'I--'

'Decided to be friends again after all that yelihg voice broke in, and
Sidonie bounced back. Dry now, she had redonedierdnd changed into a
low-cut peasant blouse and black footless tighten't worry, guys," she
smiled. 'l only heard the noise, not the words.'

Josh straightened his shoulders. "We're more tiemdf,' he said.

Abby shot him a startled look. 'More?' she asked.

'Much more.' His voice was firm. 'We're linked."

Yipes!' the redhead exclaimed. 'lI've forgotten @ayrings. Be back in a
minute.'

'l never realised you were a closet Marx broth&py hissed, as the girl
rushed away.

'I'm not," he protested.
You damn well are! If you think I'm prepared to gtobng with some
charade which involves--' What it involved was lafisaid. ‘'I'm prepared to

be your cook, but I'm not prepared to be your--'

'‘Lover? Mistress? My intended?' Josh said, whendsieel up again. 'But
you must see that this is the ideal opportunitgdbSidonie off my back.’



"You had the opportunity earlier—when she askegbif were available,’
Abby reminded him.

'‘And | blew it. So don't make me pass up a sectadhae.' He circled the
flat of his hand over the damp hair which covereldhest. '‘Cooperate,
please?’

Abby ripped the band from the end of her pigtaid damegan hastily
unplaiting her hair. She wished he wouldn't looket like that, with his
brows down low and his eyes bluely intent and ajipgaAnd she wished
he would not rub his chest. Josh managed to bigtetboy-lost with the
sexiest man alive, a combination which did notHorgher equilibrium.

'l came to your rescue just now—couldn't you cooneine?' he asked. 'All
| need is the minimal amount of pretence. Abby, lyaue to help me! If that
woman paws me again | swear I'll throw up.’

"You're taking it too seriously. Her flirting's fjugood knockabout stuff,
that's all,’ she argued.

He shook his head. 'I'm getting paranoid. Evertlibeght of her touching
me makes me want to suck my thumb amidhe.'

She threw him an impatient look. 'How minimal?' gheguired.

‘Just a verbal agreement that we're involved.' pasised. 'And maybe the
occasional affectionate glance.’

Abby jumped through mental hoops. Could she adtisis. .lover? Yes,
though she would rather not. Yet had pulled her out of the water, and
Sidoniewasa complete pain.

'OK, we'll tell Sidonie we're dating,' she said.
'Dating?' Josh looked aghast. 'I'm thirty-four andheterosexual male. |

don't go out on "dates".' He phutted out the wikel & plum stone. 'l stay in
and have relationships.’



'Meaningful ones?' Abby asked drily.
'‘Always, though I'm talking in the past tense. Vpagt. But--'
'So we tell her we have a relationship,' she aelfust

'One which excludes any other woman laying so mash finger on me,’
Josh defined.

"You want bells on this, don't you?' Abby demandeello, Sidonie," she
said, as the girl reappeared on deck. She tooleattyrbut Josh got there
ahead of her.

'‘Abby and | have decided to come clean,' he anremin®e think you
ought to- know that we're involved.' He pausedntadded, 'Emotionally
and sexually.’

Abby felt a tremor of alarm. At the 'sexually' hisice had throbbed, and
now he was hooking an arm around her waist andidgalaer against the
warm, damp length of his body. She should, she kmeawve away, yet
regrettably her thoughts failed to translate thdweseinto action.

The redhead frowned. 'Why didn't you say so e&lier

'‘Business etiquette,’ he told her cheerfully. \&s people working together
and giving a service to others, we prefer to berdet. We feel it's
unprofessional to impose our private feelings tvorgyly on others.' He
hugged Abby closer. 'Right, sweetheart?' he asked.

'Right," she heard herself echo lamely.

Brow furrowed, Sidonie mulled over what he had s&slit you were
shouting at each other a few minutes ago,' sheenegkisulkily.

'All lovers have tiffs." He pointed to the shoreesth Karl and Klaus had
returned in the dinghy and were picking up Rod #redother two girls.
'Look, your friends are back.’



The diversion worked.

'Hi, guys!" Sidonie called, and rushed to the siflehe boat where she
commenced a shouted recital of. how she had haatraw escape from
drowning—an escape in which Josh played the rolknajht errant and
Abby's inclusion was coincidental.

When the group arrived back on board, Abby providigtks and later went
off to shower. The next, and final, stop of the eauld be at Carriacou,
Grenada's sister isle and the largest of the Gieaaslands, and she spent
the short journey preparing the chicken casserol@ accompanying
dessert.

You look terrific,"” Rod said, grinning, when thapchored in a sheltered
bay and she took round the aperitifs which had loedered earlier.

After a day of being sartorially sensible, Abby hathnged into a filmy
white jumpsuit trimmed with satin and cinched & thaist with a wide,
butter-soft black leather belt. Her eyelids shimedepale lilac, and her
lashes had been brushed with mascara. She didaloak conspicuous as
Sidonie and company who, in back-baring get- ugsewot just dressed to
the nines, but to the ninety-nine-point-nines,dhe considered that she had
the edge on elegance.

‘Thank you," she smiled.

Josh strolled from the bow of the yacht. 'She'sibes," he said and, taking
hold of her chin in proprietorial fingers, he kiddger on the lips.

Caught by surprise, Abby gazed at him. What hagpéagd to a minimal
pretence? she wondered. The agreement had beeansioage Sidonie to
drop him from her sphere of attention, not to attaofull-scale romance for
Rod's benefit.

The older man frowned. 'Do | take it you two hawmsthing going between
you?'.



‘You could put it that way," Josh said, and shoeeé&charming, deeply
sexual smile. 'In fact--'

Fearful of what he might say next, Abby ransacked mind for a
different—safer—topic. 'Are you a professional gigsapher?' she asked
Rod hurriedly.

He frowned down into his glass. 'Yeah.’
'‘Any particular speciality?' she enquired.

'I've broadened my range now--' he took a gulplukty '—but | used to be

in fashion. My photographs have appeared in all eor American
women's magazines and some British ones.' He gauelden grin. 'l did
several assignments félogue,and on one occasion we went to Bangkok. Is
that some city! We--'

His tales of the international shoots he had doeeewaried and beguiling.
When the girls wandered up even they seemed imtig@and so his
escapades dominated the conversation throughooeriitn due course,
coffee was drunk and liqueurs offered, and both rdednteur and the
evening gradually wound down.

‘Time | hit the sack,' Rod declared, finishing it in a long line of drinks.
He turned to his companions. 'You three need yeauty sleep, too.'

'It's early,” Sidonie grumbled, but, like the otlgats, she rose to her feet.
'‘Goodnight,' she said, her eyes fixing on Josh.e&kning she had been
subdued. She had not touched him nor tried tg thdugh with him sitting
next to Abby at one end of the table while she paaked at the other, there
had been little chance. But now, as the redheatlestrpast, she trailed her
fingertips across the back of his neck. 'Sleepttighe purred.

Josh's shoulder muscles stiffened. 'Will do,’ Ipdied.

When the clients had gone, Karl and Klaus helpebyAdtear the table and
wash up and then went off to bed.



'How about a breath of fresh air before we turl dwadh suggested when
everything had been stacked away.

Out on deck, Abby gazed around. High in the skyhs&ismoon shone
among a million scattered stars, while on the dark of the island palm
trees swayed and lights twinkled in the streets srhall town. The sound of
laughter from another moored yacht carried aclossvater. A fish jumped,
plopped, and was gone, leaving behind ever-widecinaes. A soft chiffon
breeze caressed her skin.

Abby sighed. 'l like the Caribbean.’
Josh reached out and touched her hair. 'l like' ymusaid.

Her response was abrupt and indignant. 'Don't giayies. There's no one
around, so there's no need for--'

‘There's every need," he murmured, and, placirand bn either side of her
head, he kissed her.

It was an adult kiss of unexpected ferocity. Ablptdse-rate accelerated.
Every nerve-end throbbed. He mustn't do this, ntt iair, a part of her
protested. She must stop him. She must step awgli@she want to? Yes.
No. For a frantic moment, mind and body tuggedppasite directions, but
then, as Josh's hands moved to her shouldersg&sdrtraitorously connived
and she began kissing him back.

The moist, glowing contact of their lips ignitedasis, and, as his tongue
probed and stroked, Abby's senses became whitedloe felt the
unbearably soft skin at the back of his bronzedkniested him, breathed in
his breath.

'‘Sweetheart,' he muttered, his hands sliding dewutl her against him so
that she was left in no doubt about the urgendyi®arousal.

Her breasts tautened. A roar penetrated her skxtitikg her—and
quickly—seemed to be Josh's special area of stdtyshe felt more than
excitement. . .didn't she? Abby had told hersedt the attraction he held



was purely physical, yet all of a sudden she wdsmger sure. To want him
so much and for his kisses to seennigbt, surely something else had to be
involved? Was that 'something' her emotions?

Josh,' she began, not knowing what she intendesayp but suddenly
something moved in the corner of her eye. As hadhehipped round, she
gave a sharp intake of breath. Sidonie was starttderg in the darkness.

Her stomach hollowed. Josh might be as arouseldeasat his kissing had
been for a purpose. He had recognised yet anoffportunity, and used
it—the bastard!

Abby wrenched herself free. 'I'll see you tomorraarling,” she snapped,
and marched across the deck and down to her cabin.



CHAPTER SIX

AFTER breakfast the next morning, it was agreed thatyeve would go
ashore. Josh needed to speak to his yard, the Gegroughs hoped to meet
up with friends from another boat, and the girlgeveager to buy batik
sarongs, coral necklaces and palm-frond basketsaRd Abby had shorter
shopping lists—he wanted a couple of postcardslevgie would stock up
with fresh bread rolls.

'l guess you'd better get another bottle of whiskysh told her as they left
the pier. He looked ahead to where Rod walked altingpur photographer
friend carries on at his present rate he's in daofgérinking us dry.’'

'‘No problem," she said briskly, and wheeled offh® grocery shop he had
indicated.

Since setting eyes on Josh again, Abby had besk. liirivas the only way.
She did not give a damn about saving him from Seothe first— the
orily—priority was saving herself from him! Yet sheust keep things in
perspective. All she had to do was get through ytaalad tomorrow in
proximity to him, and, although she did not viewe tiprospect with
overpowering serenity, it was no reason to fallrapa

The rolls and whisky purchased, Abby wandered atbegshort stretch of
the main street which ran parallel to the beachtddoup and down were
more shops—she passed one where the girls werdrergrawimwear—a

rum shop, two banks and a tiny museum. Housewihesterd. Old men

congregated on corners. Dogs slept in the sun.pélse was West Indian
lazy.

Sweat trickling down her back alerted her to thedier a cool drink. In her
meanderings, Abby had noticed an open-air bar wheaget poinsettias
bloomed around a flagged terrace, and now she Hdzetek towards it.

'‘Come and join me,’ someone said as she approaahddshe saw Rod
sitting at an umbrellaed table with a glass of umch before him.



'What's happened to your boyfriend?' he enquirddenva waiter had
brought the fruit juice she ordered.

‘Josh is phoning his yard for an update on hisratharters, but he isn't my
boyfriend. We're only pretending to be involvedd@iie has been--' She
shot him an awkward smile. Even though he had sHutlenaffection for
the redhead, the photographer had accompaniedhi®liolay. '‘Coming on
a bit strong," she completed haltingly.

Rod chuckled. 'And he's running scared? Par foctlese, kiddo. I've only
worked with her twice, but each time she's pinpdrgome poor jerk and
done her best to eat them alive.' He leaned athestble. 'The trouble is
that some photographs of her appeared in a magaager the heading of
"the scintillating and sublime Sidonie", and nove'slconvinced that every
guy she meets has the hots for her.’

'Sidonie’'s a model?' Abby said in amazement. Maybeamera did lie, but
surely it could not transform the redhead intoesaturre of classic beauty?

'Of a sort." Rod looked down into his drink andtih@oked up. 'She poses in
the nude.’

Cogs spun, gears meshed. 'That's why you're lsr'ejt?' Abby said in a
sudden flash of understanding. 'That's why your&een on unpeopled
islands? You're taking photographs for—for a giniagazine?"

‘There's a big market in naked females rolling adoin the sand,' he said
astringently. 'l guess | should've explained, andténded to, but Josh
seemed sorta critical from the moment we arrivetidih't want any trouble,
so | decided to leave him in ignorance. Shocked®itout.

She frowned, considering. 'More surprised.’

'Not as surprised as | am to find myself involvedhis kind of racket. Won't
| have some tales to tell my grandchildren!" Rodega sour smile. '‘But you
should hear Sidonie justify her actions. She twsk her clothes off, so she
reckons, because her life was stagnating and sh&ee@&o do something
special. And now she claims the photographs aré\&tt he said bitterly.



"Why do you do it if it makes you sp unhappy?' Aleogjuired.

He poured the last inch of punch down his thrd#s. & long story,' he
muttered, and nodded down the street. 'There ale dod the others. |
wonder if they'd like a drink.’

Everyone did. Time slipped by, and when they regdrto the yacht Abby
went straight into the galley and began assemblicigib and lobster picnic.
Their lunch destination was a nearby sandy isldf after a short detour to
top up with fresh water, they sailed over to itople and food were ferried
to a clearing beneath the palms where they dafiedsco.

'We're going to snorkel," Karl announced when thierdunch siesta had
come to an end. 'Anyone care to join us?'

'We carry all the necessary gear,' Josh told restsl, 'and you'll see some
exotic fish among the reefs.’

Ailish looked interested. 'How about it?' she askRed!.

'‘Another day.' He waited until the German youthd departed, then picked
up his bag. 'Com” along, girls,’ he instructed tliime we took a stroll.’

'l wish | knew what the hell they're up to," Joshtrared as the quartet
walked away. 'Maybe | should follow them?"

Abby's lips curved. 'lt'd be an eye-opener if yadi'd

'How?"Rod's "broadening of his range"” means tanbw photographs
centrefolds. He told me this morning.'

Josh looked at her in astonishment. 'Soft porn®&xetaimed, and threw
back his head and laughed. 'That's great!

"It is?' she said, bemused by such emphatic delight

''d a damn sight rather he took nude studies ttraded in illegal
substances!



Now it was Abby's turn to be astonished. "You tHdugod was involved in
drugs?' she queried.

He nodded. 'The way he constantly hauled that bagnd was making me
nervous. You remember you mentioned smuggling? Wdllbegun to
wonder whether he might be carrying a radio receineorder to make
contact with a boat, one which would rendezvous zas$ over parcels of
cocaine, heroin, whatever," Josh explained. 'Baadsdeal for transacting
shady business.'

'He'd have had to take any drugs out through Custaien he left
Grenada,' she protested.

'It's a risk these courier guys are prepared to Josh's voice hardened. 'But
there's no way I'd allow my yachts to be involvedhat kind of traffic f
Resting against the palm tree, which provided & bbest, he brooded for a
moment. 'The idea of the four of them trottingtoftake nude shots is--' he
grimaced '—sleazy, but | guess | can't object,osm las they do it away
from the yacht and in privacy.'

Abby nodded. 'The girls are over twenty-one andngpss their choice.'
‘Some choice!'

'‘Well, millions of men do choose to buy girlie mamees.' Tilting her head,
she grinned. 'You?'

' must own up to a time in my teens when a wallrthed copy oPlayboy
resided beneath my bed. Though, naturally, | didait it to indulge my
fantasies but in order to read the articles," dokhher, deadpan.

'‘Naturally," Abby said.

"You've not thought of revealing all for the caniitae enquired with a lift
of mischievous eyebrows.

'Never been asked.'



'Yet.' His eyes moved over her swimsuited figuiregering on the swell of
the golden breasts revealed in the low necklivee&heart, you leave those
top-heavy bimbos standing. You--'

Abby stiffened. Somewhere along the way her briskiead been discarded
and the mood had become relaxed, but now sheeddier mistake. 'What
did Sidonie have to say last night?' she cut in.

'‘Not a word. By the time I'd blasted her out folyisg on us she was
speechless.' Josh's mouth thinned. 'When you tunéd saw her standing
there, | felt like murdering the damn woman. Howewe@micide is not the
answer to all of life's little problems, so. . .'slerugged.

"You—you hadn't realised she was there before?yAdltered.

'Of course not.'

She sat up and ran her hands through her haimdé8oSidonie realises
you're well and truly out of bounds,’ she said litig

'She should, though | doubt it,’ Josh retortede '&ay have kept her
distance today, but I've caught her giving us seerg speculative glances.
Which could have something to do with the fact tyai haven't seemed
entirely infatuated,' he added sardonically.

"You want me to treat you like a god?' Abby demainde

'‘And indulge my every whim.'

'How about your indulging one of mine?' she asked.

'‘Anything! Anything!" he declared dramatically.

'Please would you take me back to the yacht? Aghaiere isn't much
food left over from lunch, it's time that what thas went back in the cool.’

Josh groaned. 'Yes, ma'am.’



While she had been shopping, Ailish had seen apasivertising a dance
in town that evening, and on reassembling all tlyids insisted that they
must go.

'If you do there won't be time to cruise any furthéosh warned.

‘That's OK,' Rod said.

'‘And the dance'll be a homespun, small-scale dffae explained, but
decisions were already being made as to what to. wea

'How about joining us?' Sidonie asked him.
'l have things to do," Josh said quickly.

‘No, thanks," Rod and Abby joined in, though théhesad had yet to get
around to inviting them.

'How about you two?' she enquired, smiling at tieen@an boys.

Karl shrugged. 'OK."

'OK," echoed Klaus.

The Oz Sixreturned to its earlier anchorage and, as Sidamiecompany
went off to begin zealous dressing, face-painting bair-arranging, Abby
made dinner. The menu was pumpkin soup, followethdked fish and a
tropical fruit crumble, yet although the food wasod, the girls wolfed
down their meals so quickly that they could noténtasted a thing.

'Let's go,' the redhead said the moment desserbbad eaten, and in a
dazzle of day-glo boob- tubes and lurex skirtsdwmifederates started up

from the table. 'March!" she instructed Karl andud.

They marched, and the five of them piled into thegdy.



‘Carriacou doesn't know what's about to hit itthJeemarked drolly, as the
sound of the outboard faded into the distance.

Not much later, Abby was making a fresh pot of eefin the galley when
she heard the put-put of an approaching engine.t Wadhbeen forgotten?
she wondered. Hair lacquer? Lipstick? A perfumegprBut it turned out
that the owner of another charter yacht had spdtteddz Sixand come

over.

"You must join me for a drink," she heard him sayew Josh went to
investigate. 'lt's ages since we've managed ttogether.'

'Months," he agreed, and came back to poke hisiheathe galley. 'OK if |
disappear for an hour?' he asked.

Abby smiled. 'Do.’

Back at the dinner table, Rod was helping himsekrother shot of malt
whisky. 'So we're alone,' he said.

She nodded. 'More coffee?’

He hooked his hand around his glass. 'I'll sticthwhis, thanks. You've told
Josh why the girls and | are here?' he demanddich querulously.

'Yes.'

'Well, now you can tell him that we've finished tbleoot, so there's no
reason for him to feel compromised.' Rod took g guilwhisky. "You don't
throw stones, do you, Abby?' he said suddenly.

'l beg your pardon?’

'My wife does, and my kids. Not that | see muchmyf family these days.
Divorced,' he mumbled. 'Badly.’

His forlorn tone tugged at her heart-strings. 8onry,' she said gently.



'l knew you would be.' For a minute or two, he atiainto his glass, then he
revived. '‘About the stones. What | mean is, Abblyew!| told you the line |
was in you didn't criticise, you didn't rant angdeayou realised that | have
no choice.' His arm came out like the arm of aerand his fingers fastened
around her wrist. '"You're a wonderful girl, AbbyolYdon't despise me.'

She frowned. Although the photographer's alcoholkamption had been
consistently high it had not appeared to affect, liat now his words were
slurred.

'Rod--' she began, attempting to ease her hand.away

'l knew we were kindred souls the moment | set eyegyou, Abby. You
think I'm a swell guy, don't you, Abby?' he saiding her name as if it was
cement which bonded her to him. 'My wife doesrie &ckons | drink too
much.' He released her and poured himself anothey, she whisky
splashing up the inside of the glass. 'You doimikithat, do you, Abby?' he
asked, looking at her out of plaintive brown eyes.

'l think you'd be wise to cut down a little," staeds

'See the difference?' Rod enquired of some unsggiarece. 'You suggest |
cut down, whereas my wife demands total absti--fumbled over the
pronunciation '—abstinence. She claims it's mytfédol no longer doing
fashion pics. So | had a few drinks and missedtwasional appointment,
but when a guy's away from home he needs someataax What she
doesn't realise is that photography's a cut-tHraainess. Open the door an
inch and some younger guy's through it punchingkacidng you to a pulp.'
He rested his chin on his hand and smiled at Weu'd never kick a man
when he's down, Abby.’

'l must do the washing-up,’ she announced, impat¢nhis maudlin
adoration, and began to clear the table.

Rod staggered to his feet. 'We'll do it together."'

'No, thanks. You're the client, and Josh'd be tigid he knew I'd let you
help,' Abby insisted, as he clattered one plat®prof another. 'Please.'



'OK."' He reached for the whisky bottle again. 'Boash won't mind if | come
and talk to you.'

Josh might not have minded, but as Abby tackled pws the
photographer's presence became increasingly opged¥ith avid use of
her name, he embarked on a self-pitying recitalctvhove an unsteady
path around her imagined virtues, his wife's s fais loneliness. It was a
sad tale and she sympathised, yet by the time Hbefineshed blaming
everyone else for his misfortunes she also fedt ¢jiving him a good shake.

'If 1 were you I'd go back to New York and enrolthviAlcoholics
Anonymous, or whatever self-help group operatesethébby declared
when he'd lumbered to a halt.

'l agree with everything you say," he mutteredgétting that his idol was
echoing a suggestion which his wife—the villaine$séd-been advocating
for years. As she finished the drying-up, Rod setrihis glass and, without
warning, lunged and grabbed so that Abby was barmgedthlessly up
against him. 'We must get together like this mdteny' he chuckled.

She gave a silent groan. The pity-me stage, itagpe was over and now
his libido was asserting itself.

'Why don't you go and lie down?' she suggestedicating herself.

' will, if you'll come with me.'

‘No, thanks," she said crisply.

A leaden arm landed around her shoulders. 'Isalge I'm older than you?"
Rod enquired. He rubbed his face against hersnbisstache scratching her

cheek. 'Older men have a lot going for them.’

'It's because I'm not interested!" Abby replied] gave an almighty heave
which sent him staggering back.

‘Josh won't mind," he bubbled. "You said he wasnit boyfriend, so--'



'He is now,' she announced, in the hope of defigdtim. 'The attraction's
always been there, and last night it suddenly edipt

He blinked bloodshot eyes. 'l don't believe you.’

‘Too bad," she said pertly. 'However, whether yowidnot it doesn't matter
because I'm going to bed."But it's only the midufléhe evening.’

‘Goodnight!

In her cabin, Abby sat on the bed and sighed. Afpam the early hour and
being wide awake, she had no hope of sleep withiRodng around. He
was not a threat, just a pest—though with the docked she was safe
anyway—but his drunken lurchings were making thehyaoll. If only he
would go to bed—nbut the clink of glass on glassnedrthat he was seeking
solace in yet another drink. Noticing Theo's manpsche picked it up and
tried to read, but it was no use. She put away sdaibkes, pulled a face at
herself in the mirror, and sat down on the bedragaiiddenly, she tensed.
The sway of the boat and soft crashes along thieloogave notice of Rod's
approach.

He knocked on the door. 'Abby," he called, 'l knaw're not asleep. Abby,
| know what you're thinking. | understand your dtsulbut you and | are
meant to be. It's karma. It's our destiny.’

She raised despairing eyes to the ceiling. Not way the idea cock-eyed,
but every word he uttered sounded like somethiognfa third-rate film. ~

"You mustn't fight it,’ Rod said.

Abby sat tight. Go away! she ordered him silenéigd eventually he did.
She heard him pour himself a further drink, thesgger out across the
cockpit and into the passengers' quarters. All veéitit She waited a few
minutes, then quietly opened the door and tiptéeagato the dining-room.

Although Rod appeared to have retired for the niglgeemed prudent to
remove the alcohol supply—just in case.



Lifting the liqueurs tray, she took it through teetgalley and stashed the
bottles away. She locked the cupboard and pockitteckey. She was

giving herself a mental pat on the back for forksigvhen the boat rocked,
footsteps padded, and a figure loomed in the doprwa

'Oh!" she gasped, her hand flying to her throat,tben she laughed. 'It's
you!' she said, grinning at Josh. 'Had a good time?

'Yes, thanks.'

'l was so busy putting the booze away | didn't hyear return. Rod's been
tossing back the whiskies,' she explained as megbher, 'so | decided to

stem the flow.’

Josh frowned. 'The guy's stoned?’

"Fraid so.'

'Has he been giving you trouble?"

'‘No." She hesitated. 'Not really.’

'‘And what's that supposed to mean?' he demanded.

'It means he's been a bit of a nuisance, but heawlle him." Abby sighed.
'He was telling me about the bad divorce he'd hbevugh and how his

wife--'
'Doesn't understand him?' Josh cut in.
'More or less.'

'‘And you fell for it?'

‘There was nothing to fall for," she defended, sggshades of how she had
erroneously believed Sidonie to be drowning. Thie@aion may be
hackneyed, but the man does have his troubles.'



‘The man, who has been lusting after you ever simeeset sail, can
recognise a soft heart when he sees one," Joshaojfulingently. He walked
towards the filter machine. 'I'm going to have saroffee. Want some?’

'Please.’

‘All divorces are bad," he remarked as, with stegnmugs in hand, they
went into the dining- room. He sat down to face &&oss the table. 'Even
with those which are highly civilised, there's aj@aome poor devil who
suffers.’

Abby recognised the grim voice of experience. 'Yst@ said. Josh nodded.
'How long were you married?'

"Two years, that's all, but then it took me fiveetmrcise the ghost of the
divorce.'

'Which is why you didn't go back to Australia?'

Yup. | felt I'd messed up Sarah's—my ex- wife'de;land | wasn't too
proud of myself.' He gave a wry laugh. 'Is that sainderstatement! The
truth is | couldn't bring myself to face up to @thmy own failings or the
woman | thought I'd ruined.' He took a mouthfulcoffee. "You've heard
one sob story tonight—are you willing to hear aeoth

She smiled. 'Fire away.'

Stretching back in his chair, Josh linked his hapelsind his head. 'Sarah
and | grew up in the same neighbourhood, went ¢osdime school, and
were married just after | qualified,’ he said slpwiShe worked for a
year—she was a secretary with a television compahgr-she announced
that she wanted to stay home and have babiesn't digree.’

"You don't like kids?' Abby enquired.
'l do, but--' He sighed. 'Although I'd landed a dgab with a top-notch legal

firm and my career seemed set, basically I'd gotoelaw because my father
and my grandfather had been lawyers and it was whsatexpected of me.



I'd had doubts at college about whether | was ddinegright thing and
ignored them, but working crystallised my thougatsl eventually | was
forced to admit that I'd made the wrong choicewhich point | broke out
into a cold sweat.' Josh grimaced as the memaaiee dack. 'I'd spent years
training to be a damn lawyer and my folks weregtekd, and--' He sighed
again.

'l told Sarah that | wanted to pack in my job amoki for something else, but
when she asked what that something was, | coulelhher—I genuinely

had no idea—and, for some reason, she decideth&hathole thing was an
excuse to avoid having a family. | told her she wats, that all | wanted
was to postpone a child until I'd sorted out myufat but she wouldn't
listen.'

'How old were you both?'
'l was twenty-seven and Sarah would've been twiy-

‘Twenty-five isn't ancient. Good grief, that's ngeaSurely she could have
agreed to postpone children, too?'

'To me it seemed a reasonable request, but shetteidhole point in
getting married was to have kids and she wanteah th@w.. That hurt— |
thought she'd married me for me," he said ruefilgwever, | was given an
ultimatum: either we have a child or we divorcérieéd again to plead my
case, but it was no go.' Josh swigged at his cofeeah was a great girl for
dissecting everything, and the next day she anrezliti@t, as I'd become a
lawyer because it was what was expected, so itneas clear that we'd
married for the same reason. At the time | disajrédeugh now | reckon
she was right," he said wryly. 'Our families haéréiends for years, and
there was always this subliminal hope that we'd y@,"' he explained.

Abby looked at him over the rim of her mug. 'Theame the civilised
divorce?'

He nodded. 'We were both so polite. No one weptoh®shouted. We just
said goodbye and went our own ways. All of whichratrospect, is further
proof that the emotional ties had never been strétfig shoulders moved.



'I'd resigned from the law firm when a friend sha&was off to sail around
the Caribbean and would I like to join him? Withreach to sort out in my
head, getting away seemed a great idea.’'

Abby frowned. 'And on arrival you sorted out thatuywanted to own
boats?’

'l was given the opportunity to own boats,' he ected.

She cast him a glance. Given was his version, botldvtaking the
opportunity be nearer the truth? she wondereddelparture from law had
been innocent enough, yet her suspicions aboujuickfire success in the
chartering world refused to disappear.

‘Although the divorce had been immaculate it diditpp me from feeling
grubby, and the more | thought about it the mdsedan to blame myself,’
Josh continued. 'l decided that Sarah had hadnaaprieed for a child, a
need which I'd denied. Unfortunately, the divoreel eft the two sets of
parents not talking—more sufferers,' he said wrglymy folks couldn't, or
wouldn't, tell me how Sarah was getting along. Hesveher brother and |
had stayed friendly so after a while | dropped hitime. My hope was that
she'd find someone new and have kids, but he mgbtnat her only interest
now was her work. After several months | asked mgand after that, but
her love-life remained stuck at zero. And so, desper calm dismissal of
our marriage, an image grew in my mind of Sarah lasken woman whom
life was passing by. A womadfd broken.' He frowned. 'But then, after five
years of berating myself, | returned to Australia.'

'Why did you return?' Abby asked.

'Partly because | was desperate to see the plaog agd partly because I'd
finally accepted that | couldn't avoid Sarah—anditnid done to her—for
ever. So | packed my bags and flew home. It wasdedual.'

"You found her with a husband and ten offspring@' said, as he grinned.

‘Just the opposite. | rang and asked if we couldtpand she invited me to
lunch at the television company where she stillkedr' Josh laughed. 'l



went along expecting to eat in the staff canteahiristead | was shown into
a private dining- room. Minutes later, Sarah rushedll power- dressing in
the dark suit with the padded shoulders. She saidrfice it was to see me,
but she had an important meeting and, sorry, shilamly spare half an
hour. It turned out she'd moved up from a secretggs ago and was now a
fully-fledged producer and determined careerist.’

Abby's brow creased. 'What had happened to theedatgmeed to become a
mother?’

‘That was dismissed as a youthful whim. She reatkshe would have been
far too immature to cope with children—and now siheught kids were

overrated anyway—and thanked me for having the geode to refuse. It
was the best news I'd heard in years.'

'So the sob story has a happy ending,' she sa#lsasle broke across his
face.

‘Sweetheart, | didn't fly back to Grenada, | tapackd.’

For a moment or two they grinned at each othen #eby looked at her
watch. 'It's time | tap-danced off to bed," sheidiet, finishing her coffee.
'‘Any idea when the others are likely to be back?'

'If the place is jumping, they might not wander fgoumtil the early hours.
You go and I'll wash the mugs,' he said as shalstipo 'After a day spent
cooking for eight people and listening to guys|spuit their life histories,

you must be beat.'

A yawn escaped. 'l am," she had to agree.

Not much later, Abby was in bed. She heard thekc#athe boat, the
indolent lap of waves, and then. . .nothing.

'‘Abby? Abby?' a voice called.



Deep asleep one moment, she shot head- thumpimgikea What had
happened? she wondered, lurching upright in th&ndas. Who wanted
her? And why? Was the boat on fire? Were they atwosihk?

'Who is it? What's wrong?' she demanded feverishly.

'It's me, Rod. | need to talk to you.'

She collapsed back on the pillow. Rod? She grodraaty disturbing her
in the middle of the night! Though maybe it was th& middle of the night.
Maybe she had only been asleep for a few minutes.

"You can talk to me in the morning!" she whispecessly.

'‘But I'm feeling real down.'Abby put despairing darover her face. 'Go
away!" she ordered, through her fingers.

‘Just a word.'

Throwing back the sheet, she crossed to the dabflang it open. A light

had been left on at the end of the corridor andais illuminated the
photographer. His face was drawn. His clothes warmpled. He drooped.
'I'm sorry you're not feeling too good, but | happe be feeling tired!" Abby
informed him in an angry whisper, but then his diegd look touched her
and her tone softened. 'Go back to your cabin,'estieated. 'Everything
will seem better in the morning.’

'‘But | can't sleep,’ Rod whined, sounding likeacfious child.

"You can if you try. Go and trypleas¢’ she implored, when he began to
protest.

'OK." Shuffling away, he turned. 'If | don't hawgyduck I'll come back and
see you again,' he said, over his shoulder.

'No!' she hissed, but he stumbled on.



Abby was wondering whether she should follow argllspout that he must
not return, when the door opposite opened.

'What's the matter?' Josh asked, peering out. Witk hair dishevelled and
his eyes glazed, it was clear that he, too, had fae asleep. 'Are the others
home?' he asked, clutching at the waist of whaewpdainly hastily pulled
on black pyjama trousers.

'No, it was Rod,' she said, and explained. 'l Hopdoesn't come back,' she
sighed.

'He won't, not after I've finished with him," Jasluttered.

'Don't,’” Abby appealed, as he made to stride afh@lthe corridor. She
clutched'at his arm. 'He's drunk and unhappy, fipou shout at him you'll
only make him feel worse. Anyway, chances are Fallasleep.’

'‘And if he doesn't?' Josh demanded.

'If he reappears I'll read the Riot Act, | promikeok, Rod is a fare-paying
customer--'

'l don't care who the hell he is! He has no rightdme knocking at your
door and disturbing you. Hell, next thing you knthe bastard'll be wanting
to climb into your bed!

'He won't. He may have been a bit amorous earlier--

'Oh, yes?'

'—but now he's just melancholy.’

Josh's fist tightened around the pyjamas. 'Yolkthiter seeing you in that
outfit he's going tetaymelancholy?' he enquired.

Abby glanced down. In celebration of her visit he tCaribbean she had
splashed out on some luxury lingerie-cum-nightwaad had gone to bed
in a cropped, cut-away black lace top and frilliefs.



'So | keep my door locked,' she replied.
'‘And have the guy pounding on it at intervals latbugh the night?’

Her frown acknowledged the problem. 'Supposevdeay door wide open

and my bed noticeably unoccupied?' she suggedted.aamoment. 'Then,
when Rod comes along, the message that he's ndedvamd I'm not
prepared to listen will sock him right between dyes.’

'Sounds effective, but where will you be while thagppens?' Josh asked.
'With you.'

His brows rose. 'In my cabin?’

'If you don't mind. Karl and Klaus could come batlany moment so | can't
use theirs, and I've told Rod that—that we're imgdl Look, if he is going
to return it'll be soon so | shan't disturb youltorg,’ she said, desperate to

stop him rebuking the hapless photographer.

Josh's mouth quirked. 'OK, but before | let yod imeed a guarantee that
you're not going to pounce on me.'

"You've got it!' she assured him stiffly.

With its single bed, louvred wardrobe and chedlirafvers, his cabin was
identical to hers. A wall lamp glowed golden, rdiep a shelf of
paperbacks, a travel poster, discarded plimsolls.

'I'm whacked,' Josh pronounced, and climbed badiedth the sheet. After
a minute or two, he raised his head and lookedeat 'Rine, you're not
pouncing, but there's no rule which demands youtrmstand. You are
allowed to sit down. | shan't scream.’

Flushing, Abby sat gingerly on the end of the B&éhy don't | switch off
the light and let you get some sleep?’ she sugtjeste

'"Whatever you wish," he replied wearily.



The bedside lamp was doused and she returned pefrer. Abby heard the

creak of the boat, and the sound of Josh breathiegvas so near. So close.
Her back a ramrod, she sat and stared into th&ress, every nerve and
fibre janglingly aware of his long body stretchedt deside her. She

frowned. Coming into his room had been a madcaa. /déhy had she ever

suggested it? A few minutes ago it had seemednadtitout now. . . She

dreaded to think what Freud would have made ohfwivation!

‘This isn't working. There's no way | can sleep lashjou're with me,
pretending to be a totem pole,’ Josh said, all etidden. Abby felt the
mattress dip and him reaching up, then the lightecan* "Tell me about
your boyfriend," he requested.

She blinked against the glare. 'My boyfriend?"

‘The guy who had problems with the gnome— waséraus relationship?’
he asked, sitting up to stuff two pillows behinchhiDid you live together?"

'Yes. Glynn and | intended to get married.' Shagga at him. 'But as your
marriage was a mistake, so ours would have been, to

'Why?'

'‘Because, although we were very fond of each othere was never much
excitement." Abby made a face. 'Our relationshipld&dde described as
comfortable, but drab.’

'How long were you together?’

‘Three years.’

'‘Longer than | was married," Josh reflected.

'Yes, but for the second two it was mainly forcehabit which kept us
going. And when we did eventually part, no one wamt no one shouted.'

"You didn't throw things at him?' he enquired.



'No.'
'Have you thrown things at anyone else?’
‘Just you.'

Josh reached forward and brushed his knucklessaberghigh. "You know
what that means?' he murmured.

Abby's heart raced. Her skin tightened. He only hadouch her, and
longings were triggered off, desires, an instiretineed.

'No,"' she lied.

'Yes, you do.' He caught hold of her hand and gebtit determinedly,
began to pull her towards him.

‘Josh," she protested, but he gave a final tughwtipped her off balance
and, as she fell against him, his mouth coveres. her

The chatterbox in her head told Abby to get up gadbut he began to
whisper his desire and caress her—and the chatterleat ignored. He
fondled the roundness of her breasts, and as pptesi hardened beneath
the lace she strained against him, the victim sfvaet, sweet ache. It had
not been like this with Glynn, she thought dizzMever. Ever.

With a satisfied murmur, Josh drew her down witim loin to the bed. His
kisses became hungrier, his caresses more sehkBuarapped his arms
around her, moulding her to the muscular strengtiisobody and forcing
her to acknowledge the masculine need which shensaded.

'l want to touch you and kiss you and lick everyt jph you,' he said, and
peeled away the black lace top.

'l thought you liked breasts to be mysterious,' Ablurmured.

Josh drew back, his eyes dark blue and their leds/y with passion. 'Not
yours, sweetheart," he said huskily.



He held her breasts, savouring their weight andstheothness of the skin
which he told her was like hot velvet. Tracing thaline of her nipple with
his finger, he watched it pucker and then benthleizd to rasp his tongue
roughly around first one taut peak and then therothost in a blur of
passion, Abby arched against him.

'‘As you know, I'm also a fan of the rearward pdryaur anatomy,' Josh
whispered, and eased off her lacy briefs.

When she was naked, he began to stroke her againing her breasts in
circles, then sliding his long fingers down acrbss hips to dip into the
heated centre of her body.

‘Josh,’ she sighed.

He touched her again and Abby cried out, a shuddsaking between her
legs. Urgently, he stripped away his own clothesl as his body covered
hers she felt the heated thrust of his thighs. Bwaget ache built into a
driving need, an agony of want, and desperatelyctiitehed at him, her
nails digging into his shoulders. His body buriachers, he moved faster
and deeper, until, in a whirling, rampaging, uncolfdble rush of rapture,
he possessed her.



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT was a shame-faced and hungover Rod who apologssetbby the
following morning. 'l don't have total recall,’ benfessed when he sidled
into the galley to speak to her, 'but | know | madpass at you. Please
accept my apology.'

She smiled. 'Apology accepted.’

'Didn't | come along to your cabin and complain w@wheot being able to
sleep?’

‘That's right.’
'l don't remember anything after that, so--'

He rubbed a pensive thumb across the bristlessahbustache. '—I guess |
must have zonked out.'

"You never heard the girls?' Abby enquired.

Rod shook his head, then winced against the paimat time did they come
back?'

'‘After three.'

The dance-goers had returned at twenty minutes fwabe precise. Abby
knew that because, after succumbing to the languaich followed
lovemaking and subsequently falling asleep, sheawaaken with a start to
find herself lying stiff and numb in the too-smiadid. Beside her, taking up
most of the room, Josh had slept like a goldemrsdd giant. She had tried
to settle down again but, now conscious of thericdstl space, hadnot
succeeded. With a sigh she had gathered up heesland crept back to her
own cabin for, much as she would have preferrestdag with him, if she
was to function properly the next day it had bempartant that she get
some sleep. Minutes later an outboard had buzzadesvhad slurped, and
smothered giggles had announced a belated retuonkéat her wristwatch
had told her the time.



'l assume the girls are still in bed?' Rod asked.
She nodded. 'And Karl and Klaus.'

'‘Best place to be. Ifit's all right with you, Have a cup of coffee and a piece
of dry toast, then I'll lie down, too.'

"You don't want to go snorkelling, or fishing, oaybe hire a windsurfer?'
Josh suggested, coming in. 'It's your last chance.'

The older man looked stricken. 'All | want is aefuilay.’
He had his wish.

Although Josh woke his crewmen mid-morning, it yase noon before the
girls appeared, by which time their breakfast hid ipto brunch. The

previous evening, so they reported, had been "dichrit the heat, the
pound of the music, and being constantly on thest had worn them out
and now they were listless.

'It seemed as if every guy in the hall wanted tocgawith us," Sidonie said,
half preening and half in complaint.

'‘Needed to check that what they were seeing wadbitarre trick of the
light," Josh muttered in an undertone.

Later the anchor was lifted and tz Sixploughed off through turquoise
waves. When they reached the northern tip of Granidey stopped for a
swim and, because the New York flight checked id-ewening, an early
dinner. Then, with the sun a blazing orange diskisg slowly in the west,
the yacht started on its final stretch for homewBdhe leeward coast they
sailed, passing towns and villages which Abby healipusly visited by
car.

'Glad you made the trip?' Josh asked when sheddime in the cockpit.

'It's been inspirational,’ she declared.



He placed an arm around her shoulders and bruskelip$ against her
brow. 'l couldn't have put it better myself," hermured.

'‘Because now | know what to draw for Theo's carsgahe finished.
‘Nothing else has inspired you?' he enquired, thighouter tilt of a brow.
She undertook a solemn consideration. 'Can't tbirdgnything.’

‘Then how about this?' Josh demanded, and his magtagainst hers, his
tongue was between her lips, her mouth was opening.

'I'm inspired,’ she murmured, a little while latieut his kisses continued. 'l
thought business etiquette insisted on discretisin®'asked, when he had
finally released her.

'l am being discreet,' he protested. 'What | realiyt to do is tear off your
clothes and make love to you on deck, but inst@addstricting myself to a
chaste kiss or two.'

Abby's mouth curved. 'Chaste?’

'Everyone else is below getting packed and we're &ne. What else do
you expect?'

She smiled into the mesmeric blue of his eyesxpeet you to kiss me
again. Please.'

It was dark when th©z Sixslid into the boatyard and nudged against the
jetty. Ropes were tied, luggage unloaded, then c#mee moment of
departure. The girls shrilled noisy farewells, whiRod mumbled that he
wanted Abby to know he would be making a determeféatt to control his
drinking.

'Peace,’ Josh said, as a taxi whisked his cliéhts the airport. 'For the next
twelve hours.'



'‘And then you're off on another charter,' she saichlling what he had told
her earlier.

He sighed. 'l wish | didn't have to go.' He reacfadher, holding her so
tightly against him that she could feel the bedtistheart. 'l wish we could
be together. Abby, how am | going to survive foanteays without you?' he
implored.

You'll manage,' she assured him lightly, thougk sfas wondering the
same thing herself.

'When | get back | have a free week and we'll spavety minute of it
together. OK?'

'OK,' she smiled.

'We have a lot to talk about, a lot to discussshJdeclared, then frowned.
He appeared to be toying with the idea of sayimgetbing now, something
of importance, until a backward glance at Klaus Kad dissuaded him.

'Keep safe,’ he said, and sent her off with a Jst.

At the bungalow, Hilda was waiting. She wanted tmwW which islands
Abby had visited, how she had enjoyed life afleghiether the meals had
been a success.

'Everything was fine," Abby said, reaching the ehd lengthy, happy and
discreetly censored report. Maybe tomorrow she dvawn up to having
fallen in love, but this evening it would remainr feevn private, beautiful
secret. 'How about th€alinargo?'she enquired casually. 'Has everything
been fine there, too?"

‘No.'

'No?' she echoed, her eyes widening. 'Why? Whappdned?'



The older woman gave a tense smile and sat steaijgrtd all of a sudden it
became clear that her questions had been a stadlitgding of time, a

postponement of the evil moment. 'Josh hasn'yl® How odd. You have
been together morning, noon and night.’

Abby felt the stirring of unease. 'Told me what#® gnquired.

‘That he's altered his cruises.’ Hilda sighed.ddnhately it means that for
the last two outings our numbers have been down.'

'‘By how much?"

'Roughly a third.'

‘A third?' she repeated in dismay.

'I'm afraid so. Of course, the business is stilkkimg a profit and will still be
saleable, but— well, we're not the success stoigiwite were. | suppose it
was too good to last. Now we must be realistic and-

'How has Josh altered his cruises?' Abby demanded.

'For a start, theHummingbird'sbeen painted and equipped with new
seating.’'

Her brow furrowed. 'When did that happen? Goodfgiiee only been
away three days.'

'‘Apparently the first excursion of the week wasadied in order for the
boat to spend time at Josh's yard. That's wheredhgbishment took
place.’

'‘But | was at the yard at the beginning of the wesie protested.
Hilda gave a rueful nod. 'Seems you must have migseHummingbirdby

a whisker. It was returned to the harbour and ntlaeldirst of its revamped
cruises that day.'



Abby thought back. On finding her on his yacht,hJaad not only been
startled but had seemed ill at ease—and now she krigy. His tension
might have had something to do with the New Yorkbrg it had owed a
darn sight more to the thought of her discoverisghtush-hush activities!

'What else has Josh done?' she asked, her heayt hea

'He's had a glass-bottom window installed,” hertasaid, almost
apologetically.

'So now his passengers can sit in the dry and &dke underwater life,
which ours can't— and won't, because the shapeed@alinargomakes it
impossible for one to be installed.’

'l don't consider a glass-bottom window to be yilglar,’ Hilda demurred.

'Lots of people like them." Abby frowned. 'And hid®® Hummingbird's
timetable been changed?'

Her aunt nodded. 'Josh provides barbecue lunchibsanchoice of either
steak or flying fish or chicken. They—um—also sermgple pie and
ice-cream for dessert.'

‘The louse!" she exclaimed.

'We always knew he'd give as good as he got,' Hitdated out hesitantly.

'‘But he's giving much better!" she retorted, hegselgeginning to blaze.
'‘Anything else?' she demanded.

Her aunt cleared her throat. 'His passengers amg bffered the free use of
bumper boats. They're round, motorised inflatabdesailing version of
fairground bumper cars,' she explained. 'Childned young people love
them.'

'l bet they do!" Abby said acidly.



‘Josh has arranged for the boats to be waitinghen lay when the
Hummingbirdarrives.'

'‘And he has all the contacts and pull in Grenagklshg circles.’

'l suppose he does,' the older woman agreed, wiogdeshere this was
leading.

'Whereas you and | wouldn't stand a chance of gimgrsomething similar
at anywhere near the same price.'

'‘But do we want to arrange something?' Hilda asgkatking at her silver
curls. 'We are supposed to be conducting a short-tend budget- wise
experiment.’

Abby's mouth pinched. "You're happy for your futpresperity to be stolen
away?' she demanded.

‘No, but--' Unable to assemble an argument indlce df such indignation,
her aunt gave a tentative smile. 'And Josh didatiton any of this?"

'He did not give a single hint!" she declareddédy nailing down the words.

If Abby had not been fierce, tears would have @lexh her. Josh's
retaliation with such a veritabfaultitudeof attractions felt like a kick in the
teeth, but what hurt most was his silence. It magiefeel victimised and
double-crossed. Why couldn't he have told her aleeiHummingbird's
revitalisation? she wondered. Why had he deceieed As Hilda had said,
they had been together for three daysjshe had been doing him a favour!

Her aunt went to the desk. 'This is his new leafé#te said, passing over a
glossy fold-out bearing a coloured photograph ofweishly restyled
Hummingbird.'Everybody has one. The island's been swamped.réha

all the hotels, all the restaurants, all the shops.

"Your cruise will be enhanced by the courteous@rdonal attention of our
crew," Abby read, her eyes skimming down. 'Joshréplaced Leroy?”



'A man who used to skipper his yachts has agreedr out of retirement
and be captain,' Hilda told her. 'l know him thrbugy bridge games. He's a
real gentleman.’

Abby glowered. 'Something which Josh Donner is'not!

Minutes after the new-looklummingbirdhad sailed out of the boat-yard,
she must have walked in—yet those sculpted lipsiegeth remained firmly
buttoned, he had not uttered a squeak. She hag;, wab forced to admit,
kept quiet about th€alinargolunches, but that was different. Josh had not
been in proximity at the time and they had not deends, let alone lovers.
Lovers! Her stomach knotted. When she had met Gihmn had been a
virgin, and they had not slept together until auseaelationship had been
established. But what was secure about her rektipn with
Josh—nothing! He had forced her to acknowledge ghatloved him, but
was the feeling reciprocated or could sleeping widr have been a
straightforward exercise in sexual gratification3#aky hand was pushed
through her hair. Had she been double-crossed vae ks well as in
business? She frowned. How it had happened shenatidknow, but
somehow she had lost sight of how she did not tiimt Love was ever
blind, Abby thought miserably. She had decided ks Mr Nice Guy, but,
as everyone knew, nice guys don't win ball games.

Her thoughts returned to ti@alinargo.Having reduced their trade—which
must reduce the chances of selling the schoonerJalt now intend to
stroll back with his 'as is' offer and, being ie tight place at the right time,
grab himself a bargain? Abby's mouth compressed: steulders
straightened. The only way he would grab himsd&laegain would be over
her dead body!

'‘Bumper boats," she read, focusing on the leafjaina 'Rightwe'll have an
extra attraction.’

'Do you think we should?' Hilda said doubtfully.

'Why not? We've recouped our start-up expensesraake some money
besides, so we can afford it.'



'‘Well, yes, though--'

Abby's eyes glittered. '"Your future is at stakeshand | intend to safeguard
it," she announced importantly.

‘Thank you," her aunt said, 'but--'

'So we must regain the offensive. How about higra@alypso group?' Abby
steamrollered on. 'They could play Caribbean me®madn the way out and
provide music for dancing on the sail back. Thencae advertise our
cruises as "party” cruises,' she said, her entbosfar the idea growing.
‘Theonly party cruise in Grenada, becauseluenmingbird'sdeck space is
so limited there's no chance of Josh doing the Bame

Hilda gave a reluctant smile. 'If that's what yeelfyou must do, dear.’

Although finding someone to produce the appropmiabder stamp tapped
reserves of resourcefulness and patience Abby meaksed she possessed,
the Calinargo'sadvertisements soon carried an amendment andityygso
band was on board. Then she walked on pins. Wouisiarand dancing
appeal? A couple of outings later the answer wawiged when the
numbers began to climb, but they fell short of grevious totals and
another week on remained infuriatingly static.

'As the six-week trial's almost through, shoul@rétput the business up for
sale?' Hilda suggested as they drove home oneadter

Abby frowned. 'l suppose so, though our curreninigk aren't going to
make anyone a millionaire.’

'Maybe they're not quite as high as they were leefout they're not that
bad," her aunt protested. 'Besides, it's not everyoho wants to be a
millionaire.’

'l think we should advertise, but do our best tandiup more customers in
the meantime,” she declared, her hands tighteningund the
steering-wheel.



"You wouldn't be—er—willing to settle for the statquo?’

'‘No! We have the rest of your life hanging in ttedamce,’ Abby stated, in a
grave reminder.

'l suppose so™ Hilda acknowledged uncertainly.

'l was rereading the brochures of the cruises ymliBob took, and one of
them features a boat which is similar to @ainargo.A big thing's made of
the pirate angle, so why don't we have Eldon daegSaptain Hook, install
a plank for swimmers to walk, and a rope for swagdi It wouldn't cost
much and it dovetails beautifully with our advestigent. | think we should
also reconsider T-shirts,' she went on. 'l know yaidl--'

'No T-shirts, not for now," her aunt rejected Hgsliet's just stick with the
pirate idea.’

If acquiring the rubber stamp had been fraught wtioblems, the

seemingly simple fitment of a plank and a rope hanwed out to be a lesson
in one hundred per cent frustration. A day was spering around the

island and speaking to carpenters, timber merchants a variety of

handymen, but although Abby insisted on seekingwety one listed in the
telephone book, all their enquiry received was kléooks and shaken
heads.

'The general feeling is that a boat-builder wowtdolir best bet, then when
we visit them they won't listen," she complainedbegakfast the next
morning. "You wouldn't like to ring around yourdnids £nd see if they have
any suggestions?'

Hilda made several calls, and finally managed td omt a couple of places
where vessels had been seen under construction.

‘They're both small fishing boats which are beindtlon a casual basis, but
it's possible someone there might be willing tgohed. Mind you, it's a long
shot,' she warned.

'‘But worth a try!" Abby declared, determined nob&defeated.



'One boat is at Grand Anse beach and the othett®inorth of the island,’
her aunt said, and explained the exact locations.

Abby frowned. 'Would you mind if | skipped tl&alinargoand went to see
these people today?"

'Please do—though | suspect you're on a wild- gobase.’

After delivering Hilda to the harbour, Abby droveetfew miles to her first
stop: the beach. Parking the car in the shadespfeading banyan tree, she
walked down to the sand. In the far distance, artypobscured by palms,
she spotted the skeleton of a boat, so she shedanelals, put on her
sunglasses, and set off towards it.

There were two magical things about Grand Anse,yAlgilected as she
strolled by the edge of the sea. One was the b@atitg two-mile stretch of
white coral sand, and the other was that you cewtk along it without
being required to step over bodies or swerve tadalall games. At the
other end of the bay a smattering of guests atbdeehfront hotels lay
sunbathing, but the only people in her vicinity @ couple cycling the
ocean on a big-wheeled pedalo.

She walked on. The boat came into focus. Abby wes\dng up towards it
when her stride abruptly faltered. Beyond the paims saw no workmen,
no activity, no sign of life. Work on the vessel shihave ceased a while
ago, for when she got closer she discovered tawthod was weathered
and sun-bleached. Hissing out a sigh, she turriedad been a wasted
journey. Another one. Or had it? she thought,'mat the tempting blue of
the sea. Her bikini and towel were in the car aalflam hour's swim would
leave plenty of time to drive north.

The towel hooked around her, Abby stood in thetshelf the car door and
stripped off her clothes, but when she reachedrimér bikini it had gone.
Made from a silky white material, both bra-top askdmpy bottom had

slithered down between the front seats and onédldlor. With a sigh she
stretched to retrieve them, and was half-in anttdwatl of the Ford when an
engine roared. The next moment, a vehicle bumpeadbe track which

led from the road and swung in alongside. Why Heldriver need to park



so close, Abby wondered, and at such an inconvehiee? Unsettled at
being caught undressed, she grabbed at the elsigps of silk. Hastily,
she stepped into the bikini pants, tripping ovarfeet and almost falling.
She had yanked them up and was engaged in sonte frender-towel
contortions aimed at locating the straps of the vdpen a masculine laugh
sounded behind her.

'‘Congratulations, you're retaining all the mystegn Australian voice
drawled.

Abby's head jerked up. She spun round. All moverbemniath the towel
ceased. 'Why is it you always appear when I'm leapecting you?' she
enquired, her eyes the grey of freezing water.

Josh climbed out of the Moke and slammed the ddau bloody well
shouldbe expecting me!' he retorted. 'The last time weevtogether, you
were asking to be kissed—remember?'

She hauled the towel closer around her. 'Yes, hshteered.

'‘And do you also remember that my charter finishast night?' he
demanded. She nodded. 'So what happened?’

‘The Hummingbird happened Abby said fiercely. 'The painting, the
seating, the glass- bottom window, the multi-chdegebecue lunchesd
infinitum. You said we had a lot to discuss, but it's nottethat you never
bothered to say a single word about any of them!'

Josh's jaw tightened. 'l was going to, but--'

'Like hell you were! | arrive at your boat-yard amiss theHummingbird's
face-lift by what appear to have been secondsygat do you say? Zilch.
Then, when you've got me out of the way, the gratalinch takes place.
Sorry, but | don't appreciate a myriad attracti@ppearing behind my
back!

"You reckon | orchestrated it that way? What kifidh@uy do you think |
am?' he protested. 'For a start, it was Theo whgesied you act as cook,



not me, so he's the one who was responsible farafmence. But even if I'd
wanted to stage- manage the transformation sat tbene together at some
special time, do you think | could?' Josh deman®éall must've been in
Grenada long enough to know that things move at ohnen speed here, that
there can be all kinds of hold-ups. OK, sometinsgs happen quickly,
but in the main they proceed at snail's pace. Ahthever it is you don't
have much control. Yes, renovations had been pthraad you knew as
much, and accepted it,’ he thrust, 'but the factt tthe improved
Hummingbirdmade its debut when you were gone was pure--'

'Happenstance?' Abby said scornfully, though evenslae spoke she
accepted that it had been that way.

'Yes.' His affirmative was low and succinct. 'Butavabout th€alinargo's
ballroom orchestra?' he carried on. 'Didn't thakents debut whilenyback
was turned and didn't you say damn-all?'

Her chin lifted. 'You weren't with me every day. Waere away.'

'‘But not out of touch,’ Josh rapped, his eyeseystdue, 'or | wouldn't have
been if you'd answered my calls. | thought it wag that on each of the half
a dozen occasions when | managed to get to a pymunevere out, but
yesterday, when Mrs Sinclair told me you were uilakke yet again, |
became distinctly suspicious and—for want of a dyetlescription—
fed-up!" A nerve throbbed in his temple. 'Whichwhy this morning |
decided to bypass the telephone and see you inrpdrmissed you at the
bungalow, so | went along to the harbour and--'

'Hilda told you I'd be here?' Abby cut in, heartiishing her aunt had kept
quiet.

'She did. She also couldn't wait to tell me how yaare fixing up for the
Calinargoto become &aolly Roger extraordinairé He bowed a sarcastic
head. 'Thanks a bunch. May | applaud the Empirestigking back—yet
again!'



'You expect us not to?' Abby protested. The aim tealse dignified and
aloof, but as she was currently squirming to fashenbikini top she had
scant success.

'l don't expect you to be so damn greedy,' Jogberhs
'We 're not!' she said, and, bikini at last in platung the towel into the car.

A second later, she regretted the action for, Vaitlg fingers spread on his
hips and his gaze insolent, Josh began a leisapgsaisal of her body. The
bikini was small, but beneath his eyes it shrankal@rmingly wanton

proportions. Abby felt her cheeks burn. He seenwdeé deliberately

reminding her of how she had lain naked with hird given herself up in

abandoned surrender.

'We're not being greedy,’ she said again, desperatetter the moment and
end his inspection.

He bestirred himself. 'Let's not sugar-coat thésfabe rasped. 'It's clear that
your one aim is to grab every last customer arbtiovith my business.’' He
gave a strangled laugh. 'l had some crazy notiancgwed for me, but all
you care about is going one better, one betterptowly better!

Abby frowned, shaking her head. 'No.’

'Irresistible force intends to polish .off immovabbbject,” Josh defined
caustically.

'l don't want to polish off thelummingbird,'she muttered.
‘Then what the hell do you want?' he demanded.

She started to speak, then faltered. She had lmen 0 say that, for her
aunt's sake, she wanted to boost@adinargos trade and thus the selling
price, but, in truth, the number of passengersh&te been attempting to
claw back would not greatly affect the amount theged to obtain from the
eventual sale. Would probably not affect it at Albby frowned. She had
claimed to be helping Hilda, but wasn't that sim@lyg excuse for



no-holds-barred revenge? And when she had talkedtalegaining the
offensive, hadn't her aim been to inflict damageloshper se?

"You have your bumper boats,’ she said, in a deferssverve.

'All they were supposed to do was even things upchvthey did until you
introduced party- time,' he said coldly.

'Even things up?' she repeated, the novelty ofidba sending her voice
soaring several octaves.

Yes! To me, thiHummingbirdand theCalinargosailing with near enough
the same number of passengers seemed reasoviabjeeasonable, when
you recall that | operate three cruises per wedklewou have the lion's
share of four!

Her frown deepened, and suddenly everything took aordifferent
perspective. It had not been Josh who had gone theetop with his
attractions, she realised in dismay—it was her.gBaof remorse hit.
Bringing in the calypso group had been a knee-jeaktion, Abby thought
uneasily. A wild hitting back. She had never stapfzeconsider the equality
of their trade, nor that Josh might merely havenbagempting to draw
level. On starting up the cruises the questiomnfdlay had worried her, but
latterly she had not given it a moment's thought.

A strand of hair was twisted unhappily around lwegédr. 'l seem to have--'
she started.

'Please let me finish,' he bit out. 'And reasonaltien you also consider the
Hummingbird'passenger capacity is limited so that any growthusiness
will automatically fall your way.'

Abby's heart sank. What he said was tamel reasonable. It also made a
nonsense of the theory that his ambition was tackvteeir trade and grab
the Calinargoat a knock-down price. Yes, Josh had been seerdiivt so
had she. And he had not attempted to murder héravithain- saw—all he
had done was come back with some perfectly adniéssdmpetition. Her
mistrust ground to a shuddering halt. Suddenly, feltedeeply ashamed.



She had rushed into certain presumptions whichddhder to decide that he
was an opportunist, though now she did not know.vigegrets flooded in.
Abby wished everything between them had not happeoequickly. She
wished she knew him better. She wished she hatheasknse to ask him to
explain his business success.

‘Josh--' she began afresh, but his anger now kiateamined momentum.

'‘Although your dance band destroyed the balance aljeere was a chance
I'd have accepted it," he went on, 'but not nowt $\lace | heard about your
pirate tricks. You started all this," he said, jalgban accusing finger, 'but,
make no mistake, | shall finish it. Maybe Bob Saicldid leave a rich
widow who's happy to finance these little gamegafrs, but--'

Abby stared. 'Who said my aunt was rich?' she deetin

"You did. When | asked if she was short of money, made it clear she had
plenty.’

Her toes curled into the sand. The haywire sitmat@ade it imperative that
Josh be told the truth, but it was Hilda's truthg @ rigorously protected
one, so before anything was said shouldn't shebsuited?

'Oh, oh, yes,' Abby mumbled.

'‘As | was saying,' Josh continued, 'maybe Mrs &ing well off, but it's
time she considered where this is going to end.’

'What do you mean?' she enquired, alert to theitgradge of a threat in his
voice.

'Suppose the bumper boats are joined by jet skisvaindsurfers and
parasailing? Is she prepared to lay out more anck roash to equip the
Calinargowith more and more attractions? Think about &,Irfstructed.

Abby wasthinking. Her head had never been so busy, andinthrobbed
with a new batch of complications. She put a wdrtiand to her brow. 'But



if you bring in jet skis and—and everything, owade will plummet and we
may never be able to sell the schooner,’ she éalter

Josh arched a brow. "You still want to sell? Yod gour aunt aren't having
such a ball you've decided not to bother?'

Her toes curled deeper. 'Of course we're bothering.

‘Then let's hope the next owners are a lot lessdytoninded than you!" he
said savagely. 'I've heard about ambition, but aismit until recently |
realised Attila the Hun was alive and well and agpieg a schooner in
Grenada!' Josh pushed his hands into his pockdtsegiarded her in silence
for an appreciable length of time. 'And to thirfie'said eventually, 'l once
thought you and | were--'

'We were what?' Abby asked, when he broke off.

‘It doesn't matter." Narrowing his eyes, he lookegond her at the sea.
'She's a fine craft,' he muttered.

As she turned to follow his gaze, Abby saw that@a¢inargowas sailing
past. Her sails plump with breeze and brightly aota flags fluttering, the
schooner cut cleanly through the waves. With twasts standing tall and
proud, she was an elegant reminder of bygone days.

'‘But theHummingbird'dooking pretty swanky, too," she protested.

Icy blue eyes met hers. 'A swanky hamburger cdrdosh said, and swung
into the Moke.

Abby took an urgent step forward. Her escalationtied Calinargos
attractions would end, right now. She would novemorth. She would not
locate a plank and a rope. The pirate idea woulscb&pped. Imustbe, if
she was to have any peace of mind, if she wasteva able to live with
herself again. She would withdraw the calypso béowl,

'‘About theCalinargo-- she began.



'Forget it," Josh ordered. 'I've had the damn thamgl you, up to--' a hand
was levelled beneath his chin '—here.’

'‘But--'
'‘Goodbye," he said, and drove away.

A swim had lost its appeal. Abby changed back n@ioclothes, then sat for
a long time in the car. Their relationship had bedirof promise and could
have been sg@ood, but by her foolish distrust 8he had wrecked it sh
thought despairingly. All she felt towards him naas love, and all he felt
for her was hostility. She brushed away hot teédhe did not want Josh to
be hostile, she wanted--Thrusting the key intoi¢gimition, she gunned the
engine. What did it matter? He had made his feslpegyfectly plain.

When Abby returned to the bungalow, she reachetihatsely for her
sketch pad. Drawing always took her mind off thiragsd there was nothing
to be gained from mooching dejectedly around tmgkibout Josh and what
might have been. In any case, she was in the roidpteparing Theo's
sketches and cartoons and this seemed the ideattapjty to finish them.
Sitting down at the desk, she filled one page,thed another, and another.
She broke off at lunch time to make a sandwichwihen she next looked at
the clock she stared in disbelief. The arrangeradtbeen for her to collect
Hilda when the cruise ended, but that was thirtgutes ago.

Castigating herself for her tardiness, she drowendto the harbour. Her
aunt had said she would wait if there was a deday, as Abby swung the
Ford on to the quay she saw her patiently stanitiege.

'I'm so sorry," she gabbled, leaping out of the tart | was drawing and
time slipped by and— and | never meant to be late.’

'I'm glad you were.’

'Why?' she asked suspiciously, for it had registehat the older woman
was beaming and looking supremely self-satisfied.



'‘Because while | was waiting here someone arriveldeaked if I'd sell them
the Calinargo.And | did.'

"You've sold it?' Abby said, her eyes wide andadatous. 'To whom?'
‘Josh.'

Her nerves shrieked. Her stomach twisted. She dad o convinced of his
integrity, but now. . . Pictures of how he had acuaitheCalinargo and
derided theHummingbirdflicked through her head, closely followed by the
knowledge that Hilda had always been enamouredhamg when faced
with his threat of jet skis and such, would eab#ypersuaded. So Josh had
worked his blue-eyed magic and finally achieved'dssis' price! Abby felt
wretched, wounded, cut. His faults might not bablesto the naked eye,
but, she thought as her heart bled, he fitted &semjption of original flawed
hero: good- looking, intelligent, tender—and adtgras hell!

'Why did you let him have it?' she wailed. 'lIf w@dvertised the boat as a
business, someone else would have wanted it aretedffmore. Much
more.’

'l doubt it.’

'How much did he give you?' she demanded.

‘The same price that Bob was offered,’ Hilda sarérsely.

Abby gaped. 'You mean--?"

I mean,' her aunt said with a smile, 'Josh hasemmde | shall live
comfortably for ever after.'



CHAPTER EIGHT

ABBY worked her way around her suitcase flicking dowafety catches,
then turned the key in the lock.

'‘Almost ready," she announced as she walked irgdiving-room. Guilt
began to nibble. "You're sure you'll be all righty@ur own?"'

'Positive.’ Hilda smiled, which was just as welt@ease, guilty or not, Abby
had no intention of changing her plans. 'l haveegood friends here and,
besides, your mother's promised to join me for €imas and that's not far
away. Then in the spring I'll be returning to Emgla She sighed. 'lt's just a
pity you're leaving at such short notice. | know'ye been here far longer
than either of us ever expected, dear, but yestdrgeall theCalinargoand
today you're gone. It's so sudden.'

"The UK flights are fully booked, and accordinghe airline if | don't take
up tonight's cancellation there might not be anosieat available for ages,'
she explained for about the third time. 'And | needet back to work.’

Her aunt nodded. 'l understand.’

No, you don't, Abby said silently. Work came a psecond; the top priority
was removing herself from Grenada—and Josh.

Her gaze went to the desk and the large brownlepeevhich sat there.

All afternoon it had been waiting to be deliveradd all afternoon she had
found reasons to delay. The envelope could, ofssmualways be sent by
post, but that would be cowardly—and good mannetated that, given

the chance, she must thank her aunt's benefactbrsfonunificence. Abby

made a face. The irony was that Hilda's securityraged as a by-product.
The reason Josh had bought the schooner was bduabsal been sick to
death of the hassle it involved, andheir.

She lifted the envelope. 'T'll go and see if Thed'the boat-yard and give
him my drawings,' she said. 'l won't be long.'



'Don't forget to say goodbye to Josh,' Hilda instied.
Her smile was tight. 'l won't.'

Although Abby hoped—gave up fervent appeals taythes—he would not
be around, the real ordeal, she acknowledged adrskie along, would be
forgetting abouthim. Right now her erstwhile lover occupied her every
thought, and although by tomorrow she would hawseqd thousands of
miles between them she had an unhappy feelinglisi@nce was not going
to make much difference.

When she opened the office door, she saw the aaogirl busy at her
typewriter.

"Hello.'Abby smiled.
The fingers stopped tapping. 'Hi.’

Good afternoon,' a familiarly deeper voice saidlas stepped inside, and
she found Josh checking dates on a wall planner.

Although she had promised herself that when they again—if they
met—she would be the ultimate in cool poise, itmdd happen. Instead her
heart began to beat like a tom-tom, her throat wieptshe knew that she
blushed scarlet.

'‘Oh—oh, hello," Abby replied chokily, cursing hdfder such a pathetic
reaction.

'You've saved me a journey. | was on my way toyseg' Josh explained,
when she frowned. 'lI've been on my way all day, thi¢ morning

formalising the purchase of th€alinargo took longer than expected.
However, the money's now been transferred to Musl&ir's account. And
this afternoon--' he made a regretful grimace 'e-lheen consistently
side-tracked."



Abby flashed a smile. 'Thanks for letting me kndwoat the money; I'll tell
my aunt. And— and thank you for buying tGalinargo. It means a lot to
me."' She turned to the girl. 'I've brought somédies for Theo.'

'I'm sorry, but he's away.’

'In that case I'd like to leave this," she said] banded over the envelope.
‘There's an explanatory letter inside.’

"Theo'll be back in a couple of days,' Josh told ls® why not hang on to
the sketches and speak to him then? | know he'sr@éagspeak to you.
Apparently--'

'l won't be here," Abby cut in. 'I'm leaving inenf hours." She stuck out a
formal hand. 'I'd like to say goodbye. | realissvént too far with the
Calinargo,and—and | apologise.'

"You're flying out tonight?' he protested, showwognplete disregard for her
proffered fingers. 'But you can't!

Her brow crinkled. 'Why not?'

'‘Because--' Josh began, then stopped short, aWware secretary's pricked
ears. 'Come with me and I'll tell you," he said,atatching hold of Abby's
wrist, he drew her through the door, out of thamrcalnd into the sunshine. A
flagged path cut between the green lawns and, lattifiy he began
propelling her along it.

'Hold on," Abby protested. In readiness for thenplppurney she had caught
her freshly washed hair into soigntetwist and had changed into scarlet
trousers and a light matching coat, with a white beneath. On her feet
were high-heeled sandals. But now, thanks to tlce pa set, her hair was
tumbling loose, the flounced coat swirled and slas Wwaving to half jog,
half totter in the spindly heels. 'Where are ydurtg me?' she gasped, as he
dragged her in his wake.

‘To my house. We need to talk, in private.'



She stopped in her tracks. There isn't time,psbtested. '| have a plane to
catch.'

There's plenty of time," Josh rasped, and pulleddrevard again, skipping
and skittering, until they reached the car parkreHee released her and
opened the passenger door of his Moke. 'Get inristaucted.

Abby stood firm. 'I'm sorry, but--'

'‘Get in!" he thundered, his glare making it plain that amgHess than
instant obedience would result in her being yanti@dher feet and thrown
bodily inside. 'Why are you leaving so quickly?sldalemanded, as Abby
did as she was told and the Moke roared into life.

'Why would | stay?' she countered. 'My aunt's &bfare in order now,
and—and | need to get back to work.'

The fact that she was also leaving because hedwhdriough of her was left
unsaid. Pride kept her from telling hitmat.

‘The reason Theo wants to speak to you is becalsahxious to set up a
meeting between you and his publishers," he sailealrove up the ramp.
'He's shown them your West Indian drawings andenss they're keen for
you to illustrate a guidebook." Josh frowned ataadgner who, having
noticed his boss's flight with an argumentativenbi®, was resting on his
hoe to watch. 'Plus a firm who publish postcard$@imts have a couple of
propositions. So, if you decided to stay in Grengmla could continue with
your career.’

'Maybe. However, there's not much point becauseaomt will also be
departing in a few months' time." As Abby begamgassemble what had
been revealed as an overly ambitious hairstyle frelvened. Although she
would soon be gone, she did not want him to thodbadly of her. 'About
Hilda's affairs; Bob Sinclair didn't leave a ricidaw, he left a—a poor one,’
she said, beginning a jerky explanation.

I know.'



She shot him a startled glance. 'Hilda told you?"

'‘No, though her relief when | said | panted to kg Calinargo made it
patently clear. You told me. Not in so many worle,5aid, when she stared
at him, 'but yesterday when | talked about arragg/ire jet skis, you looked
so distraught that you started me thinking. OK,jitipossible to be cast-iron
certain of anyone else's finances, yet Bob Sinckppeared to be
moderately affluent and nothing more. | thoughtwtibat, and the stories
I'd heard of how he and his wife had been livingit for a year, and
suddenly everything was so obvious. | understood yau'd grabbed at my
mention of cruises as if it were a life-saver antywou'd been dedicated to
coming out on top. You weren't playing games,'did soberly, 'you were
acting out of necessity.'

Abby frowned. 'The cruises were started in the haipeelping Hilda, but
later, when | brought in the calypso group, my wesiweren't so noble.’
She skewered in the final silver pin. 'l didn'glikeing kept in the dark about
theHummingbirdand—well, | decided you were out to annihilate wade
and snatch theCalinargo. | wanted to tell you the truth about Hilda's
finances," she said, shying away from describireg dbubts which now
translated as insults, 'but she's keen that n&kiooes how rash Bob was.’

'‘And no one will. | won't say anything," Josh preed.

‘Thank you," she said gratefully.

As they rounded a bend, his house appeared oniltheld drove up the

red-paved drive, and parked the Moke beneath thdesbf the pillared

portico.

'Out!" he instructed, when she hesitated and frovaténer watch.

Abby got out. 'Thank you again for buying tBalinargg’ she said as he
ushered her indoors. 'l thought you'd bought italbse you were fed up
wasting so much time and having so much troublenbw | see you were

also rescuing my aunt.’

'Wrong!" Josh declared. 'l bought it to rescse



Abby's heart leapt. 'Us?' she queried cautiously.

He lead her to the sofa, where he sat down begdéTheCalinargo,and
the cruises, have been fouling things up ever simeemet,” Josh said
earnestly. 'You know why | kept quiet about theemdtions to the
Hummingbir® Because | was certain that if | told you we'd end
quarrelling. Theo accused me of shoddy practicenw§ws came to the
boat-yard and | kept quiet, and | guess he wad.right although | was
tempted to tell you | chickened out, and hopedemdtthat when you found
out for yourself you'd understand. Later, when werevon theOz Six, |
intended to say something, but | never seemedtaldet round to it and,
hell, Abby," he complained, 'every time the cruisese mentioned they
spoiled things between us.’

She looked at him. 'Like the night | came to dirmer

‘Just like that," he said heavily, and sighed.eéAftte made love | was this
close to telling you--' his thumb and forefingedicated a millimetre '—yet
still I held back. | couldn't bear to risk souriagr relationship. It was very
new, and the attraction between us had been soesuduohd.
.overwhelming." He gave a twisted grin. 'l neededkéep that special
feeling which we'd created alive, anaviisspecial,’ he insisted. 'l may have
tap-danced back from Australia, but | didn't saiiie to Grenada with you
two weeks ago—I floated on a pink cloud.'

'‘And me.' Abby smiled.

"Yet you still believed | was the kind of ruthldsastard who could make
love and try to ruin your cruises at the same tiéf/?' he demanded.

She released a breath. 'l think the root caudeatifwas how we started off.'
'What do you mean?"

'I'd taken it for granted you were going to buy @ainargoand when you

said you weren't | was so thrown and so disappaitiiat it seemed like a

dirty trick. | decided you'd become too succestifalquickly to be straight,
and so you went from Good Samaritan to con mamwm geconds flat.'



Abby made a wry face. "Though in retrospect | g rso proper reason for
jumping to such a conclusion.’

Josh pursed his lips. 'l think | can,' he said $JjovBereavement comes at
the top of the stress scale, and last year youyloge father and this year
you arrive in Grenada to be faced with Robert @iinsl death. Once again
you're put through the wringer, and once again s$taut living on your
emotions.'

'‘And my reaction was entirely emotional?' she muséal could be right.’
‘That's what happened,’ he said, in firm assurance.

Abby looked at him and smiled. 'You're making m& &elot better.’

‘Throwing the pencils was also emotional,’ he car@d, his blue eyes
glinting.

'‘Can't you forget about that?' she implored.

'‘Sweetheart, no one's ever hurled things at medéfo

She wrinkled her nose. '‘Anyway, having more or msded you were an
exponent of. dirty tricks, | proceeded to gatheratveeemed like more
evidence.'

'Such as?' Josh enquired.

'l was suspicious of the way you looked at me wiverfirst met. It seemed
too. . .discerning. And | didn't trust how you'drted your nose up at the
Calinargoand then put in an offer," she told him. "Thougivr can see that
you decided you might as well take it, partly besmait was available and
partly to do Hilda a favour.’

Josh nodded. That's right.'

'‘But at the time | marked it up against you,'shd segretfully. 'A few days
later, you upped your offer--'



'‘And chose just the wrong moment," he put in drily.

'Yes. So although you were helpful and kind, atdthek of my mind was the
nagging thought that | shouldn't trust you. | devfighe hurried to tell him.
'l know you're the genuine article.’

He grinned. 'Thanks for the endorsement. But yawtethe first person to
wonder how | made it from ex-lawyer to boat-yardnewin what, from the

outside, appears to have been one easy step.frdasted. 'When | said |

was in the right place at the right time, | meanitarrived in Grenada a few
months after the American troops had landed, and--'

'l know," Abby cut in. 'Theo told me. He also toh& how you met up with a
Mr Sissons.'

'Ed," Josh said, and smiled affectionately. 'E&@is had come here from
Toronto a couple of years earlier, full of dreanisrunning a boating

business in the sunshine. Grenada's political tesubad already been
simmering but, in his wisdom, he'd decided thegdan amount to anything
and had gone ahead with the boatyard—plus he'deghlacders for six

luxury yachts, which were to be delivered at insdsvover the next four
years.'

'Oh, dear.'

'Ed was not the most astute of forecasters,’ Jaishrgefully, 'nor did he
ever do anything by halves. When my mate and | agokenquiring for a
sail, we found him sunk in despair because althdahgHighting was soon
over it had effectively killed off the tourist trad We were the first
customers he'd seen in ages, and he was convinaetdth Grenada and
his dreams were doomed. When we started talking tlae poor guy was
desperate to talk, it turned out that he'd spemies@f his youth in
Australia—which made us bosom pals. He said he datkewly built
bungalow and he'd like the company, so would we tajoin him and kip
down for free?'

Abby grinned, looking around her. 'Here?'



‘That's right. Every day my mate and | would sad &ter we'd join up with
Ed, and every day he'd unburden himself more ang nite'd sent his wife
home and now he was obsessed with getting backotonto, too, yet
although he didn't need the cash he couldn't bningself to close up the
boat-yard and walk away. He reckoned it would badmission of failure.
But neither was he prepared to shut up shop ane d@ok later—which |
reckon he should have done.’

'So you made him an offer?
'‘No way. | didn't want the boat-yard!" Josh pragest
Abby arched a brow. 'As you didn't want Dalinargo?'

'Exactly,’ he agreed, his voice dry: 'However, dag Ed declared that my
mate and | would make the perfect buyers. Bothsofailed and loved the
sea, and whereas he couldn't imagine Grenadalst®rgturning in time to

help him, we were both young and the boat-yard @d¢ a good, if

long-term, investment. We said thanks, but no,kbkaand explained that in
addition to not having anywhere near enough momey, mate was

committed to the job he had back home.'

'‘And then?' she said, when his mouth curved.

"The next day, Ed offered a fresh scenario. | vedset the sole owner, and
he'd be happy to do a deal where all | gave himaxfased percentage of my
profit each year—no matter how small an amount wWeg—until I'd paid
for the yard, the house, and the yachts he was diedhto take.'

‘It must have been a hefty amount," Abby protested.

'‘As nobody was buying anything on Grenada at thed, tthe yard and house
came dirt cheap,' Josh explained. 'However, thbtgagere pricey.’'

'‘But you agreed?"

He shook his head. 'lI'd gone into law and my mgeridecause it had been
expected of me, so the last thing | intended tavds rush into a boating



business simply to suit Ed. In any case, althoughvieaw of Grenada's
tourist revival was a damn sight more optimistiarthhis, taking on a
chartering company under the prevailing circumstarseemed the ultimate
in neck-sticking- out exercises. However, Ed refusedrop the idea. He
insisted that my arriving without a job, in seanfa new career and just
released from personal ties, was a coincidencd tmatldn't, and shouldn't,
ignore. So, to cut the story short, eventuallyghsid on the dotted line.' Josh
made a face. 'l guess having a reason to stay frayAustralia, that is,
Sarah, played a part, too. | had my share of thegads from the sale of the
house we'd lived in—and in the two years we wergietit had shot up in
value—so there was sufficient to make a reasonddlen payment to Ed
and start me off.'

Abby frowned. 'You couldn't have had many custonyensrself to begin
with?'

‘They were few and far between," he agreed. 'Onleved the deal was
extremely advantageous, but it meant | spent tisetfvo years living from
hand to mouth. There were many occasions whendlgaé at night biting
my nails and wondering what on earth I'd agreed to.

'‘And for two years you paid very, little to Mr Sigs?’
'Virtually nothing."'
'He didn't mind?"

'Ed was amazingly casual about money, probablyuseche'd inherited a
chunk from his father and had nevexededo make his own way in the
world," he said whimsically. 'However," Josh went 6n due course a
director of a French trucking company charteredafmay yachts. He didn't
give a toss about the invasion, which was paswtyisanyhow; what

bothered him was good food, good wine and somaséintsailing—all of

which | was able to provide. He went back home tardi his friends, and
they told their friends, and not much later my ¢dar began to be fully
booked.’

‘The big time." She grinned.



'It had its price. | work hard now, but back then!
'Eighteen hours a day?' Abby asked, when he grichace

‘At least. Apart from the crews, | couldn't affonduch in the way of
back-up, so | used to handle the bookings, clean yiéchts, cut the
grass—whatever—myself. Some weeks it seemed asniéver slept.
However, at least | was able to start paying offaeits. For two or three
years | sent decent sums of money to Ed, but eaghteonths ago he died.'
Pain flickered in his eyes. 'He left an instructiorhis will that | was to be
released from any further payments. He didn't leawekids, his wife was
well catered for, so— | benefited.’

'He must have been very fond of you,' she said.

'l was fond of him. He used to fly down to Gren&mlaee me, and we always
had a great time," Josh replied, and brooded foroment. 'As business
continued to flourish | got myself a back-up teaand bought four more

yachts—on hire purchase.' He hesitated. 'With cetgamy discerning look,

| realise this sounds weird but when Mrs Sinclairaduced us | suddenly
knew that, whether it was for good or for bad, yeere going to have an
influence on my life.'

Abby looked at him. 'Sixth sense?' she asked.
‘The same.’

"You must have decided it was for bad when | sflatp theCalinargo
cruises,' she said ruefully.

'‘Sweetheart, although | admit | was doing a hadkedsjob with the
Hummingbird, when | discovered you'd changed the format andewer
providing meals—well, if you'd been a bloke I'd Baknocked your teeth
down your throat. As it was, | hardly complained—eth proves
something,’ Josh mused.

'What?'



‘That | must already have been halfway in love with.'

She smiled. '‘And now?'

"You want me to spell it out?' he asked.

Abby hugged the moment around her. 'Every wore,'dgclared.

He took hold of her hands. 'l love yall the way,' he said seriously.
'‘And | love you, too.'

‘Then you mustn't leave tonight,' Josh insisted,Moice low and ragged.
'‘Abby, you can't! Stay here with mielease."”

'l suppose | could," she murmured, as he begamgiseer with fevered,
coaxing kisses.

‘Then that's settled,’ he said, full of masculiaés§action and, with his
kisses continuing, he began to slide out the spwues. 'l like you with your

hair down," he smiled as the blonde skeins feli/thgaround her shoulders.
He wrapped strands around his hands, capturingritedrawing her closer.
'l also like you withouso manydamn clothes.’

Her coat and blouse and other garments were digdevigh, and, presently,
his shirt. There was much kissing, touching, cangss

‘This is all getting too much for me,' Josh muttlergome time later. 'We
shall, have to go to bed.’

Pressing his lips to the high globes of her bredstdegan to slowly and
tantalisingly kiss his way down her body. His mowutfis hot, branding her
skin with fervent dedications of his love. His lasstravelled along her
torso, and across the curves of her thighs to satthe secret parts of her.
Abby's senses reeled. Her breathing quickened. $ak&nging crashed
over her.

‘Josh,’ she sighed.



His mouth returned to hers and he moved, imprigphar beneath his body.
'l want you. I've wanted you all my life," he vowedarsely.

The world faded. Only the two of them existed. Sldld against
moisture-sheened skin. Abby trembled and clung ecloser fingers
kneading into the hard muscles of his back. Joskechagain. . .and again. .
.and again. And, in a fevered fusing of flesh, egeat rush of desire, thrust
her headlong, spiralling and spinning, into glosalblivion.

'‘Are you intending to run th€alinargo in place of theHummingbird?'
Abby enquired, a long time later.

Josh kissed her brow. 'No. According to my sourtiesre's been a steady
surge in tourists over the past six months souréghere's room enough for
two. If that meets with your approval?’

"It does.'

He gave a lazy smile. 'Thank goodness. It's higle tive started to agree on
cruises.’

'It's also high time | rang my aunt and the airliaed told them | won't be
leaving tonight," Abby said, squinting at her watch

'Or leaving ever,' he declared. 'At least, not authme beside you as your
adored husband.’

She laughed, and dotted her finger on the tip ®hloise. 'You sound pretty
sure of yourself, mister.’

'l am," Josh grinned, gazing deep into her eyg&scdlled sixth sense.’



