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Lost at sea

Francesca Patterson and Matthew Sinclair sharermgtpast. In fact, the
animosity they feel toward each other is equallaty dy the disturbing
undercurrent of unresolved attraction between thdatt is the trustee of
Francesca's inheritance. She needs her money ndwddt is going to
make her work for it. Literally.

As chief cook and bottle washer aboard his yadhteSLady--and slave to
his demanding guests--Francesca's been senteneggghtaveeks of hell on
the high seas. And each scorchingly hot day in dyseais fuelling a
dangerous passion that is all too close to flarng:of control ....



CHAPTER ONE

MOONLIGHT poured in through the open window of the bedroolearly
illuminating the man as he walked slowly and sienbwards her. Tall,
dark-haired and sensationally handsome, he exudeadeful air of power
and strength as he drew close to her tremblingdigu

Unable to move, paralysed by the gleam in his elth@n@en eyes set
beneath heavy eyelids, she stared helplesslytine atan, who—apart from
a short white towel tied about his slim hips—wasacly naked.

The shafts of silver moonlight cutting through thark, shadowy room

seemed to magnify his height and the width of hi&d shoulders; the deep
tan of his skin, was glistening with tiny dropleis water from a recent

shower.

As he raised his hands to her bare shoulders,stiered and trembled at
the sensual, erotic touch of his fingers againstieated flesh.

'Francesca. . .?"

She couldn't speak. It seemed as if time and Spadeeased to exist. She
was caught up in a spell—a need and desire sosatidrat she was hardly
aware of her pounding heartbeat.

'‘Francesca. . .?"

'Oh, yes—yes!'she whispered, finding her voice at last and atm@soning

in a roaring tide of passion and ecstasy. Thereandeep ringing in her ears
as he lowered his dark head, until his mouth wag @aminch or two away
from her own quivering lips.

'Francesca. . .?' he breathed softWhy don't you answer the telephone!

'‘W-what. . .?'

Francesca Patterson woke with a start, her dazed dasperately trying to
cling on to the reality of her dream. But it wasifiy evaporating,



dissolving and fading away in the face of the inapige, urgent summons
from the instrument beside her bed.

She put out an arm, her hand flailing helplesslyuad until her fingers
came into contact with the telephone.

'Y-yes. . .? Who is it?' she mumbled.

'‘Good morning. This is your alarm call, Miss Patter,' a cheerful voice
announced. 'Have a nice day"

Francesca struggled to sit up, replacing the receand blinking groggily
down at her wrist-watch, before pushing a tiredchéimrough her long
ash-blonde hair.

Some of her friends seemed to think nothing ohffyacross the Atlantic for
a weekend in New York. However, she'd always besitybaffected by jet
lag, and after yesterday's long flight to the Cae#n island of
Grenada—not to mention the lengthy, tedious amotititme spent in the
airport terminals—she'd have willingly given evdiiyig she possessed to be
able to go back to sleep again. However, it was eight o'clock. If she was
to be at Prickly Bay by ten, she had no alternabiveto get up and get
dressed, as quickly as possible.

At the reminder of this morning's appointment, eméush spread across
her pale cheeks. Quickly tossing aside the ligeeshnd swinging her legs
off the bed, she padded across the cool marble thveards the hotel room's
large en-suite bathroom.

After cleaning her teeth and splashing her facé witld water, Francesca
raised her head from the towel to stare dismallyeat reflection in the
mirror. The normally clear, brilliant aguamarinesbleyes set below a high,
wide brow were now misty and clouded with quilt amervous
apprehension.

It was years since she'd been tormented by thdbsheaerotic dream which
had repeatedly plagued her late teens. She waswemty-four, she told
herself firmly. A successful businesswoman, who ey ago put aside



such childish fantasies. So—what on earth had cowvee her? Howcould
she be so foolish as to still be dreaming about Ma that. . .?

Squirming with shame and embarrassment, she quiosdsed aside the
towel. Walking back through the bedroom, she pubatte the flimsy
curtains before opening the wooden louvred frermbrel and stepping out
on to a shady patio overlooking Grand Anse Beach.

As she gazed across the shimmering golden sandrdeswihe blue

Caribbean Sea, it seemed incredible to recallitlaid been snowing when
she'd left London yesterday. It certainly lookedfaswas going to be yet
another scorchingly hot day in paradise, she telddif wryly, noting that

the fiery ball of the sun had already risen wekiothe horizon, the muted
roar of the waves beating on the shore seemingchm ¢he turbulent

confusion in her tired brain.

It was three years since she'd last seen her stiyglbrMatthew Sinclair.

And she certainly wouldn't be here now if it had@en a matter of such
vital importance. Goodness knows, Matt had mad#ficult enough for her

to contact him. It had taken weeks of persistennpitalls to the New York
office of Sinclair International before she'd grudgy been given the

information that he was on vacation, sailing arotimel Caribbean. And it
had taken even longer to persuade his chief astigtaarrange today's
meeting.

To anyone who didn't know Matt it would seem quidgculous of her to be
in such a state of nerves about meeting him. Howeth®se who had
anything to do with Wall Street, or the City of Ldon, could tell a different
story. 'Sinclair Strikes Again' had been a frequeswspaper headline over
the past few years as many companies—and everestalblished corporate
institutions—had allowed themselves to be takemr,aaving in without a
fight the moment that Matt, in the guise of Sinclternational, had
appeared on the financial horizon. Building upoa Itlanking and business
foundation left to him by his father John Sinclartho had died when his son
was only ten years of age Matt had swiftly and niédssly expanded his
empire. His progress to fame and ever-increasirtgrie had been littered
with the debris of those who didn't understand dospulsive urge to
win—at any cost.



A hard, tough and ruthless man, Matt operated hsness in exactly the
same way that he ran his own personal life—withsharmerciless
efficiency. And of course, Francesca told hersethva sigh, she should
have realised thahatwas why the disturbing, upsetting dream had reiirn
to haunt her. You didn't need a very high IQ towrbat it had been caused
by deeply buried anxiety—a subconscious fear oftimgé¢he man who had
so blighted her young life.

Giving another heavy sigh, Francesca turned backtire room. Knowing
the root cause of her problem was one thing—hatondeal with it was,
unfortunately, quite another. Removing a pair oftevicotton trousers and
an aquamarine sleeveless T-shirt from her opecasgt she tried to force
some courage into her shrinking veins.

She wasn't asking for anything that was likely tause Matt any
trouble—rather the reverse, in fact. She was mdrepyng to persuade him
to add his signature to a legal document—therebghking the trust set up
on her father's death, and enabling her to get bbltie large amount of
money she was not due to inherit until she wasythir

Thirty! she thought incredulously. She would probably bézaned old hag
by then! Why should she have to wait six more y&arsomething that was
rightfully hers? And surely Matt would be glad te bd of an annoying
burden which he'd clearly never wanted in the ptate?

Over the past three years, Francesca had sigadiy tto find the answer to
the question why her father, that shrewd and ssbgesdustrialist Sir

Dennis Patterson, had nominated Matt in his wilthesmaintrustee of his
estate. Although he'd always been scrupulouslytéaiiis young stepson,
carefully guarding and supervising the boy's finahimheritance from his
own father, as Matt grew up it had become abunganéar that the two
men didn't like one another.

Not that she could entirely blame Matt for his jdiced view of her father,
nor for his scathing remarks about Sir Dennis'altpselfish way of life.
Her father had always done exactly as he'd pleaseith-everyone else
coming a poor second, even his much-loved secofedBlizabeth.



Lifting a brush and trying to tame her cloud ofdgked long blonde hair,
Francesca's blue eyes grew cloudy and sorrowfulafenoment as she
recalled the warmth and affectionate care of thiy amother she'd ever
known.

Elizabeth Sinclair had been a widow of thirty-twattwa young son,

Matthew, aged ten, when she'd decided to pay &tgikier old family home

in England—not having set foot in the country site® marriage to an
American banker, John Sinclair. It was a forturagdg for Francesca when
Elizabeth, after a whirlwind courtship, married Biennis. His new bride
had immediately insisted on providing a tender,ingvhome for the

unwanted child of his previous marriage, and simeldhe small girl from

the harsh slurs and savage newspaper headline$ hboueal mother's
many amorous exploits.

Her stepmother's death, when Francesca was orilgijisen, had left the
girl devastated with grief—the tragedy made far seoby that disastrous,
sordid confrontation with Matt, from which she h#wught she would
never recover.

But, of course, shbad, Francesca now reminded herself firmly. Over the
last eight years she'd come to see that everyahsdraething in their past
of which they were deeply ashamed. She'd managauat the whole squalid
episode behind her a long time ago. There was mptatt could do to hurt
her now. In fact, all she wanted from him was hgnature on a legal
document—and after she'd obtained that she wouldrneeed to see her
stepbrother again.

After paying off the taxi which had transported frem the hotel, Francesca
looked around her with interest. It was her firstitvto the spice island of
Grenada, and she'd had no idea of what to expeemh \whe'd been told to
arrive at an unknown place called 'Prickly Bay'.

Behind her, the hills were ablaze with hundreddreés bearing bright
orange flowers—immortelle trees, the taxi-drived walled them—while
the bay itself appeared to be a wide semicirckao, fringed by a tapestry
of attractive houses and gardens, interspersedohithps of palm trees.



Walking down the path which led to a small marindaose fresh green
lawns were dotted with palm and almond trees, Fasce almost gasped
aloud at the vista before her. She'd never seanany boats! Every shape
and size, from what looked like small dinghys tih, three-masted elegant
yachts, were bobbing peacefully on the blue watktise sheltered bay. And
then, as she sat down on a bench beneath a tall tpe, grateful for the
shade from the sun scorching down from above, stidenly realised that
she had a real problem on her hands.

How on earth was she supposed to know which wagdviaiat?

If she'd thought about it at all, back in Englaste'd vaguely imagined
arriving at a deserted bay with only a solitaryhtagaiting to meet her. But
she could now see that, even if she managed tcsbmeone with a small
craft to help her to inspect each and every vasdék bay, it was likely to
take her many hours. It would, she thought witlngig, be like looking for a
needle in a haystack.

'Is you Miz Patterson?' a voice demanded, andaitetl up quickly to find
a huge dark man grinning down at her.

'Er—yes,' Francesca murmured as the man gave b#rearwide friendly
smile.

'OK. The boss is waiting for you, so let's hitht# said cheerfully, gesturing
towards a small boat tied to a nearby jetty.

Francesca was well aware that she was a compleieereanything she

knew about boats could easily be written on théloh@ postage stamp. All
the same. . . 'Are you sure this is quite safehsiwr- muredj apprehensively
eyeing the small grey inflated rubber dinghy wittaege outboard motor
fixed to the rear.

But the man merely gave a guffaw of jovial laughtsio problem! | ain't
punctured one in years,' he assured her, takingaimrand handing her
down into the frail contraption.



Despite her initial misgivings, Francesca was sseor and impressed by
the performance of the delicate-looking craft agdped over the water. The
man—who announced that his name was Calvin—waslgleandling the
small dinghy with considerable skill as he manoedvris way between the
mass of boats, before speeding towards two veaselored at the mouth of
the bay.

As they drew nearer, she could see that one boatfavdarger than the
other. Trust Matt to have the biggest and the b&st, thought grimly,
staring over at the nanmWall Street llpainted in large letters on the stern of
a vessel as large, if not larger, than any shesbad in the South of France.
And why his assistant had said that her stepbrotfees 'sailing’ in the
Caribbean she had no idea. Surely 'driving’ wowddniore appropriate?
Because this huge boat didn't have a mast in sigiit,was clearly only
powered by goodness knew how many diesel engines.

While Calvin hitched the rubber dinghy to a wideindg-platform at the rear

of the yacht, she looked over her shoulder at therovessel lying across the
water. The long sleek lines of the graceful two4edsschooner were far
more her idea of what a yacht should look like, daeided before turning

back and preparing to follow Calvin up a laddert@the main deck.

As she followed in the wake of a white-uniformedmber of the crew along
a wide, seemingly endless passageway, it was alasostough her entire
respiratory system was breaking down, Francesaagtiionildly. She was

finding it practically impossible to control, herdathing. Every step she
took appeared to be accelerating her inner pardananvous tension at the
forthcoming confrontation.

You've got to keep calm! she cautioned herselfe?dl, it wasn't as if she
was asking for the moon. Once Matt had agreeddakathe trust, she could
then go ahead with the purchase of the Bond Samegallery where she
worked—now suddenly for sale on the retirement ef boss, Oscar
Thornton.

She'd fought against the idea of going cap in h@andlatt, of course.
However, there was no other way she could lay hemdd on the
considerable amount of money needed to purchasebubmess. And,



however much she hated having to confront a mamwsite'd vowed never
to have anything to do with for the rest of hee lit was now far too late to
back out. All her instincts were screaming for teeescape while she could,
and it was only a determined resolve not to all@ssklf to be bullied by

Matt which helped her to place one foot in fronttué other.

And then suddenly, with a brief knock and the amoament, 'Miss
Patterson to see you, sir,' she found herself ngolike an automaton as she
entered a large room, hardly aware of the almdsntsclick of the heavy
maple door as it closed behind her.

It was some moments before her eyes, still daziztad the sun's glare,

adjusted to the subdued light caused by the smglkes$ windows, which

ran floor- to-ceiling around three sides of theremaus space. Then, like a
magnet, her gaze was irresistibly drawn to thefigllre sitting behind a

huge executive desk at the far end of the room.

Her dream last night had been extraordinarily aatelirshe realised with a
sinking heart. Because Matthew Sinclair didn't séeinave changed at all
over the past years. In fact, if anything, his haeshned and handsome
features appeared to be more stern and uncomprmnisan ever. His
photographs in the Press had never done him justremcesca conceded
reluctantly. No celluloid print had ever been abdecapture the tough
physical aura the man projected, nor reproducelyhamic sense of power
and sheer animal vitality—almost tangible, desgiie considerable length
of beige carpeting which lay between them.

'Francesca. . .?' he murmured, raising his headeto the slender figure
standing across the room.

As she stood there, slim and of average height Mitg silvery ash-blonde
hair, it was obvious to Matt that his young stefgsi©iad matured into a
beautiful woman. Fine bone-structure, and a highHfead over hauntingly
vivid aquamarine-blue eyes, wide-spaced and fringethick dark lashes,
gave the girl a faintly medieval appearance; thé afolooks which would
have recommended her to artists such as Michelaraged Leonardo da
Vinci.



"You've actually managed to arrive on time, | skaft said drily.

Her cheeks flushing as she registered the coahidrtone in his deep
voice—and the reminder that punctuality had neveenb her strong
point—Francesca nervously cleared her throat.

'Hello, Matt," she muttered, desperately tryingotdl herself together and
ignore those broad, muscular shoulders beneatshibre-sleeved black silk
shirt—a colour which seemed to emphasise his deémiyed skin.
'lt—er—it's nice to see you again.'

He didn't reply, merely greeting her banal remaitk & slight, sardonic nod
of his dark head. There was obviously very littlattescaped those piercing
green eyes, like hard chips of emerald ice, whiehamow subjecting her to
a deliberately slow insulting appraisal. And, exanher hackles rose in
self-defence, Francesca could feel a cold shivéeaf quivering down her
spine.

i was told you wanted to see me,' he said athéstowerful body shifting
slightly as he impatiently waved her towards a chrafront of the desk. 'l
imagine that it must be an urgent matter," he adsligl silky menace.
'‘Because | can see no other reason for you tordisty vacation.'

It wasn't difficult to remember why she hated thmsn, Francesca told
herself grimly as she forced her unwilling legsMalk across the carpet.

'I've already told your personal assistant in Newkyexactly why | needed
to meet you,' she reminded him tersely as shedanwk on to the hard chair.
'l really can't see the point--'

'l never make a decision without hearing the faitté for myself," he
drawled. 'So, why don't you tell me all about yqguoblem?' he added,
leaning forward to push a button on his desk.

He must think she was a complete idiot! Francesoarsnally full lips
tightened, anger rapidly taking over from her alifear and trepidation. Did
he imagine that she'd forgotten one of his bassiri®ss practices? Because,
if so, he was very much mistaken!



'‘Well?' He drummed his fingers impatiently on tleskl

'I'm not telling you a damn thing—not while you'g®t that hidden
tape-recorder going!" she snapped. 'What | hawayois private—and it's
going to remain that way," she added defiantly.

His mouth twisted into a grim smile. 'Well, wellglk . .it would seem that
my little sister has grown up at last," he drawietth sardonic amusement as
he leaned forward to cancel the recording.

'I'm not your little sister," she snapped. She could feeltamper about to
erupt any minute, and her cheeks became flushédheateffort to control it.
‘The only thing we have in common is that your neottmarried my father.
There is no blood relationship between us—thanldgess!' she added with
feeling.

"You have just echoed my own sentiments exactéyadgreed with a silky
detachment which she found absolutely maddening.blie eyes flashed
with suppressed fury as she watched him rise aitdd,his customary lithe
movement, walk over to a coffee machine set orbla &@&cross the room.

'l dislike being disturbed when I'm working," heptained. "Would you care
to join me in a cup of coffee?’

I'd rather throw it in your face, she thought rdibakly, but contented
herself with giving him a curt nod.

How couldshe ever have imagined that she'd been madly@mdth Matt?
An extremely foolish sixteen- year-old at the tirReancesca knew that she
had been the victim of a silly teenage crush wihiati unfortunately grown
out of control.

A small private boarding-school, set deep in thglish countryside, was
hardly the ideal place to obtain an adequate knigdef sexual matters. In
fact, sex had played no part in her adoration @itian in front of her. It had
been a typical case of chaste, innocent puppy-ldae—-+nore akin to

fairytales than the real world. She very much sageethat if he had asked
her to lie down and die for him she would haveaialy done her best to do



so! And, if it all hadn't ended so disastrouslye shight have been able to
look back and laugh at the young girl who had ¢ydaeen as green as grass,
completely unable to cope with the powerful atiacshe'd felt towards a
man—who was also her stepbrother—and almost tems yelder than
herself.

A movement at the edge of her peripheral visioeripted her thoughts,
Francesca's pale cheeks flushing as the origingcblof her adoration
placed a cup and saucer on the desk in front of her

‘All right, Francesca. We've renewed our—er— fanaibguaintance. So |
think it's about time you got around to telling nvBy you're here, don't
you?' he said drijy, moving back to resume his.seanderstand that you
want my agreement to the termination of your fagheust. Am | correct?"

'Yes.' She nodded, and then took a deep breathebedmtinuing. 'As you
probably know, since leaving the Courtauld Insétive been working at
Quenell and Thornton's Art Gallery in Bond Street.’

She paused for a moment, but when he merely cadina regard her
silently she went on to explain that the ownehefdallery, Oscar Thornton,
was due to retire. Without any family or close tigks interested in taking
over from him, he'd agreed to sell her the business

'I'm not intending to run it all by myself,’ shesased Matt earnestly. "It will
be a joint venture with another assistant, Rupgntti-Rawlings, with
whom I've been working for the past two years.' §aee a slight laugh.
'Since Rupert's related to at least half of theldéghgentry inDebrett, his

connections are likely to prove very useful!

'‘But | take it that he has no money to put intolibsiness. . .?' Matt queried
shrewdly.

'Er—no, I'm afraid that he hasn't,’ she admitt@dd'that's the whole point,
you see? In order to buy the business from Ostagding to need a large
amount of capital—although it's only about half suen that my father left
in trust for me.'



'‘And you are asking me to help you break the ttust?

'Exactly!” She gave Matt a tentative smile, alnmsegging with relief. She
would never have believed that her dreaded stempdrotould be so
reasonable. Maybe she'd been guilty of misjudgingdil these years? 'I'm
sure you'll be glad to get rid of something thia¢en nothing but a nuisance,’
she continued with a slight shrug of her shoulddrs fact, I've never
understood why Dad chose you, of all people, aobney trustees. And as
for making me wait until I'm, thirty before | géte¢ money—well, it's simply
too ridiculous for words!"Hmm. . ." Matt murmuredn-committally, before
enquiring, 'What about the other trustee? How goes father's lawyer feel
about this—er—scheme of yours?'

Francesca had always known that this was goingetdéhb sticky point.
Unfortunately, with those hard emerald eyes boririg her skull, it was
almost impossible for her to try and bluff her wayt of a tough corner.

'He's left the decision up to you,' she mutteredely. In fact, Sir Dennis

Patterson's lawyer had expressed himself quiteefoity on the subject.

He'd been extremely reluctant to even consideidd&— not until she had
obtained Matthew Sinclair's wholehearted agreenast his signature on a
legally drawn-up agreement.

There was a long silence between them, before $hattgged his shoulders
and leaned idly back in his chair.

'l can't see any reason why | should agree to ggmuest,' he announced in a
bored tone of voice.

‘But. . .but | need your help!" she cried, unabl&¢lieve that he was really
turning her down.

'Help. . .?" he drawled mockingly. 'Why should Ighgou? You appear to be
earning a reasonable salaagd you also have a considerable private income
left to you by your father. | wouldn't have saidgtityou're exactly on the
poverty line, Francesca!' he mocked.



Her cheeks flushed. 'l never pretended that | whs,protested. 'l know that
I'm very well off as far as most people are conedrrBut that's not the
point. | want to buy the shop, and--'

He raised an imperious hand. 'l've already heamt yu have to say, and |
don't see how I can help you.'

'‘But I'm not asking you to put a hand your pocket. | only want the
opportunity to freely handle mywnmoney!" she wailed.

There wasn't so much as a flicker of emotion or gassion visible on his
hard, stern features, and the ensuing silence sk&neverberate around
the room as Francesca desperately tried to thirdoofething that might
cause him to change his mind.

'Is it the fact that | want to buy an art galleiy@aybe you don't like modern
art, and--'

'On the contrary,' he drawled, his lips twistingoira slight, humourless
smile. 'l have a substantial holding in Southelrk@#ennett in New York,
and | also own a gallery, in Los Angeles, spediajsn twentieth- century
paintings.'

'So why can't you release the trust?' she demardese to tears with
frustration.

Matt shrugged his broad shoulders, i didn't saguldn'tdo as you wish. |
merely don't see whyshould.'

'Well, thank you—for absolutelyothing!'she ground out furiously, leaping
to her feet and glaring angrily down at him. 'l imtigave know that the great
Matthew Sinclair would be far too busy—counting mglions of dollars,
no doubt!—to bother himself with his sister's pehb.’

‘| thought we'd just agreed that you weren't miesishe drawled coolly, a
note of steely warning in his voice which she retuso heed.



if I hadn't been so fond of your mother I'd saytthau were a complete
bastard!" she retorted bitterly, throwing cautiorite winds as she trembled
with rage and fury. 'You've always hated me, hawou? | might have
known that it was a mad idea to come here—totalianeto imagine that
you'd raise one finger to help me.'

‘That's quite enough!'

"You are so right!" she hissed through clenchethtespinning on her heels
and walking swiftly towards the door.

‘Not so fast!"' Somehow he'd reached the door békerehis muscular figure
a towering, formidable wall preventing her escap@agripped hold of her
arm.

'Let go of me!' she snapped, glaring up at thehanslomitable expression
on Matt's face, bitterly aware of her erratic hieeat at his close proximity.
The air between them seemed charged with electfaak, her body
quivering with fear at the knowledge that he gitlssessed the power to
disturb her.

‘Certainly—when you've calmed down," he replied sthky, propelling her
reluctant figure back across the room.

'You. . .you can't keep me here!" she protestedaidly cursing the husky,
breathless note in her voice as he pushed her ddwa chair.

Matt gave a harsh bark of laughter. 'Oh, yes, | Garwere you intending to
swim back to the shore, hmm. . .?"

Leaning against the edge of the desk, he allowedahiew moments to
realise that she was well and truly stuck, befaidirag, 'While | have severe
reservations about your proposed venture into thevarld—a far more
risky business than you seem to realise—I miglgdssuaded to change my
mind.

'Oh, yes. . .?"' She gazed up at him suspiciouslydaring to trust the faint
glimmer of hope flickering through her veins.



'l have a small irritating problem on my hands—akink it's one which
you can help me to solve,' he drawled. 'Some inapbiguests are arriving
here from the States tomorrow, and quite unexpéctdithd myself in need
of a chef.’

‘A chef' Her blue eyes widened as she stared at himamidzement. 'Do
you mean "chef" as in "kitchen"?'

'Precisely.’
'But | don't understand.' She shook her head inldemnent.

His dark brows drew together in an irritated froWthought you'd spent six
months doing a cordon bleu course before goingnieeusity?"

'Well, yes. Dad seemed to think it was a good ideaFrancesca's voice
trailed away as she slowly began to realise thareatf the deal he was
proposing.

'Do you mean. . .? Are you seriously suggesting thaagree to cook for

your guests, you will help me gain control of mymag?' When he nodded
his dark head, she gave a gasp of incredulous teug¥ou must be crazy!

I'll bet there are hundreds of local people wholeatter qualified for the job

than | am."You may be right," he agreed drily.t;RBunfortunately, none of
them are available at the moment.’

She gave a weak laugh. 'Oh, come on, Matt—this evialda of yours is too
ridiculous! Other than the occasional dinner pattya long time-since I've
done any serious cooking.'

'I'm sure you'll manage.' His expression becamd had forceful. 'In fact,
my dear Francesca, if you want me to relinquishtthsteeship of your
father's estate, | don't see that you have anyehnithe matter!

She stared up at him with loathing. Here was thas wwho—if he was all
that desperate—could well afford to fly a professiociaf over from New
York to cater for his guests. So why on earth wepressuring her into a job
for which he must know she was supremely unqudf#ie



Waves of resentment and tiredness swept over heamnbedy. It had been a
long flight yesterday, and she was still feeling tbffects of jet lag.

Goodness knows what sort of game Matt thought rephaying, but she'd
got the message loud and clear: unless she agrdes nad proposal, she
hadn't a hope of buying the art gallery. Unfortehait very much looked as
if that hateful man, Matthew Sinclair, had her waid truly over a barrel!



CHAPTER TWO

FRANCESCA couldn't ever remember a time when she'd feltegsit tired
and exhausted. Wiping the perspiration from hembrshe sank wearily
down on to a settee, closing her eyes as she ldmudon the soft cushions
and savoured the late-afternoon breeze waftindpiough the open hatch
above.

She was no longer wondering why Matt had pressge@iher into acting as
a chef—although, as it had turned out, ‘chief ca# bottle-washer' would
have been a far more accurate title. She now khaty &s far as Matt was
concerned, her arrival on his boat this morning tmhas/e seemed like
manna from heaven. Maybe, if sihad realised the full extent of the
problems facing him, she might not have caved iitegso easily to the
pressure he was exerting. Unfortunately it wadat®to do anything about
it now, she thought gloomily, grimacing with annaoga at herself for being
such a push-over.

However, six hours ago, as she'd sat in his enasnodiice, she—poor

fooll—had been far too occupied with her own praideto do more than
wonder why that hard, shrewd businessman shouldhéeng such an

extraordinary bargain. And all because he needmmbk! It seemed to be a
very trivial reason—especially when she would btigg so much for very

little effort.

'l still think you're mad,’ she'd told him bluntiaut I'm not in a position to
look a gift-horse in the mouth.’

'‘No, you're not," he'd agreed drily. 'So—we hadea, hmm. . .?"
Francesca gave a bemused shake of her blonde "We&zlt.yes, | suppose
we have. But. . .but I'm not moving from this chaitil | have it in writing,’'

she added trenchantly.

The air between them crackled ominously for a mdmgparks of anger
glinting in Matt's icy green eyes.

‘Are you implying that you don't trust me?' he deded coldly.



'Yes!'

There was a long, tense silence which seemedstttolaser, before he gave
a snort of wry amusement. Francesca, who had bemnaciously holding
her breath in fear and trepidation, sighed in fe® he calmly opened a
drawer and withdrew some headed notepaper.

'You're quite right—never trust anyone,’ he murrdureis pen flowing
quickly over two pieces of white paper. 'And espkginot someone who
appears to be offering you a bargain,’ he addeld avigrim smile as he
placed the letters on the desk.

'l think that's a perfectly disgusting philosophglie retorted, leaning
forward and quickly scanning what he had writteley—what's this about
my acting as a cook, "for two weeks"?' She glatédma. 'l can't possibly be
away from work that long.'

Matt shrugged his broad shoulders. That's the-dtMe it or leave it.'

'‘Oh—all right," she sighed, knowing that she had@tly any choice in the
matter.

Taking the pen he handed her, she quickly cougeesi both pieces of
paper, consoling herself with the thought that ®3ternton was bound to
be reasonable about the delay in her return to weskecially when he
learned that she was now going to be able to bsiatigallery. 'I must let
Oscar know the good news,' she told Matt.

'International phone calls from Grenada can becdiff' he said. 'However,
| can get one of my secretaries to fax through'go®d news", if you like.'

She didn't care for the dry, sardonic note in lois®. However, since it was
obviously going to expedite matters, she noddedhiead in agreement.
Maybe things weren't going to be so bad, afterFakhncesca told herself,
making a determined effort to look on the brighkliesof the situation. All she
had to do was to try and stagger through the mextweeks. And, while it

clearly wasn't going to be a bed of roses, thishugtor-yacht was bound to
have a glamorous kitchen to work in. Sheielrather than admit it to Matt,



of course. But, although she was obviously outratpce, it might be quite
fun to do some creative cooking.

'‘Well, | don't know what you have in mind—food- &jsshe told him as he
put his copy of their agreement away in a draviéswever, | suppose the
first thing | ought to do is to inspect your kitche

'On  board ship, its called a galleyy he corrected
her.'Kitchen—galley—whatever. . ." She waved a disive hand. 'I'm
assuming that this huge floating gin-palace of gduas most of the basic
foodstuffs, and plenty of cooking utensils?'

Matt, whose lips had tightened at her caustic esfeg to the size and
splendour of his yacht, stared at her silentlygfanoment.

'Oh, yes, indeed it has,' he agreed in a slow drawl

'In that case, I'd better have a look around it.'

'‘Ah. . .no, that won't be necessary.’

She shrugged her shoulders. 'Well, it's up to gbapurse. But don't blame
me if | can't produce a dish simply because | hagat the right herbs or
spices.' She tucked her own copy of their bargaimher shoulder-bag, and
rose to her feet. 'And now I really must get baxkty hotel.'

'No.'

'What do you mean?'

Since she knew that Matt had never gone back @ak tthe painful knot of
nerves in her stomach had begun to subside. Buta®ghe frowned across
the desk at him, Francesca could feel the anxiedlytansion rising within
her once more.

I'm afraid that you seem to be labouring under isapprehension,’ he

drawled. 'l don't require your services tms boat, for which | have a
perfectly adequate chef. As far as I'm concerneg dear Francesca,' he



added, his lips twitching in silent humour, 'yow&agust been engaged as a
cook for my schoonefilver Lady.'

'Your what?'

Matt pushed a switch on the side of the desk, tnlldwing his gaze, she
turned to see the smoked-glass windows at the énldeoroom, slowly
gliding open.

Almost in a dream, Francesca found herself drifomgr the carpet and out
on to the deck, squinting in thfe bright sunlightshe stared at the yacht
riding at anchor across the bay.

'‘But | can't! | mean, I. . ." She turned to find tMstanding beside her. 'You
must be out of your mind! | don't know the firsinfy about sailing. In

fact—until today—I don't think I've ever been iny#ining larger than a
rowing-boat.’

"You're not being asked &ail the yacht,’ he drawled mockingly. 'l merely
require you to provide first-class meals for my gise

'Merely. ..?" she echoed bitterly, glowering up at him betorning to look
back at the schooner. 'l bet there isn't room tmgwa cat in that yacht's
kitchen.'

‘Galley!

"You know what | mean!" she snapped angrily. 'Amyveay, if you've
already got a chef—why on earth do you need me?"

'Pierre is very gifted but, alas, very—er—very temgmental.’! Matt
shrugged his broad shoulders. 'And, since | vaisisdrvices, I've agreed to
allow him to remain here, on this yacht.’

‘It sounds as though Pierre is no fool!" she retbtaustically. 'I'm sorry,
Matt. | might have managed all right on this Curigmqae boat of yours. But
a jolly, yo-ho-ho life on the ocean wave is simpbtmy scene.’



His eyes glinted with amusement for a moment. 'Gheuld always
welcome a new experience.’

‘Thank you—but I'll pass on this one!" she snappBging to cook in a
force-nine gale—or whatever—is an experience Iwalhdo without!

'l have no doubt that you'll manage,' he replieehéu

'Oh—for heaven's sake!" she exclaimed impatierithaven't you been
listening to a word I've been saying?'

'l fear it isyouwho haven't been listening to me,' he informedttently.
'As far as I'm concerned, you have just agreecetiteesas my chef for two
weeks.'

'‘But | didn't agree to cook ahatboat!" She gestured wildly in the direction
of the schooner.

"Too bad.'

As he gave a bored, offhand shrug of his shouldées almost choked with
fury. The double-dealing swine! He'd quite delitela led her up the
garden path, letting her assume that she'd be mgiiki the comfortable,
luxury of this mini-liner. Instead of which she ndaced what she suspected
were hot, cramped conditions in a boat that loakd@demelydangerous.

. .. 1 won't do it!" she declared vehementlyning to go back into the
room.

She had hardly taken more than a step before Imd beasped her arm,
swinging her around to face him with”"such forcet thiae found herself
clasped to his firm chest. Shocked by the abruptreéshis action, she
shivered nervously as she gazed up into his haehgeyes.

'I've had quite enough of this nonsense.' His figstened ominously. 'l
need a cook. You want to be able to handle your meney. As far akm
concerned, we've made a deal. And | have your digiggeement to that
effect—remember?'



'You don't understand. . .'she gasped. That otyeht of yours looks
terrifying. | could drown, or--'

'Nonsense! In fact, it's a far safer vessel tharotie we're on now.'
'But. . .but I'm sure to be seasick,' she wailed.

if you are, you'll get over it,' he retorted brigalAnd don't bother trying to
complain about there being no nightlife, because'llyqust have to do
without it for two weeks!"

Despite the hot sun beating down from above, d shiered down her
spine. The sudden silence and tension between tha® almost
claustrophobic, and she was bitterly aware of thiedelour flooding her
cheeks.

She had hoped and prayed that he might have fergtieir last traumatic
confrontation in the South of France all those yeayo. But now, with his
cold green eyes glinting down into hers, she knewwth absolute
certainty—that the agonising, shameful scene was still ggstresh in his
memory as it was in her own.

It was then that she finally realised just whatresane idiot she'd been. She
shouldneverhave come within a million miles of Matthew Sindla

'Please let me go,' she begged as his fingerstbitier arm.
'‘No.'

She trembled at the harsh note of determinatidmdrvoice. 'But |—er—I
must go back to the hotel. | have to collect mycasie, and. . .and settle the
bill,’ she told him breathlessly, trying to wriggkewvay from his tall,
dominating figure.

‘You're not going anywhere!" Matt gave a harshaailaugh as he gazed
down at her flushed cheeks and the wide blue eybsse long lashes
fluttered nervously beneath his steady gaze. 'Weiveck a bargain,
Francesca—and | intend to see that you keep it!"



Pressed so tightly against his body, she feltégs begin to tremble as she
became aware of the warmth of his skin throughthie black silk shirt,
open at the neck to display the strong column efthnned throat. His
proximity was playing havoc with her senses, ha&seyrawn inexorably to
his formidable jawline and the cruel sensualityhisflips.

You deliberately tricked me!' she gasped, stritim¢ear herself away from
his dominating figure.

'‘Ah. . .but surely I told you to beware of gainitgp easy a bargain?' he
enquired with hard irony, his muscular arm easgistraining her violently

struggling figure. 'However, you were just a litl@o eager, Francesca,
weren't you? Too anxious to get your hands ongelaum of money. In

fact,’ he added cruelly, 'you're turning out toaomeavaricious, greedy little
bitch—just like your own mother Natalie!'

Pushed beyond the limits of endurance, Franceseagbt up her free hand
and slapped his face as hard as she could. Shexdioching to do so ever
since discovering how Matt had double-crossed aed in the end the
temptation was jusbomuch for her to resist. For a brief moment aftedsa
she felt an overwhelming sense of satisfaction. B¢n he didn't move,
merely staring down at her in silence—the red imipof her hand clearly
visible on his tanned skin— she felt ready to sthkough the highly
polished deck of his yacht in an agony of shamerantrse.

I'm sorry, I. ..

"That was very silly of you," he hissed softly, tregerous underlying threat
in his voice causing her to feel almost sick wehtrt

'l didn't mean. . .' she gabbled nervously. 'l kn@skouldn't have. . .' But it
was far too late. As she stared up into his eykesa rabbit hypnotised by a
car's headlamps, there seemed nothing she coutd doevent his arms
closing about her like a steel trap.

When his dark head came down towards her she maedast, weak
attempt to break free of his embrace. And themiosith was on her lips,
ruthlessly forcing them to part as he exploredvtlaem inner moistness of



her mouth with a brutality which was clearly inteddnore as a punishment
than a pleasure.

She fought him as hard as she could, trying in ¥@ipush him away. But
she had no hope of escape. His lips burned andrddedaer surrender, the
kiss deepening until she was barely able to bredthe then, just when she
was certain that she was going to faint dead att@yremorseless pressure
eased, his lips becoming warm and persuasive gssthfly coaxed and
teased away all resistance. Her pulse was racihgfocontrol, her slim
figure shaking with long- suppressed emotions a&sssimk beneath a tidal
wave of desire.

Well out of her depth and drowning in a pool ofldpassion, she moaned
and shivered uncontrollably as his lips trailedwjodown her throat. It was

some moments before her eyelids fluttered openphbpils dazed by the

strong rays of the sun.-Slowly, through the bligdomilliance, she saw Matt

looking down at her with his mouth twisted in aedftsardonic smile.

A second later she was free, as he released harebabssing the deck to
stand with his back to her, staring down into tladex. Dazed and shattered,
her heart still racing out of control, Francescaeghover at his tall,
indomitable figure, quite unable to say or do amgh

It was some moments before Matt turned back to Fege His face was
slightly flushed beneath his deep tan, his greess ayfittering like hard
emerald chips as he leaned casually against thegrait the edge of the
deck. Unlike her, he seemed to have no difficuit§inding his voice.

'‘Don'tevertry to slap me again! Because if you do | prontiee I'll put you
over my knee—and beat the living daylights out aiily

"You. . .you shouldn't have said that about Natadiee whispered huskily,
flinching beneath the hard, scornful tone in hisceo'l know that my
mother isn't exactly

'We both know that Natalie is a tramp,’ he saichvabld brutality. 'Not
content with trapping your father by getting pregfraif | remember the
facts correctly, you were born only a few weekgrjour father put a ring



on her finger—she upped and ran away with thatahgbrince when you
were only two.'

‘That still doesn't give you any right to--'

'Since then,' he continued, ignoring her interggcti'l wouldn't like to try

and count the number of husbands and lovers slaels-all featured

prominently in the world's Press. If it hadn't bé@mmymother, God knows
what would have happened to you. As far as | carl Be added caustically,
'you don't just look like Natalie—it seems as thoygu're turning out to
behave exactly like her as well.’

'I'm notlike her! Francesca cried bitterly. 'You've alwayade that mistake.
And why should you care about her, anyway? Nataekrun away and left
Dad and me long before you and your mother canmbescene.’

'My mother's life was blighted by that woman," Mattl her roughly. 'It got

So bad at one time that she dreaded opening thspag@ers and having to
read— yet again—all the highly colourful, scandal@aports concerning
theexLady Patterson!

Francesca frowned in puzzlement, pushing a shakamgl through her
ash-blonde hair. 'But it wasn't really like thate protested. 'l mean. . .of
course your mother sometimes got a bit fed up Watalie's "goings-on", as
she used to call it. But most of the time she nydeelghed about it, and used
to tell me that, if and when | got to know Nataligyouldn't find her half as
black as she was painted.’

'Don't be such a fool. Can't you see that my moilaey just trying to protect
you?' Matt told her scornfully.

'‘But. . .but she was quite right," Francesca tahal PAlthough | didn't meet
or get to know Natalie until after I'd left schoshe was. . .well, if you want
to know the truth, | found her a bit of a disappiant.’

'My God—now I've heard it all'" he ground out irsgust.



'No—you don't understand. I'd expected to meetagdleicwoman, or. . .or

some kind of outrageodsmme fatalebut she wasn't like that at all. In fact,
she was quite a funny and amusing, still very etitra woman, who was a
lot quieter than I'd imagined.’

Matt gave a harsh bark of laughter. 'She certaegms to have fooled you!

'‘No, | don't think so," Francesca said firmly, det@ed to put her mother's
case as fairly as possible. 'I'm not saying thatssparticularly clever, or
intelligent, because she clearly isn't. But Natsl=en happily married for
the past ten years to that pop star, Ziggy Malémel, whenever | stay with
her in New York, she always seems to be far mderested in cooking the
sort of meals Ziggy likes, and redecorating thertapant, than in any
spectacular nightlife. Quite honestly, Matt,' Frasta added earnestly, 'she
may be silly—but she's certainly not evil.'

He shrugged his shoulders dismissively. 'As fal aan see, you know
nothingabout your mother.'

'‘And you do, | suppose,' she retorted sarcastically

'Oh, yes. . .indeed | do! His lips widened intealicious, sardonic grin.
'How long did you say Natalie had been marriedeiogop star?'

'‘About ten years, | think.'

'‘Ah. Well, eightyears ago—just before | had to leave New York b
France because my own mother was dying—I had theods pleasure of
being propositioned in a nightclub by Natalie!'

. .. I don't believe you!" she gasped hoarsely.

'We had a great time—she even invited me back t@&partment,’ he said,
ignoring Francesca's agonised words of denial. 'Amneasn't until it was
almost too late that | discoveredho she was—and justhata mistake I'd
nearly made!'



'‘No!" Francesca moaned, feeling sick as she leaeeadtly against a nearby
pillar. "You must be lying. . .’

'Oh, no, I'm not!" He gave a cruel laugh. 'Aftdr wbu're quite right: Natalie
IS, or was, a very attractive woman. And, althoudbn't wish to appear too
immodest, | can assure you that she clearly farttaethg me in her bed.’

"You're disgusting!

He shrugged his broad shoulders. 'Maybe. But itvadising to the disgust |
felt when—within the short space of a few weeks-stdvered that | could
have had both of you,' he said brutally. '"Mothad daughter—how about
that?'

Francesca could only stare blindly back at him idlo@d draining from her
face, leaving it pale and ashen with shock. It sskemlong time before she
could force her dazed mind to comprehend the fgiHiscance of what he'd
just said.

Matt's ghastly story could have been a completadation, of course. But
he'd always been extremely truthful, and there seleno reason on earth
why he should tell such terrible lies. BesidesOh, Natalie!she groaned
inwardly, knowing in her heart of hearts that hilly,swayward mother
would have been quite capable of picking up stramge in night-clubs.
But. . .but surely there must be some other ratiexplanation for the older
woman's behaviour?

'l—er—I'm sure that you must be mistaken about'tRimncesca muttered.
'‘And! . .and if you aren't. . .well, | suppose itme of those awful
coincidences that could happen to anyone. . . hmea

‘I admire your sense of loyalty." He gave anothkrmhis cruel laughs.
'However, | must point out that Natalie was a neartvoman, while | was at
least fourteen years younger than she was. It'a pogtty story, is it?"

'‘And what aboutour part in this affair?' Francesca lashed back, coesu
with hatred for this loathsome man. 'What wgoeidoing, trying to pick up



a woman who was almost old enough to be your m@tAder all. . ." she
lifted a trembling hand to her lips . . .it wasuwho assaulted me just now.’

‘That was merely to teach you a lesson,' he snajgpsely. 'And | hope it's
one you'll heed. Now—am | going to have any monmesease from you?' he
added, taking a threatening step towards her. f®ryau going to be
sensible, and give me your word that you'll keepupbargain?'

Any resistance Francesca might have had—after ahg Iflight from
London, and the nervous exhaustion of forcing Hetsdace Matt after all
these years— had all long since drained away. She still feeling
devastated by his kiss and the terrible story ablasalie. So, even though
she despised herself for being so craven, she widigh't have the reserves
of strength to defy him any further.

'Yes, all right," she muttered, sighing heavilyshe stared blindly down at
the polished surface of the deck. 'l. . . | prontis# I'll honour our deal.’

'All the same—I think I'll have your passport, iy don't mind," he said,
putting out his hand. 'l don't want you to be temdgb try an escape back to
London the first moment | turn my back.'

'I've already said that I'll keep to your rottemdzan,' she ground out through
gritted teeth, reaching into her bag and relucyamihding him her passport.
"What more do you want—blood?'

'No, this will do nicely! he murmured, in parodiytbe advertisement.

If she'd had the energy she would have cheerfullgdkhim as his dry,
sardonic laughter had echoed around the deck. Bwensix hours after that
confrontation, as she sat here in the saloon ofstm®onerSilver Lady
Francesca was still simmering with anger.

It wasn't just the fact that she hadn't been ableeturn to her hotel that
bugged her—although she hated the idea of somdeaeacking up her
clothes. What hackally put the lid on a disastrous day, and about whieh s
was still simmering with rage, had been the discpwbhat Matt had
somehow managed to double-cross her yet again!



When Calvin had brought her across to the gracetuboner she'd been so
relieved to get away from Matt that she hadn't gisehought to what she'd
find once she got on board. And who could blamé& lspecially when the
exterior paintwork, sails and decking had all labkso immaculate.
However, as soon asshe'd descended the companjoaven into the
main living-quarters, Francesca had quickly discedder mistake.

It was utterly filthy! Looking with dazed eyes aralithe large saloon, filled
with what-seemed to be a mountain of beer cansfyerom bottles and
various bags of rubbish, she'd gingerly pickedwy forward towards the
cabins. They, too, looked as if they'd been regemtcupied by a rugby
scrum: sheets and pillowcases thrown all over theep and damp towels
hanging over every door.

Returning to the saloon, Francesca had called @@alvin, who'd been
tinkering with some machinery at the rear of thehya

'What on earth has been going on here?' she decharitan he popped his
head through a hatch. 'I've never seen such a MNessonder Pierre—or
whatever his name is—refused to set foot on that.dacan't even bear to
look in the—er—agalley, for fear of what | might €éih

‘Yeah, the boss was as mad as a hornet!" Calvthveigh a smile before
explaining that Matt had lent the schooner to somade business friends.
Apparently, instead of soberly working through tbeg weekend on a
proposed business take-over, they had fallen gilictims to the dire
effects of Grenadian rum.

'F guess those guys have geal sore heads!" Calvin laughed. 'l do know
they was all looking kinda pale and shaking wheay tleft yesterday. Still,
the boss says as how you'll soon have the meskeatied up.'

'‘Oh—nhe does, does he?' she hissed furiously. "Wall,can just tell your
"boss" that if, and when, he next sets foot onlibest, he'd better be wearing
a bullet-proof vest!

For some reason, Calvin seemed to think that wgsfuany, but Francesca
had completely lost he{ sense of humour. Howewsneshe could see that



she wasn't going to get anywhere by refusing tarcigp the yacht—a job

which had taken many hours of hard physical labdomwever, as she now

sat utterly exhausted on one of the settees im#ir saloon, she did at least
have the satisfaction of knowing that the beaubfut had been returned to
its rightful state.

While she had been working, Calvin had gone tdfétr suitcase from the
hotel, returning with a mass of boxes full of pgiwns, and the news that
Matt was intending to join her for dinner tonight.

The damned cheek of the man! He must know whataantatic and
gruelling day it had been for her. He really warteslpound of flesh, didn't
he? Grinding her teeth with rage, Francesca kneivsthe hadn't a hope of
providing anything other than cold meat and sa&tk didn't even know
how to work that odd- looking stove in the gally,heaven's sake! While it
appeared to be supported by some contrivance Wiahit level and steady
despite the gentle movement of the boat, she smddhat it would be some
time before she felt confident enough to use it.iEMatt thought that he
would be gettindhaute cuisineéonight—he was sadly mistaken!

Sending back the message that idicthave the nerve to expect a meal, he
was likely to be given strychnine souffle, followleg prawns in prussic acid
had done little more than to release some of hawua pent-up anger. She
still felt as if she could sleep for a week. Maykheshower would do
something to revive her weary body.

Wiping the dripping perspiration from her brow— goess, it was
hot!'—Francesca* eased her tired muscles off tteesand made her way to
the rear of the boat. As she passed through theygade couldn't help taking
a pride in its fresh appearance. She'd been dédephessed at her first sight
of her domain for the next two weeks. But, now #lhthe mess had been
cleared away, and the stainless-steel surfacesdbtiy work-top had been
polished, she was feeling a whole lot better.

It had been a relief to discover that the cookirgpavas larger than she'd
first thought, the equipment including a microwaag well as a refrigerator
and deep-freeze cabinet—almost essential itemsig dweltering hot
climate. On top of which Francesca had been amtazxld the galley also



contained a small washing-machine and tumble-d#éied, now that she'd

stowed away most of the stores Calvin had broughboard, she felt

slightly more optimistic about her ability to cop#th the job that Matt had

so cruelly forced on her. There was still a largeker hamper on the floor,

but she decided to leave the investigation ofatgents until after she'd had
a shower.

Groaning with pleasure beneath the cold, fine reesdray of the
remarkably efficient shower, Francesca tried to footrherself with the
realistic, sensible thought that she only had tduem two weeks on this
yacht. Even if it turned out to be fourteen daysluéer purgatory—and she
very much feared that it would—she'd have gainedten objective. She
would be free, at last, to do what she wanted ia&hown moneyAndshe'd
never have to see Matt again; How abibatt for a real bonus?

Towelling herself dry, and deliberately trying notthink of the bewildering

emotions engendered by Matt's kiss earlier in @ng dhe walked slowly

into her bedroom. Calvin had told her that 'thesbbad left instructions for
her to choose one of two large cabins at the rééineoboat. She'd been
surprised to find how cleverly the double beds baén fitted into the

design, and just how much hanging and storage $patbéeen provided.

Francesca knew that she ought to unpack her cas¢h@&soft mattress and
fresh clean sheets looked so inviting that shedsdutesist the temptation to
lie down for a moment. In fact, she thought slggmhe'd got plenty of time
to deal with the rest of the jobs which needed gldinvouldn't matter if she
put her feet up—just for five minutes. . .

It was a loud thump on the stern of the yacht thantually woke her.

Confused, and still half asleep, she grabbed altma@ver her naked body
before hurriedly leaving her cabin. Just aboutlitolz the steps leading up
on to the rear deck, she paused for a moment. édiinghe was still feeling
dazed and disorientated, she realised that sh& Kitbw who was boarding
the vessel—those footsteps, now walking acrossdéek above, could
belong to anyone! A vision of the large woodeningHpin in one of the

drawers flashed into her mind, and she hurriedtimogalley.



A moment later she gave a loud scream of terr@mgato her heels and
dashing back to the safety of her cabin—only tosiap-bang straight into
the arms of the man racing down the small passagewaards her.

'Francesca! What's happened?' Matt demanded uwgestishe clung
desperately to his tall frame, shrieking with horro

'M-Monsters!'she cried, still clinging to him like a leech. &rb's some. .
.some greatiugeb-black monsters, all over the floor!" She glanfesdfully
back over her shoulder, her teeth chattering ghtri

'‘Calm down! I'm sure there's nothing to be woraédut,' he told her firmly.
‘Just stay there, and I'll investigate the problem.

'Don't leave me!" she screeched in panic.

'My dear, Francesca—I thought | was public enemmimer one! You've
changed your tune rather quickly, haven't you?'drevled mockingly,
before scooping her lightly up in his arms anddstg quickly towards the
galley.



CHAPTER THREE

'WELL —how was | supposed to know that Calvin had browgime
lobsters aboard?' Francesca grumbled, her cheelishefl with
embarrassment.

""Monsters"!' Matt's shoulders shook with amusement

'It's all very well for you to laugh,’ she mutteredrtain that she'd never felt
so humiliated in all her life. 'lI've never seen aegl,live ones before. How

was | to know that they only go red when they'verbeooked?' she added
with indignation, tucking her bare feet beneath barthe settee, and
tightening the towel firmly about her body.

'l thought you said that you'd done a cordon bleakery course?' he
drawled.

'So | did. But it didn't include boiling live lobats,’ she said with a shudder.
'‘And if you think | can face cooking them for suppe/ou've got another
think coming!

It was some minutes since, screeching with frighe'd sought the sanctuary
of Matt's arms. And when, clinging on to him foedéfe, she'd been carried
into the galley, she had been mortified to seetti@icause of her fear and
trembling was merely four large lobsters, which lestaped from their
wicker basket.

Stepping over the creatures—and carefully avoidheg large dangerous
claws they'd been waving in the air—Matt had deedsher on a settee in
the saloon before going back to deal with the bl

'‘Anyway, you'll be glad to know that they are afedy back in captivity,' he

said, coming over to sit down beside her. 'In fattije you may have had a
shock, they were obviously just as frightened tal fthemselves in such
strange surroundings.’

'Poor things!" She shuddered again. 'As far ascbmcerned, lobster is
definitelyoff the menu tonight.'



'Hmm. . .well, it's clear that you can't face aegfeod. I'd already got the
message, from Calvin, that you were feeling intaeiapoisonous frame of
mind, so. .

'Ha ha!' she ground out.
"...you'll be pleased to hear that | asked Pitery@epare a meal for us.'

Francesca glared at him. 'Quite frankly, it's tbast he can do. Not that |
blame him for refusing to cook on this boat. If Kdown that it included

cleaning up after your business friends | woulthave touched it with a
barge-pole either!" she added bitterly.

'Well, | must say that you do seem to have donplendid job,' he said,
leaning back and gazing with satisfaction aroungl ldrge saloon. The
maple panelling covering the walls was shining watilish; the glasses,
fixed over the bar in a far corner, were shiningstal-clear in the
late-afternoon sun, and there wasn't a speck dfaughe deep pile of the
rust-coloured carpet.

‘Thanks!" she snapped, throwing a glance of thieljed venom at the tall
muscular figure lounging against the cushions.dswll right forhim\ He
hadn't spent most of today on his hands and kmeglsis sweltering heat,
trying to clean up what had virtually been a pigsty

In fact, it didn't look as if Matt had done anythinmore in the hours since
she'd last seen him other than have a leisurelyesha@and change his
clothes. He ought to have appeared a mess indsattpair of lightweight

faded denim trousers, topped by an equally casqwat-sleeved pale blue
shirt. But, unfortunately, there was cleany justice in this life—because
Matt was looking even more sensationally attractinga ever.

Resentment welled up inside her, sharpening hegu@n'l can't think
why—when you're satinkingrich—you couldn't have organised a team of
local cleaners to sort out the mess on this boat.’

'‘No time," he replied succinctly. 'My guests are ¢l arrive here, from the
States, early tomorrow morning. So | had to getytieht cleaned up today.'



'l must have seemed the answer to your prayers,'nslittered sourly.

'‘Otherwise you might have been forced to get sofitbase elegant New
York girlfriends of yours to roll up their sleevasd do a hard day's work for
a change!

'As opposed to a hard day's night?' he drawled mglyk his eyes gleaming
with sardonic amusement as her cheeks flushedpaadeaeson red. 'Alas—I
fear my love-life isn't nearly as exciting as y@es to imagine!

'Hmph!" She gave a scornful laugh. 'Not accordaiidpé newspapers. You're
always being photographed with one glamorous flatier another.'

He shrugged his shoulders. 'My dear girl, you yeatustn't believe
everything you read in the Press.’

Francesca gritted her teeth with frustration ainnsised, patronising tone of
voice. -Trying to expel some of her bad temper—amlesa few points off
Matt—didn't seem to be working, somehow. The dammad must have a
hide like a rhinoceros!

'For instance, if we were to be caught by a snéakggrapher right now," he
continued, reaching out a hand to lazily tuck &lotdamp curly blonde
hair behind her ear, 'l hate to think of the cosidus some people might
draw.’'

‘That. . .that's ridiculous!" She gave a breathl@sgh, unable to prevent an
involuntary shiver at his touch.

'Is it?" he drawled, his hand moving slowly dowreokier bare shoulders. 'l
can think of several newspapers which would be réerested in a picture
of me with a half-nude—er—floozie!" he added, braghhis fingers lightly
across her full breasts.

Francesca jerked backwards, as if she'd been siegp your hands off
me!" she gasped, quickly grabbing the towel antthlag it tightly to her
trembling body.



She could feel herself growing hot with embarrasgraed shame. She had,
she realised with dawning hortor, been so busygryo quarrel with Matt
that she hadn't noticed that her towel had becowsel The question of just
how long she'd been sitting there—practically digpig her naked breasts,
for heaven's sake!—didn't even bear thinking abNotwonder he hadn't
risen to any of her barbed comments.

He'd obviously been far more amused to see herngakcomplete fool of
herself!

Matt's next words confirmed her worst suspicions.

"You didn't like my remarks about your close reskmbe to your mother
earlier today," he drawled coldly, 'so—if you dawént other people to draw
the some conclusions as myself—I suggest thahtsit time you put some
clothes on.’

'‘But I'm only looking like this because you woke ope thumping your way
on to this boat,' she protested angrily. 'l wasohlsly exhausted. . .you
should haveseenthe mess! So | had a shower, and. . .well, | meahHer
voice trailed away as he lifted a dark, quizzicalaow, his eyes sweeping
contemptuously over her flushed face and agitdtedted figure.

‘There's no need to try and excuse yourself to Imeeremarked flatly. 'I've
known you since you were a child—and you're obJiptise same silly
little girl with loose morals that, unfortunatelyrxemember only too well!

‘Why, you. . .you. . .'

'l told you not to try and do that!" he warned grimly, his handcily
catching hold of hers as she leaned forward tkestim. 'We none of us like
to hear the truth about ourselves," he gratedirtgsrs biting cruelly into her
soft flesh. 'However, my dear Francesca, don'tthok it's about time that
you took a good, hard look at yourself?'

'l don't know what you're talking about," she gaspéncing with pain as he
crushed the fragile bones in her wrist. 'What Hfut .?"



'I'm talking about the way you seem to have beendiin London over the
past few years. Going to all the so-called "smpétties, and having your
picture constantly in the gossip columns—especialith that gormless
fool, Rupert ffinch-Rawlings!'—is hardly the lifeoyr father had hoped or,
indeed, planned for you.'

The "truth" is that you knowiothingabout me— and, apparently, very little
about my father," she panted furiously, finally mgimg to tear her hand
from his clasp. 'Surely you, of all people, musheenber that Dad was a
supremely selfish, if thoroughly charming man, wirdy thought about
himself? He did care about your mother, of courbedncesca added
quickly. '‘But it's no secret that she came a peoosd—especially when his
own interests were involved.'

'Kindly leave my mother out of this!" he retortadty.

'OK. . ."she muttered, 'but it's no good tryindgptdd my father up to me now
as a model of family rectitude. And I'm not too magsed by this "heavy
stepbrother” act of yours, either!’

Hard green chips of ice glittered from beneathhneded eyelids, and her
stomach muscles tightened nervously as she nogednfyry tension in his
clenched jaw. Why did she keep trying to defy teemingly invincible
man?

"Your father made me your legal guardian, and dngoar two trustees,

until you reach the age of thirty. So, as far esdoncerned," Matt declared,
his voice hard and implacable, 'l have a right—arauty—to see that his
wishes are carried out. He would not have wanteset your name, and
photographs, appearing regularly in the gutter$2rddsr would he--'

'Hey, just a minute!" she exclaimed angrily. 'lugbtyou'djust told me not
to believe everything | read in the newspaper?. . .

‘Touché," he murmured, his lips twisting into a cynical, fsabcking
grimace. 'However, the fact remains that you'venlreeeiving a great deal
of Press exposure—and | want it to stop.’



"You're unbelievable!" she stormed, clutching tivedl tightly to her body as
she jumped to her feet and glared down at hinthéfe have been any
newspaper reports about me, they will have haa twith gallery openings,
and prestigious art shows. As far as I'm concernésl, good for
business—and part of my job. So if you're tryingrtake out that I'm some
sort of blonde bimbo—spending all my time in nightbs— you. . .you
must be out of your mind!" she added with a shrityh-pitched laugh.

‘There's no need to yell at me, Francesca,' he omedvsilkily.

'l reckon that I've got a lot to yell about!" slashed back fiercely. 'l pay a
flying visit to Grenada—and before | know what'ppaning I'm the victim
of anoutrageousonfidence trick, find myself dumped on this boathich
was in a quitedisgustingcondition'— and am told that I'm practically a
prisoner for the next two weeks. On top of whichher voice rose an octave
... I'm now having to listen to a lecture on alefrom a man who's
already physically assaulted me!

'l was under the impression that you'd slapped avpe,f' he drawled
mockingly, 'l also gained the impression that yojoged my—er—assault,
hmm?’

'l certainly didnot!" she snapped furiously as Matt gave a soft, seiheugth
that brought colour flying to her cheeks. 'Justrasnothing like my mother.
Oh, yes—as you keep reminding meanhNatalie's daughter. So what? I'm
not responsible for my birth, am 1?' she demantted)bling with rage.

'l never said that you were," he pointed out witddening logic.

'Well, that's just about the only thing you haveaid!" Francesca ground out
through clenched teeth. 'Just because | once medmplete and utter fool
of myself—I wasonlyjust sixteen at the time, for heaven's sake!—asut
mean that | live a life of loose morals. Didn't yever do anything stupid
when you were very young?'

He gave a harsh, caustic laugh. 'Oh, yes, of coumdid. But, | don't
remember ever attaining the heightsyobir stupidity!'



'‘Well—bully for you,' she snapped, seized with aaravhelming longing to
kick his shins. Unfortunately, the way her life wasng at the moment, she
thought glumly, she'd probably only succeed in kirgaher toes.

"You were saying. . .?'

'What?' She frowned over at him as his voice cub iher gloomy
introspective thoughts.

'l think that I've been remarkably patient," he agked blandly, lifting his
wrist to look at his watch. 'However, if you'veihed ranting and raving
about my shortcomings,' he added in a caustic dtbaMike to go and fetch
our supper, which | left on the deck when | heaod ycreaming about

the—er— "monsters".

She could cheerfullykill him! But she'd get her own back somehow,
Francesca promised herself grimly.

'As far as your shortcomings are concerned, | htiegan begun to scratch
the surface!" she retorted defiantly, before tugrimstalk out of the saloon.
'Frankly, Matt, your greatest fault is that youde blind that you aren't
capable of recognising the truth— even if it gotamal hit you in the face!'

Sitting on the bed in her cabin, half an hour |aeancesca was still burning
and trembling with anger. After jumping into a pafrwhite shorts and a
bright pink scooped-neck T-shirt, she'd spent tast Ithirty minutes
rehashing the row with Matt.

Furiously dragging a brush through her unruly |biagy, she'd been able to
think of some salient remarks and several extrercielyer points she could
have made. Ibnly they'd come to mind when she'd been facing her fou
stepbrother! Why was it, she wondered gloomilyt thize could always
conjure up the perfetton motonly when it was far too late to use it?

However, she had got one thing right—Matistotally blind as far as she
was concerned. Not only did he seem to be obseabat poor Natalie, but
there was no way he was ever going to forgiveprgdt, what had happened
during that family holiday in the South of Frandethose years ago. The



long, hot, seemingly endless summer of the yedweofsixteenth birthday,
which had found her innocently trembling on thenkrof life, and love.

Maybe she had always been in love with Matt. Alrtestyears older than
herself, he seemed to have moved majestically dikerd through her
childhood, carelessly bestowing a friendly pattba'head, or a brief smile,
when he'd been home for the holidays. Her stepmistbaly child—and
clearly the older woman's pride and joy—Matt hadeneseemed to put a
foot wrong. Educated at an English public schoeld libeen captain of the
cricket team, top of his class in mathematics dnedstcience subjects and
when he'd won a scholarship to Cambridge—followgdhis postgraduate
business course at Harvard—Matt had gained a pladsoth of those
university rowing teams.

Tall, dark and handsome, he had been Francesea'®id perfect knight in
shining armour, whom she'd always worshipped frdan. &And it was to
him that she had naturally turned when the whddei¢aand substance of her
young life had appeared to be falling apart.

Elizabeth Patterson, who'd been the only real mathet Francesca had
known, had been clearly ailing for some time. Amthen Sir Dennis
arranged for his wife and daughter to spend thensemmn a large rented
villa in the South of France, it was generally &gréhat the sun and warmth
were just what Elizabeth needed to help her relgairhealth.

'Why not have one of your school-friends to stayafavhile? That girl Paula
Gosling, for instance?' her father had suggested, ke most of his
suggestions, it had become an order, despite Fseaseplea that she really
didn't like the girl.

'Nonsense—her uncle's a business friend of minsplandid chap," Sir
Dennis had said firmly. 'I'm sure you two girls Mgkt on like a house on
fire.'

Unfortunately, they didn't. Paula, a year oldemtl@ancesca, with black
hair, a sultry face and a curvaceous figure, haslgu to be a difficult guest.
Thoroughly spoilt by indulgent parents, Paula hattkly become bored,



wanting to spend her time away from the villa—prafdy in the local bars
and discos.

'Don't be so naff!'" she'd snapped when Francesdanoa wanted to
accompany her one night. 'So what if your stepmotvmuildn't approve?
She doesn't have to know—does she?'

'‘But La Vivandiere is supposed to be an awful pldé@ncesca had told her
nervously. 'Full of drug barons and. . .and protsg!

'‘But that's what makes it so exciting!" Paula hagblgd. 'Besides, I've
already arranged to meet a boy there—he's fixedngpof his friends for
you—so we'll have to go." And, refusing to takefap an answer, she'd
bullied the younger girl into going with her.

The low dive was every bit as unpleasant as Fraadead feared it would

be. Soon losing contact with Paula in the dimlyidierior, and taking an

immediate dislike to the 'friend'—who hadn't seerabklg to keep his hands
off her—she'd finally managed to escape his cligdhenaively accepting

an offer, from a complete stranger, of a lift is bar back to the villa.

Clearly, her guardian angel had been working owvertiGoodness knew
what would have happened to her if she hadn't béénto open the door
and escapefrom the dangerously amorous man whdnbbeh forced to
slow down for a sharp bend. Taking to her heelsranding like the wind,
she'd eventually arrived back at the villa, heth®s torn; and in a state of
complete exhaustion.

As she'd tried to creep into the house and makeagupstairs to her room
without being heard, she'd been foiled by the ueetqul presence of her
stepbrother Matt.

'What on earth are you doing here in France? Ighbyou were still in
America,’ she'd muttered in confusion, as he'd swepbedraggled figure
up in his arms, carrying her gently up to her room.



'l only arrived an hour ago, but that isn't impattehe'd said impatiently, his
brows drawing together in a deep frown at the sigtiter torn clothes and
bruised body. 'What in the hell's been going on?'

However, as she was clearly too weary and exhatstgd into any details
that night, he'd made her promise that she wolilthita everything in the
morning before helping her to get undressed ardhatl.

Unfortunately, Paula had got to him first. By threé Francesca had woken
up from a deep sleep, it was to find that the oty in order to save her
own skin, had neatly and cleverly reversed thdesolt was nowsheand
not Paula who had apparently insisted on goingpeéonight-club—despite
its evil reputation.

Francesca had still been in her bedroom, tryinglisguise some of her
bruises, when Matt had found her. She'd blushedonsty when he'd
walked in, looking so tall and handsome in blueihsn The dark hairs of
his tanned muscular chest beneath the open- nesketi and the
tight-fitting jeans, hugging the contours of hisrships and powerful thighs,
had sparked a dramatic awareness of him which ade'th experienced
before, her stomach suddenly clenching with a geanixture of fear and
excitement.

Overwhelmed by her first experience of the powesenfual magnetism, she
had barely begun to haltingly thank him for higahidle previous night when
she had realised that he was furiously angry.

'What sort of girl are you?' he demanded angiMpu're not stupid. You
must have known the sort of dangers you were rgnbingoing to such a
sordid place. In fact, it's not the first time thatu've dragged poor little
Paula there, is it?"

‘Paula. . .?'

'Yes, she tried to be a loyal friend and coverampybu, but | made her tell
me the truth," he ground out, his voice heavy wiigust.



'‘But. . .but you've got it all wrong!' she criedywinced that she was in the
midst of an appalling nightmare. ‘It was Paula who-

'‘Don't try and lie your way out of this mess! Hoare you try and put the
blame on your guest—a girl who is clearly innoceh&d grated.

'‘Matt! | haven't don@nything*.'she pleaded tearfully, but he clearly didn't
believe her.

'Don't you know that what you've been doing isg#l®® That you're still
under the age of consent?' He shook his dark heaisbelief. 'I'm only
thankful that my mother has no idea of the disggspromiscuous way
you've been behaving these last few weeks.'

‘No! No, I haven't!" she cried frantically. 'I'mtridke. . .like that!

'It's obviously a case of history repeating itsék, told her grimly. 'As far as

| can see, you've been behava@ctlylike your own mother. Natalie has a
habit of picking up strange men in night-clubs,'dueled, his lips twisting
with distaste.

'I've never picked up anyone. . .and I'd never leside a night-club before
last night," she sobbed helplessly, but his expresemained cold and
stern.

'l don't want you running to my mother, snivellinQout your problems,
either," he told the young girl savagely. 'All ywars she's been married to
your father she's had to put up with gossip colurfuik of Natalie's
exploits—each episode more sordid than the lasd. #ow | don't want her
worried or upset. Because the reason I've come ek from America is
that the doctors say she's very ill with leukaemia.

'Oh, no!" Francesca stared at him through her tears, hereyles widening
with dawning horror. She might have been ignordrgexual matters, but
she was quite able to comprehend what he was sayiagher beloved
stepmother didn't have very long to live.



When she tried, yet again, to explain what hadydwppened the previous
night, he wouldn't even listen to he&.

‘Just keep out of my sight!" he'd warned her grjrhbfore leaving the room
and slamming the door loudly behind him.

Mercifully, Matt had used the excuse of his mothéiness to put Paula on
the plane back to London the following day. AndFiflancesca—who'd

refused point- blank to see or talk to her so-dalieend before she'd

left—had hoped for divine retribution, even sheldali have foreseen the
speed with which it had' taken place. A bare timeaths after her departure
from France, Paula had been apprehended, alongswitlie other rich

young friends, at a drink and drugs party.

There had been huge headlines in the English Rrasygjng full reports of
the latest scandal which had also involved the smasdaughters of some
British politicians. But by then it was far too éato mend matters. The
damage between herself and Matt had already be®n do

As Elizabeth Patterson's life had drawn slowlytsodose, Francesca had
drifted like a wraith around the silent house armligds. Since his wife had
wanted to spend her last days in the warmth ofMeeliterranean, Sir

Dennis was temporarily running his business froe \iila, and had had

little or no time to spare for his daughter. Ottiem her brief daily visits to

her stepmother's room, and an occasional word ftemdeeply worried

father, she had done her best to keep out of emelyavay—especially

avoiding all contact with Matt.

The night following her stepmother's death had sekendless. Her father
had locked himself away in his study, and Matt segto have completely
disappeared. Francesca, totally devastated arfestriieken by her loss, had
not been able to find relief in sleep. Tossing andhing through the

interminable hours of that hot, humid night, sheéntually given up the
struggle. Sitting curled up on the window-seate@f lbedroom, gazing out at
the garden lit by the eerie silvery glow of briitamoonlight, she'd been
overwhelmed by despair and deep unhappiness.



And it was there that Matt had eventually found lB#awn to her room by
the sound of muffled sobs, he'd discovered the gagin distraught and
shaken by a storm of desolate tears. Softly mumguher name, he'd
walked across the room, sitting down beside hercaneltly gathering her
weeping figure to his arms.

The warmth of his embrace had been almost moregsharcould bear. She
knew that he, too, was in dire need of comfort, ahd'd instinctively
clasped him tightly to her, cradling his dark headher breasts.

Francesca never really knew at what point durirag kbng silent embrace
the simple need for mutual consolation graduallgapee something very
different. It was some time before she became awmtMatt's skin was
damp from a recent shower, and that on this gjifliot night he was
wearing nothing but a light towel about his waldis body was hard and
firm, and she could feel the warmth of his bare cales chest through her
flimsy silk nightgown.

Shafts of silver moonlight, streaming in throughk tpen window, covered
their still figures in a strange glow. Bemused by tiream-like atmosphere,
she gently stroked his thick dark hair, her haralsjost of their own
volition, trailing down to softly touch his bronzetioulder-blades with her
fingertips. Gently she moved them across his baek feather-light touch
producing a deep, muffled groan as he pressedpsis¢d the soft curve of
her breast, his arms tightening about her quivebidy.

Having no idea of the forces she had so innocemflgased, Francesca
trembled with a need and desire' that was impassdldeny. And it had

seemed as if he, too, was suddenly overwhelmethdgame raw hunger,
lifting his head and possessing her lips with ayeacy that swept aside all
past barriers.

Her emotions completely out of control, she shideard moaned in delight
as his fingers roughly brushed aside the thin sti@pher gown, his lips
moving down to kiss the soft creamy flesh of hezasts.

'l love you!" she gasped as his mouth and tonguesthenticingly over her
aroused, swollen pink nipples. She had never knswah exquisite agony,



never dreamed that she could find herself drowmng dark shimmering
pool of such rampant desire. 'Oh, Matt—I love yathwvall my heart!

It must have been her husky cries of delight whiobke through his own
passionate response. Because he seemed to frebee amms, and then,
with shocking suddenness, he almost threw her friom

'My God—what am | doing? | must be out of my mirft#' cried hoarsely,
swiftly rising to his feet and backing away fronr leembling figure as if
she carried some evil disease.

Totally bemused, and still locked in a thick welmefvly awakened passion
and desire, she wasn't able to comprehend whaha@gsening to her.

'‘But. . .but I love you," she cried, heedless ofdi& gown slithering down to
the floor as she jumped up, before running to thnewthin arms about him.

'I've always loved you. . .ever since | can remambé

'What do you know of love? You're Natalie's daughtgen't you?' he
snarled, pushing her violently away. 'And, for goess' sake, cover
yourself up!'

Francesca flinched beneath the disgust in his egearly visible in the
bright moonlight. Whimpering with bewilderment, shetrieved her
nightgown, clutching it to her body, which stiletbled and shook with
unfulfilled desire.

'l. .. Idon't understand,' she moaned piteouistiiought you loved me too.
You've just been kissing me, and. . .and. . Sheheld a fiery red, trembling
as she recalled the exciting, wonderfully entrageimy he'd kissed her lips
and her body.

'l can only imagine that | must have been compfatedonstruck!" he hissed
savagely. 'You've cast some weird, silvery speframe—just as you've
obviously done to all those other men you've shagt!'



She gazed at him in bewilderment. 'But. . .buti'tlknow any other men.
And I've never--'

'You're not even sixteen!'
‘Yes, | am—almost. My birthday is next week, and. .

Matt groaned heavily, brushing his hands roughhpulgh his thick dark
hair. 'Don't yolkknowwhat you've been doing?’

'l. .. I know that | do truly love you, Matt," sisaid, taking her courage in
both hands and staring him straight in the faceari't help being much. .
.much younger than you, but if you'd just wait &ltlisoon grow up. And
then we can get married, and. . .'

'‘And live happily ever after. . .?' He gave a criaeigh. 'No—thank you!
Natalie's daughter is the vdastwoman I'd ever marry. However, since my
own mother is dead," he added harshly, 'I dontl h@e have anything more
to do with either you or your father. So keep veellay from me, Francesca.
Not only do | never want to see you again, buteitér do—believe me, you
will be verysorry!"

Francesca had practically collapsed when he hadHhefroom, his cruel
rebuttal of her love causing her as much if not enpain than her
stepmother's death. The two incidents fusing tagathher distraught mind
had given her dreadful nightmares for years aftestaia

The confrontation with Matt had, however, had oakitary effect. It had

successfully killed any desire that she might Heaeto experiment with her
own sexuality. As she'd grown up, and realisedhiafeelings for Matt had

been the stuff of pure fairy-tale romances, shisd laeen careful not to get
too close to any of her boyfriends. Never again ld@hne allow herself to

become so vulnerable, to expose her deepest eradbahe sort of cruel

rejection that she had experienced at the hani&atihew Sinclair.

Francesca had only seen him once in the last gggats—at her father's
funeral, held at a church in the City of London. Bat occasion, although



he had merely given her a curt nod, she'd beerlgatdanscious of his hard
green eyes staring fixedly at her throughout theice.

No wonder she'd been terrified of meeting him alg&mancesca thought
grimly, coming back to the present with a jerk las keard a loud knock on
the cabin door.

'Supper's ready.’

'‘Go away!" she called out, determined to stay asthy from Matt, even if
she was hungry enough to eat a horse.

if you don't open this door immediately—I'll breiklown!" he threatened.

It didn't need the determined note in his voiceéetbher that he was quite
capable of doing so.

'Oh, all right—I'm coming," she muttered bitteryn her way across the
small cabin she caught sight of her reflection mieror fixed to the wall.
Hang in there—it's only going to be for two weeg&sé mouthed silently at
herself.

But, unfortunately, the blue eyes staring back at didn't look at all
confident. They clearly had severe doubts and mhisgivings about her
ability to endure the next fourteen days.



CHAPTER FOUR

FRANCESCA glared up at the man towering over her. His talliscular
frame seemed to fill the open doorway of her cabdimd, as always, when in
proximity to Matt, she found herself feeling intstated and vulnerable.

'I'm only coming out of here on two conditionsgstnnounced breathlessly.

'Oh, really. . .?" he drawled, raising a dark sarcl@yebrow. 'l don't think
you're in a position to dictate terms to me, do%All | have to do is put you
over my shoulder, and--'

'Don't you dare!" she gasped, backing nervouslyydvwen his dominating
figure.

Matt sighed impatiently. 'l was merely pointing ¢t I'm obviously much
stronger than you are. However, far from wishingntbate any strong-arm
tactics, I'm only asking you to join me for suppéa tell you the truth,
Francesca—I'm starving!'

'Well. . ." she hesitated for a moment, her temgparé gradually relaxing
beneath the warmth of his surprisingly friendly lemi. .well. . . OK—just
as long as you don't make any more snide commegé&ding my mother,
or about my clothes.’

'‘Believe me," he grinned, 'I'm far too interestadfood to worry about
anything else at the moment.' He shrugged his dboall 'However, if it
makes you feel any better I'll promise to leaveaNatoff the menu.’

'‘And no caustic comments about what I'm wearinig@'aslded stubbornly.

His green eyes flicked quickly over her figure-hunggT-shirt and the brief

pair of shorts over her long, slim legs. The bdaltshy and withdrawn

little girl that he'd once known had now clearlyxbme a very beautiful and
desirable woman. However, since she was also pgowinbe extremely

prickly and difficult, this was probablyot the moment to say so. And
especially not if he was hoping to eat any suppeight, he reminded

himself with grim amusement.



'Well?' Francesca demanded.

'l can't think why you feel there's a problem,'nhermured smoothly. "You
look perfectly all right to me.'

'‘Well, that's a mercy,' she muttered sarcasticdlgcause | don't have any
other clothes to put on.' Gazing glumly down atwbite shorts and pink T-
shirt, she continued, 'l thought I'd only be heréhie Caribbean for two days
at the most. However, after my scrubbing out tlmatpthe things | had on
this morning are going to need a good soaking &ntictant! The only
other garment I've got is a silk dress, for dinmg¢he hotel, so. . .

Matt groaned. 'Why are women always yacking on abwir clothes? All
right!" he added hastily, raising his hands in msgkrender as she scowled
up at him. 'I'll arrange for you to go shoppingfithing tomorrow morning.
Charge anything you need to use.'

'‘Anything. . .?'

"You can buy up the whole of St George's, as fdimasoncerned,’ he said
brusquely. 'Now—is that all?’

She shook her head. 'No, it's not. I've had a lerigausting day, and the last
thing | need is another ' row. So | want you tapise that there won't be any
more arguments.'

'Oh, Francesca—what an idiot you are!' He gavdtataanting laugh which

sent nervous shivers down her backbone. "You kresywwell that you were

dying to pick a quarrel with me, right from the memh | came aboard this
boat.'

She felt her cheeks growing hot and flushed. Deddamn mamalwayshave
to keep trying to win every point?

"There you go again!' she muttered with a heaJy, siaring blindly down at
her bare feet. 'Honestly, Matt, I'm fed up to thelb teeth with your
continually pointing out my defects. Why can't wavl an ordinary,
pleasant meal, without fighting with one anotheH& added plaintively.



'Why not, indeed?' he agreed smoothly, puttinggrgingly gentle hand on
her arm, and leading her reluctant figure downphssageway towards the
saloon.

‘That was a really terrific meal,' Francesca toild kome time later, sighing
happily as she leaned back against the cushiotiseafipholstered dining
seat, which formed an L-shape behind the largestablthe end of the
saloon, adjacent to the galley.

However much she'd dreaded having to join Mattstguper, she had been
relieved to discover that herfears had been grassdClearly setting out to
be a charming host, Matt had confined his convensab the lighter, more
amusing and interesting aspects of his life, alhgaer a glimpse into the
other side of his hard, formidable character. Feana had been surprised
and impressed, for instance, to learn that MattdalédSilver Ladyin the
two-handed Transatlantic Race, taking only thirtelrys to cross the
Atlantic Ocean.

'When I'm tired of life in New York, or feel likeome respite from
business—I leave it all behind and go sailingd hefd her, which explained
why he was abandoning his large motor yacht fonthe two weeks. It was,
apparently, mainly used as a floating office wiitewas away from New
York.

Although she'd tried hard to resist the force o thharm, Francesca had
been unable to prevent herself from succumbinght® dverwhelming
impact of his magnetic personality. It wouldn'tt/asf course. They were
bound, sooner or later, to find themselves in tiddie of yet another major
quarrel. But, sitting here in the soft candlelighihrantly aware of the
glinting green eyes beneath their heavy, sensuls, Iconveying the
surprising but unmistakable message that he foued am attractive
woman—anything seemed possible. Cradled withirgtrely rocking boat,
the surrounding warm darkness of the Caribbeant miginced by the soft,
twinkling lights of the boats and the houses surdig the bay, it was
tempting to imagine that they might be able to értpe traumas of the past.

However, there was no point in trying to deceivesbi. She knew that it
was a foolish dream—a beguiling, insidious fantagych could lead to



nothing but grief and unhappiness. Too much hadoéragd, too many
things had been said and done for either of themetapture the easy,
carefree relationship which ' they had once enjpgedong ago.

In fact, she really ought not to drink any moreg ghickly reminded herself
as Matt topped up her glass with sparkling chamea8he must try to keep
all her wits about her. Because, however attraciveé charming he might
appear on the surface, she would do well to remethbethe central core of
this dangerous man was composed of nothing but baldi steel.

'How about some more chocolate mousse?"

'Oh, no—I couldn't possibly manage another mouthBuit you can tell
Pierre that I'm prepared to forgive him for refgsta work on this boat,’ she
said with a light laugh. 'Anyone who can producat teort of meal is a
genius!

Matt took a sip from his glass. 'Hmm. . .it wasat.'

"You must be joking!" she exclaimed. 'As far as tamcerned, those red
snapper fillets in avocado and lime sauce weregusbf this world!

'I'm sure they'll pale in comparison to the mealg'ly be providing during
the next two weeks," he drawled silkily.

Francesca gave a gurgle of laughter. 'Ndwwdwyou're joking! To tell you

the truth, I'm just keeping my fingers crossed, apging that no one is
expecting too much—and certainly rfwdute cuisineWhich reminds me,’
she added, 'who exactly are you expecting on tes$ tomorrow?’

‘An old friend, Benjamin Wagner, plus his wife ayaing daughter. You'll
like Ben,' Matt told her. 'He was a great pal of father's—they went to
college together—and, now that he's retired andl afflhis large real-estate
business, he's thinking of buying himself a yacht.'

'So he's joining you to see if he likes sailing?"



Matt grinned. 'No, not entirely. He's already soidthe idea of owning his
own boat. However, | gather that Ben is hopingdmspade his wife that it's
a good idea. She's much younger than he is, anttapparently prefer to
buy a large house in Palm Beach.'

'‘Ah—sothat'swhy I've suddenly found myself drafted into ttob j Clearly,
it's Mrs Wagner who has to be kept happy and well-fedght?’

'‘Absolutely right!" he laughed. 'Gloria can be—ejust a little difficult at
times, and, for Ben's sake, | want this cruisegt@ Buccess. Oh, by the way,’
he added as an afterthought, ‘it would probablgditer if we don't mention
that we are related to one another in any way.'

She gave him a puzzled glance. 'That's all rightm®;,' she shrugged,
incidentally, | was relieved to see that fridgetle galley. | had dreadful
visions of everyone going down with ptomaine poisgh

'Relax—there's no need to worry. You'll be fine.'

'‘Matt! Are you sure you're feeling all right?" Sgenned at him. "This
foolish optimism doesn't sound like you.'

'No, you're right—it doesn't!" he agreed with aglau

'So what's happened to the grim dark ogre we a# lo hate?' she asked
carelessly, before quickly - wishing that she'dtkegr mouth shut.

Although he was now regarding her with a blank egpion, she'd caught
the brief, chilling glint in his green eyes befarevas quickly masked by his
heavy eyelids, is that really how you see me, Feac&?' he asked quietly.

'l. . . | suppose that was unfair of me, in a wayshe muttered nervously,
realising that it might have been a mistake to hé@nek quite so much
champagne. 'l mean, | don't really know anythingualyou, do 1?'

'‘Don't you. . .?"



'‘No—how could I? We've seen nothing of each otbetife past eight years.
In fact, this is the first time we've spent anyditogether since—er—since
your mother died. . ." Her voice trailed away as stared down at her empty
plate. "You probably won't believe me, but hardbjay goes by without my

thinking about Elizabeth—and how much | miss hErancesca added
huskily.

'l know. | miss her too," he murmured with a sigtowever, she'd be the last
person to want us sitting here, indulging in gloaretrospection,' he added
firmly.

‘Yes, you're right,’” Francesca agreed, giving himhaky smile. 'She'd
certainly be highly amused to know that I'm goiodg& cooking for you, and
your guests, during the next fortnight. Your motheed to teaseme about
being so undomesticated—forecasting that whenw grel'd be completely
useless in a kitchen!'

Matt shrugged his broad shoulders. 'You were ordhill. A lot of water
has passed under the bridge since then.'

'Yes, and that's what | was saying earlier. | htypeldn't mean to—er—say
the wrong thing," she told him earnestly. 'Butsitrue that | don't really
know you—ijust as you seem to know very little abmé. | mean. . . she
paused, taking a deep breath as she tried to igth@realcohol fumes
clouding her normally clear brain, and concentrate explaining the
problem. '. . .it's been years and years sinceene*changed more than a
brief word, right?' She continued, feeling encoerhgs he remained silent,
'So if our characters hadn't altered or changedwef hadn't learned
something from life during that time, we'd both ey peculiar people. |
mean, you must be about thirty-two or three now. .

‘Thirty-four.'

‘There you are—I wasn't even sure about that! Atebagh | know you're a
successful, rich entrepreneur, widely feared by yausiness rivals—that's
only what I've gleaned from the newspapers.' Siraagred slightly. 'And

even you yourself warned me earlier today not tebe everything | read
in the Press.’



'‘And just what do you want to know?' Matt enquisadaoothly.

'‘Well. . . | can't help wondering whegally makes you tick. Why you seem
to have such a compulsive urge to win. And. . .akdow nothing about
your current likes and dislikes—the sort of books yead, for instance, or
the type of music you prefer. And there are lottifer items. . ." She
paused, frowning for a moment. '‘Good heavensjjliserealised that | don't
even know if you're married. . .'

'My dear Francesca—I had no idea you wssraterested in me," he drawled
with heavy sarcasm, his gaze narrowing as he asedino regard her with
an otherwise blank expression on his handsome face.

'I'm not,' she snapped, nettled by his patronisamg. 'But | do know one
thing: I'll never again make the mistake of signangontract with you—not
without a battery of lawyers at my side!

Matt raised a dark, supercilious eyebrow. 'But lsuyeu would regard that
as learning—er—"something from life", which seenb@dorm part of your
lecture just now?"

'l wasn't lecturing," Francesca protested. WhytHid hateful man always
seem to twist everything she said? 'l was jushgyb point out that we've
both changed—and that | don't know much about @her than the fact
that you're a double-crossing rat!' she added griml

You signed the agreement—so it's too late to camphow. Besides, |
thought we'd agreed not to quarrel?' he murmurédr@note of warning in
his voice.

'Yes, we did.' She gazed stormily at him. 'Butdrdi agree to sit here and
have to listen to your being so damned condescgh@hich reminds me:
maybe Ido know something else about you, after all.’

'Oh, yes?'



'‘Well, it's more of an inspired guess, of cour§&hé gave him a tight,
malicious grin. 'Still, I'd lay any money on thefahat you're not married.
Or, if you once were married, that you've now béeorced.'

He stared at her silently for a minute. 'All rightd-buy it," he said at last.
'Why are you so certain?'

When she thought about the incident later Francescdd see that the
champagne hadefinitely gone to her head. But, at the time, she was so
pleased with herself for having foutiteperfect squelch—that she foolishly
disregarded all prudence and caution.

Raising her glass, she threw him a wide beamintgsmhich she hoped he
would find extremely irritating.

'I'm certain that you aren't married because—ifawy experience today is
anything to go by—you clearly regard women as aspédzies of the human
race,’ she told him sweetly. 'So it's obvious, nsardMatt, that no

woman—and definitely not one in her right mind'—gising to sign on for

life with such a male chauvinist Pig!

As Francesca laughed, before tipping the contehthenglass down her
throat, she heard his quick indrawn breath. Evehauit looking at him, she
knew that he was furious. Good! It wouldn't do hamy harm to have to
listen to a few home truths for a change. Eightryeso she'd been too
young to defend herself. But now things were gamge very different.

‘There speaks a woman scorned!" he rasped angrily.

‘A. . .awhat?'she gasped, almost choking on her champagne dseshéo
comprehend what he was saying. Surely even Mattinthseriously think
that she was still in love with him?

‘Not only have you obviously drunk far too muchg' éaid coldly as he
removed the glass from her fingers, 'but it's dguabvious that you've
never forgiven me for turning you down.'



You. . .youmustbe out of your mind! And if you think that I'm g to sit
here, listening to any more of this nonsensshe 'told him, trying to get out
from behind the table—not an easy task, since & fivenly anchored to the
carpeted floor of the boat.

'You'll stay—until | say you can go!" he grated alyg his hand snaking out
to catch hold of her arm.

'‘Ouch!What do you think you're doing?' she cried, bearédl and confused
to find herself being jerked forcefully back alotige cushioned bench
towards his tall, dominant figure.

'It's about time you grew up and learned some mahie growled, staring
down at her grimly. 'If you'd bothered to ask mest&ad of giving vent to
childish verbal abuse—I could have told you thatm about to become
engaged to a very beautiful girl.'

'Oh—well—er—that's great. Congratulations," she teratl, far more
interested in trying to wrest her arm away from tigit clasp than in his
matrimonial plans.

'However, it's obvious that you've always carriedoech for me," he
continued, ignoring her words. 'And now—when [I'mil stlearly not
interested—you're reduced to making infantile agdions about my
lifestyle.’

'‘Me. . .? Still carrying a torch for you?' she sateed incredulously before
giving a shrill laugh!You must be out of your minBelieve me—if | was
that desperate, I'd shoot myself!'

'Oh, yes. . .?" he sneered.

Francesca could feel herself sobering up tast agedlised that he really
wasserious. She felt stifled and dominated by hieslk&e, every instinct
screaming at her to get away from this dangerousasauickly as possible.
But she had virtually no room for manoeuvre, tiglabnfined by both the
table—which was clearly immovable—and the fact #att clearly didn't
intend to let her escape.



'I might have been stupid enough to think | wa®ue with you when | was
only sixteen," she said, despising herself for lmeing able to hide the
wobbly tremor in her voice, 'but that wgsarsago. The girl you once knew
no longer exists—except, perhaps, in your overlesagination. And. .
.and you don't seem to have the first idea abautmbman she's become!
she added defiantly.

Then maybe it's time | began to find out,' he deininockingly, his green
eyes glinting with cruel intent as he pulled herselr to his tall, muscular
figure.

'‘Let me go, Matt!" she raged, struggling to wrigffee of his iron grip.
'What are you trying to prove? I. . . | don't faelythingfor you. Not now. .
.I"she panted breathlessly.

'‘Don't you?' he murmured cynically, quickly pushingr agitated figure
back against the cushions, his superior weightipgnher down beneath the
hard male warmth of his body.

'No!" she cried hoarsely, determined to defy him tolastr gasp, although
she knew it was hopeless when she felt his longet@rfingers burying
themselves in her cloud of pale silvery hair. Heail seemed to be
throbbing with a strange fever as the grip of mgérs tightened, tilting her
head back so that she was forced to look up irgtddue. Her eyes widened
in alarm, her pulses raced with fear and trepided®she gazed helplessly at
the cruel, sensual line of his mouth, not an owfa@ercy in those stony,
hard emerald-green eyes.

7 hate you\she moaned as his dark head came down towardsithenputh
trailing across her cheek in a feather-light cgressering tantalisingly over
her quivering lips. She watched its inevitable desard movement like an
animal transfixed by the headlamps of a car, hesals taut as a
bow-string, even her breathing suspended for oag{séopping moment.

'Hate? Oh, no—I don't think you hate me, Francéseabreathed huskily,
sliding his tongue delicately over her tremblingsli'In fact, I'm very sure
that you still want me.'



'No!" she sobbed, but the sound was lost, obledrhy the cruel pressure of
his mouth forcing her lips open to allow him to age the softness within.
She was unable to move. Held so tightly and folbebeneath him, she was
aware of every muscle and fibre in his powerful yoodis kiss seemed
unending, and she was almost in tears when thesymeef his mouth
gradually eased, and she trembled as his lips becmit and seductive,
igniting an answering flame deep inside her.

Shamefully, she appeared helpless to resist amsspgbat seemed to arise
of its own accord; a fierce excitement which filleer entire being. A slow,
pulsing ache began to throb deep in her stomable asce more teased her
quivering lips lightly open, and unconsciously sirehed herself against
him. Her arms clung weakly to his shoulders, herses spinning out of
control as a hot storm of desire roared throughyefilere of her being.

There was no thought to deny him as his hands mewm&dingly over her
body, a moan breaking from her throat as his fiagéd beneath her T-shirt,
expertly releasing the front fastening of her or&ee the creamy fullness of
her breasts.

An explosive tension was mounting deep inside foetled, it seemed, by a
flame that had never really died- But now it wdaradarker, more fiercely

raging fire that had little to do with her puregiital emotions of eight years
ago. She had never before experienced this warmiea to touch his body as
he was touching hers, nor the driving compulsionréspond to the

ever-increasing pleasure and excitement spiratlmgugh her veins. Her
nostrils were filled with the delicious musky scerthis male body, each
nerve-end in her breasts tingling as the rosy egp@decame hard and
swollen beneath the delicate mastery of his touch.

Matt was right, she realised with despair. This what he'd deliberately set
out to prove. He meant her to feel like this—toramkledge the fact that she
still wanted him. And then she was lost, mindl@ssaning softly as his lips

trailed slowly down the long line of her throat. rHeeart pounded like a
sledge-hammer as he lifted her towards him, hgsdipd tongue teasing first
one exposed, erect nipple and then the other, maficulate moans of

pleasure breaking from her as she was carried alaraytide of sensuality
so intense that she felt as though she was drowniagstasy.



While she was caught up in a mad frenzy of debeepurning flesh on fire
for his touch, it didn't seem to matter that shes Wwaing betrayed by her
errant emotions. It was no longer of any importamz¢ when her whole
existence was now focused on the sensations clyud@ap inside her, an
ancient, primitive need and desire for this man'sspssion.

And then, with shocking suddenness, she was fegednfused mind barely
registering the muffled sound of Matt swearing s as he pushed her
roughly away from him. There was a long silencdy bnoken by the sound
of Matt's harsh, laboured breathing as he roséstéebt. Francesca's dazed
eyes tried to focus on the tall figure staring doatnher with fiercely
glittering eyes, a muscle beating wildly in hishtiy clenched jaw.

'‘Quod erat demonstranduror QED—as my old Latin master used to say.'
Matt's deep, husky tones seemed to echo eerilydrihe confined space of
the saloon. 'However, to put it in plain Englishthink I've proved my
point—don't you?"

Weak with shock, and shuddering from the maelstodramotions which
his lovemaking had released, Francesca remainad helplessly against
the cushions for a moment. Unable to speak, bat#g/even to move any of
her limbs, which seemed to have been turned tq Eaeeventually found
the strength to sit up. Her face flaming with emnéassment, she hurriedly
adjusted her clothing before inching her way alemthe end of the bench
and staggering towards a nearby settee.

Trembling like a leaf, she collapsed down on to ¢hshions, desperately
trying to pull herself together. The passion ansirgeof a few moments' ago
was now slowly draining away, and, despite the loédlhe hot Caribbean
night, she was left shivering with cold misery ae$pair.

'Here—you'd better drink this.’

The oddly constrained, tense voice seemed to béngoitom somewhere
far away. It was only when Matt lifted one of henp hands, carefully
placing a brandy glass between her shaking fingleas,she could begin to
face the reality of her situation. Staring blindlgwn at the clear amber
liquid in the glass, Francesca would have givemyhizng she possessed to



be able to sink right through the bottom of thiatdown into the cold, inky
blue-black darkness of the Caribbean Sea.

‘Are you all right?' Matt asked quietly.

Slowly raising her head, she gazed with loathindp@iman who was clearly
the architect of her misfortunes. How dared hedsthare, leaning casually
against the wooden frame of the bar, idly sippiisganandy as if he hadn't a
care in the world?

'If I didn't need this drink I'd throw it in youate!' she answered bitterly, her
voice, even to her own ears, sounding hoarse aaikksh

'Francesca. I. . .' He paused, thrusting a hanghiguhrough his thick dark
hair.

'Please. . .please just go away, and leave me,aftreemuttered helplessly,
cringing with embarrassment beneath the hard, iegrgeyes staring at her
so fixedly.

'Don't be ridiculous,' he snapped curtly. 'l caossibly leave you in this
state.’

'Why not? You deliberately set out to put me ins'tstate”, as you call it,’
she ground out savagely, her teeth clattering nestyoagainst the side of
her glass. She normally hated the taste of branatynow she was finding it
a help in combating the shock waves of shame andlliation pounding
through her trembling body.

is this how you get your kicks, Matt?' she contohuganting to hit out at the
man who'd caused her so much anguish, is it youalysractice to force
yourself on a woman, however unwilling she migh?'be

'My God—no! he exploded angrily.
‘Then why. . .?" she cried, raising a tremblingchemher head, which was

beginning to throb with a dull ache. 'What havevéredone that could
possibly--'



His harsh, mirthless bark of laughter cut cruetiyoas her words, it isn't so
much what you've done— although that was bad eneitfh what you
are'." he ground out savagely. 'You're a spoilt littlghrgirl, Francesca, and
everything you've ever wanted has always beenrntigtavailable to you.
So | was merely proving to you that there soenethings you cannot have,
and at the moment—I'm one of them!'

'You. . .you egotistical bastard!" she hissed, agér at being used to
demonstrate some crazy whim of his rapidly takingerofrom the
embarrassment and shocked dismay she felt abooimebehaviour.

'‘And you obviously haven't changed your ways," bkl ther grimly,
apparently not in the least affected by her bowexliklers and ashen face.
‘That simple- minded fool, Rupert ffinch-what's-hisme, may not care
about all the other men in your life, but / woutdiream of sullying myself
with second-hand goods!

‘There are no other men in my life," she muttereltlyd'And | can't think
why you're dragging poor Rupert into this.'

"Poor Rupert" hasn't just been your constant congpafor the past two
years—I understand that he's now moved into yatiril London, hmm?'

'Yes, he has,’ she mumbled wearily, swept by a begpng to be able to put
her head down and go to sleep for a week. 'So what?

'So if he's now your live-in lover I'd be fascindte hear how you're going
to manage to fit in all your other boyfriends," Matunted.

Francesca's jaw dropped. What on earth was haga#iiout? And then, at
the thought of having Rupert for a lover, she cotiltelp giving a brief,
hysterical bark of laughter.

'I'm glad you can find something funny about yoisgdsting behaviour,' he
grated angrily.

'l don't,’ she snapped, 'only the fact that yoursaesee me as some sort of
scarlet woman. Besides. 4 .what happened just ndwasn't all one-sided,



was it?' she accused him bleakly. 'l may have tearpylost my mind—but
it was pretty obvious that you too—er—I mean. . .’

'If you're trying to say that | find you very attteve—you're quite correct, |
do," he rasped. 'However, it's also correct totsayl could have had you. .
Just likethat!" he clicked his fingers contemptuously.

Francesca shuddered, burying her face in her Handsmoment as fresh
waves of chagrin and misery- scorched throughibest figure.

'I'm glad to see that you're not bothering to démy fact,’ he sneered.
Blanching as his cruel taunt echoed around the yetm managed to force
herself to her feet, walking past Matt on legs teaemed to tremble
convulsively with every step. He moved quickly tdgercept her, gazing
intently at her chalky-white exhausted face.

‘Just where do you think you're going?'

'I'm going to bed," she muttered listlessly. "Yan dreak my door down,
jump all over me with hobnailed boots or take aning jump into the
Caribbean Sea. Quite frankly, Matt, I'm simply wag-tired to carevhat
you do.'

He- put a hand on her arm. 'Francesca, | canjolet’

'‘Goodnight, Matt,' she murmured, brushing him aaslehe stumbled out of
the room towards her cabin. Opening the door, Istesvt herself down on to
the bed, and a few seconds later she had falleauskdd into a deep,
dreamless sleep.



CHAPTER FIVE

FRANCESCA was woken the next morning by the sound of a hdety
pounding on her cabin door. It seemed to echo Bxte painful throbbing
beat in her head, she thought, groaning as shedraer tired, muzzy head
from the pillow.

'Hey there—rise and shine!" Calvin called out assthuggled to wind a thin
cotton sheet about her body.

'I. .. I'll be with you in a minute,’ she croak&dncing as the words seemed
to reverberate noisily in her brain.

'It looks as if you've got the mother and fathealbhangovers!" Calvin told
her some minutes later as she sat huddled on histte galley. 'l guess
you'd better get this down you—real quick,' he addéending her a mug of
hot black coffee.

'Umm. . ." she mumbled, giving him a brief, pitittempt at a smile. 'l feel
like death,’ she added, her hands shaking as seel the mug to her lips.

"Yeah, you don't look too good. | guess you andothes really hit the bottle
last night,' Calvin said with a smile. 'l ain't mewseen Mr Sinclair the worse
for drink—but he sure is in one hell of a tempes thorning! So | reckon it

would be a smart move to keep well out of his way!

Francesca flinched as Calvin's bellow of laughéxerberated around the
small galley. 'Yes—er—that sounds like a good idg# muttered, almost
bursting into tears as she realised that, if slde’hanade the stupid mistake
of coming out to see Matt, here in Grenada, shédcbave been safely
tucked up in her flat in London.

However, by the time she was on her third mug atklcoffee, Francesca
was beginning to think that she might—possibly—bmng to live, after all.
The heavy jangling in her head seemed to have isttadwn into a dull
ache, her slightly more optimistic mood helped @ami's announcement
that 'the boss' had sent him over to take her shgpp



'He says you needvaholelot of new clothes," Calvin declared, handing her
the white shorts and pink T-shirt that she'd beeanmg the previous night.

Francesca stared bemusedly down at the garmentsieh vappeared to

have been freshly washed and ironed. Unfortunastlg, couldn't seem to
recall what had happened after she'd left Mathedaloon last night. She
did have a vague recollection of throwing herdelty dressed, down on to
the bed in her cabin. And, while she knew she hdaken feeling too

good—who was she kidding? She'd faful/—her fuddled brain simply

couldn't seem to work out how her clothes couldehlaeen laundered, and
returned to her, in such a short space of time.

The thought of Matt undressing her was too hidgousontemplate! Her
cheeks flushed a fiery red as she tried to thinkoofhe other explanation. If
not he, then who. . .? And how. . .?

Her agonised thoughts were interrupted as Calvih §ayou wants to do
some clothes shopping we'd better get a movegwtta take the boss to the
airport in a couple of hours' time to meet thesgppehe's got coming from
the States. So let's hit the town, huh?’

Francesca, despite all those mugs of liquid cagfeias still feeling slightly
displaced; when she and Calvin arrived along siflghe jetty, in St

George's, it was as if her head was somehow n@epdsoattached to her
body. So perhaps that was the reason why, afterircChbd tied up the
dinghy and helped her ashore, she'd proceededdw @l prudence and
caution to the winds.

Fuelled by an all-consuming rage against the mam wés casting such a
blight on her life, she quickly decided that sheimias well be hung for a
sheep as a lamb. Since her hateful stepbrotheresbdetermined to regard
her as a promiscuous, spoilt little rich girl— shight as well act the part!
And, discovering that Matt Sinclair's name seentebet a golden passport,
she proceeded to rush from one boutique to anotrdering anything
which took her fancy—and a few outrageous outhest viewed by those
with a strong stomach and wearing large dark gtasse



Even Calvin felt compelled to question one purchd¥ew-ee!' he laughed,
as she held up a dress smothered in dazzling sivérgold sequins. The
boss ain't going to be too crazy abth4tlittle number!" he warned, rolling
his eyes at the minimal bodice, which seemed tsisbof merely two brief

scraps of material.

'Less is more!" she told him with an hystericalgigg before adding the
garment to a large heap of parcels he was carrying.

However, by the time she'd finished her mad shapgppree, and Calvin had
taken her back to the yacht,- Francesca was igidetlly more sober mood.
It was too late now to wish that she hadn't behaygite so badly. But,
despite Matt's provocation, she could now seedhatd been indulging in a
very childish form of defiance. Although her steptber could well afford
it, she'd never really had any intention of wearthgt utterly revolting
dress. Even telling herself that she'd only boubithorrid thing because
she hoped Matt would be furious when he saw higdidn't seem to excuse
her crazy action. Grimacing at her own folly, shecily bundled the dress
up and hid it away in the back of a locker.

Trying to think what to give everyone for lunchakRcesca found herself in
an agony of indecision. And not just about the m@#iat on earth was she
going to say to Matt? Whatould she possibly say after their disastrous
confrontation the previous eveninBRisthe fact that she was now certain it
must have been Matt who had removed the clothes fier comatose body.
Leaving aside the acute embarrassment she feltavieeshe thought about
the incident, idefinitelywasn't the sort of kind, considerate action theg o
would expect from such a tough man.

Her face burned as she desperately tried not temdar how easily—and
fatally—she'd melted in his arms. What was wronthvier, for heaven's
sake? Why was it that, despite hating the awful,rale still seemed to go to
pieces whenever she was near him?

Although she'd tried to think of a good rationapkanation for her peculiar
behaviour she hadn't had much success. It wasawh&een pretending that
it had anything to do with her past childish famasabout him.
Unfortunately, she was under no illusions that imstinctive emotional



response to Matt's love- making had been anythingrahan an adult one.
Even now, after all those brutally unkind, contens words of scorn which
he'd poured over her head, she still seemed toveek at the knees
whenever she thought about the odious man.

Desperately trying to ignore such words as 'ludésire’ and ‘passion’,
Francesca tried to concentrate on preparing ludghshe seemed unable to
throw off her deep sense of fear and trepidationriqdarly about what
she was going to say, or do, when Matt and histgwesved on the yacht.

In the event, she needn't have worried. The appearaof the
Wagners—together with the constant toing and froaigsmall boats
between Matt's larger yacWall Street llandSilver Lady—meant that she
and Matt had, thankfully, little or no opportunity say anything to each
other. Especially since Francesca's full attenti@s concentrated on the
two female members of the party: Gloria and Loisgha.

Gloria Wagner was a small, fiendishly thin womargobdness knew what
age—since she was clearly fighting the years allthy. As soon as she had
placed a delicate high-heeled sandal on the teek afethe boat, her sharp
gaze sweeping over Francesca's natural ash-blaide-&s opposed to her
own, which was clearly the result of an expensiaediesser—it was clear
from her tight-lipped response to the youngerggleeting that the cruise
was doomed from the start. Gloria's remark, ondelrown the very large
double cabin anén-suitebathroom situated at the front of the schooner of,
'What a dump! Give me Palm Beach any time!' seeimedt the tone. It was
rapidly followed by imperious demands for her luggathe whereabouts of
her stepdaughter's cabin, andeaystiff drink.

You'd better make that a triple vodka—and go easyhe tonic," Gloria
rasped, before swiftly inspecting all the other ingb-just to make
absolutely certain that she had been given theeliggnd the best
accommodation on board. 'And | expect lunch to eevesd in twenty
minutes,' she added curtly, before retiring to ¢tedsin and slamming the
door loudly behind her.

Busy hauling what seemed to be tons of luggage diowenthe saloon,
Francesca cursed Matt under her breath. The Wagvens his friends,



right? So, even if Ben Wagner turned out to beregeh Mattmustbe out of
his mind to have invited Gloria on to the boat! Hwer, when she staggered
back up on deck for the next load of cases shewdesed the reason behind
her stepbrother's apparent insanity.

Staring, open-mouthed, at the vision in front of, Hgrancesca wondered
bemusedly why it had never occurred to her to gued¥latt's statement
about the Wagners' 'young daughter'. Quite whyhsttkexpected a small
girl, she had no idea. But the tall, long-limbed aroluptuous-looking

woman, whom Matt was oh, so carefully helping upt@rihe deck, was
certainly no child! However, from the way the awfiohn was smiling down
at the amazingly beautiful, striking redhead, Femoa had no problem in
understanding why he was prepared to put up witlstepmother Gloria.

There was no doubt that Lois Wagner was stunningdpdg herself
artistically against a mast, while she waited fer lnggage to be handed up
from the dinghy, the other girl was definitely glsi for sore eyes. Clearly
Matt thought so—and who could blame him? Francestd herself
gloomily, trying to suppress a feeling of sheentljealousy as she gazed at
the vision in front of her.

Her instinctive reaction hadothingto do with Matt, she assured herself
firmly as he beckoned her forward to help withéléra cases. It was merely
envy— whichanyonecould be expected to feel when faced with a gitthw
such an outstandingly beautiful face and figure.

'Lois—I want you to meet Francesca,' Matt saidtipgtan arm around his
girlfriend's slim waist. 'She's going to be cookiog us, and I'm sure that
she will do everything she can to make your trip@®fortable as possible,’
he added. Unfortunately, the warmth in his voices wat reflected in the
hard green eyes, which carried the unmistakable@ingy and woe betide
you if you don'tls he turned to face Francesca.

'Yes, I'll certainly—er—do my best,’ she mutteradiare of the redheaded
girl's eyes swiftly raking her figure from headtte. Not thasheneeds to
worry about any competition, Francesca thought glumishing she had
changed into one of her new outfits. It was clearlyonclusion which had
already been arrived at by Lois. Murmuring a pojiteeting, she gave the



pale English girl's crumpled white shorts and lifiyshirt a pitying glance
before gazing down with satis-' faction at her askim-tight white leather
mini-skirt over long, deeply tanned legs.

'‘Goodness, it sure is hot out here in the Caribbéars exclaimed, giving
Matt a lazy smile as she slowly removed the matgkhite leather jacket,
to reveal a sleeveless and very low-cut blue st ¢linging tightly to her
full breasts.

For an impromptu strip-tease, it really was a gpsaformance, Francesca
thought sourly. | wonder what she does for an exf¢énd how on earth did

Lois manage to look so fresh amsdigneeafter her long flight on the

aircraft? Life really was extremely unfair at tirhes

'‘Well, hurry up and take Lois's luggage down todadsin," Matt's curt voice
broke into her thoughts, bringing her sharply dawearth.

'‘And when you've unpacked my cases I'd just lowetgaun me a shower,’
Lois told her, a thread of steel underlying hettlgofoiced request. ‘And
maybe you can fetch me a nice cool drink, too?"

Struggling not to tell the other girl to get lost-hyvcouldn't she unpack her
own things, for heaven's sake?—Francesca was dlardatt was grimly
enjoying her discomfiture. Well, if the double-csosy swine thought that
she was going to cave in and let him slide outi®plart of their bargain, he
was very much mistaken. After all, she only hadstwovive this sort of
nonsense for the next fourteen days, right? Anyeitie an ounce of spirit
ought to be able to manage that!

However, only forty-eight hours later Francesca nitasearly so certain
about her chances of survival. In fact, as shee@dack against the large
padded cushions, which she'd placed against tim rfad of the boat, she
was sure that if the yacht had possessed a gashe&hhave put her head in
it long ago.



Brushing the hot, damp curls from her brow, sheoslngroaned aloud with
pleasure as the fresh, light currents of air wattedugh her long hair. It
was her favourite time of day here in the Caribb&ére cool early-evening
breeze was rustling through the fronds of the paées which fringed the
small deserted bay in whicBilver Ladywas anchored, the only sound to
disturb the tranquil scene being the occasionakarf the seagulls as they
swept by overhead.

Glancing towards the sandy beach, she noted thegiay plumes of smoke
rising from the charcoal barbeque, which Calvin bHdred to light for her.
With any luck, Francesca told herself wryly, shel [z least an hour of
peace and quiet before she had to begin cookingtéiads for dinner. In the
meantime, it was bliss to be up here—well away ftbeheat of the galley
and the incessant demands of Gloria and Lois Wagmeer time—and her
patience.

The WagnersWithin an hour of their arrival on the yacht, Ftaaca's
depressed spirits had hit a new low.- Having toecefth Matt was bad
enough. However, she'd had a terrible presentitiattanything he might
dish out was simplypeanuts when compared to the trials, and the
tribulations, which clearly lay ahead of her. Ardte'sl been so right! Even
allowing for the two women's initial tiredness dieelings of jet lag after
their flight from the States, Francesca would hawed to be blind, deaf and
dumb not to realise that they both spelled troubth a capital 'T'!

Ben Wagner was, as Matt had said, a really sweat Wah his shock of
white hair, and clothed in a pair of old denim s$bphe was clearly in his
element on board the boat. He was warm and friehdlypy to muck in and
help out in any crisis, and no one would ever hgwvessed that he was a
multi-millionaire many times over. But when it came his wife
Gloria—not to mention his unbelievably awful dawghitois. . . Francesca
simply couldn't imagine why someone hadn't strashjiem both years ago!

'Hey—how's it going?' Calvin asked, walking acritesdeck to adjust some
ropes on a nearby mast. 'l see Cinderella has rednagget out of the
kitchen for a while!" he laughed.



'Ssh. .for goodness' sake—keep your voice down!" sheedisgrimacing up
at him as she placed a warning finger in fronteflips. 'I've just escaped up
here for a breath of fresh air and—hopefully!'—thaségul women don't
know where | am," she added with a grin.

Calvin gave her a beaming smile. 'Hey—no problemeyire still dead to
the world, sleeping off all that rum punch theyrdeat lunchtime!'

‘Just as long as they leave me alone for a whilenlt carevhatthey do,’
Francesca said with feeling, leaning back on thehicuns and closing her
eyes.

Never in her wildest dreams could she have imagdinaidbeing in charge of
the domestic duties of a boat coulddpehan exhausting business. Matt was
certainly getting his money's worth out of her, sheught grimly, easing
her aching muscles into a more comfortable positgectause it had very
quickly become apparent that she wasn't just tb& oa this cruise. Oh, no!
Not content with making her clean up the damn baater his business
friends had left it in such a filthy mess—Matt absqected her to fulfil the
roles of chief housekeeper, stewardess, and gesh@yabody for Gloria and
Lois. The loathsome, odious man was obviously apteta and utterat.

However, maybe it was just as well that she'd lsedousy over the past two
days. It had meant that she and Matt had barelgespmore than a curt
word to each other—and then only when it was $yricecessary. If she'd
had any time on her hands she might have takeoppertunity to think of
some really gruesome, extremely painful ways ohieating his existence.
Unfortunately, she was just too tired and wearphatend of each day to do
more than retire to her cabin and fall immediaielp a deep, exhausted
sleep.

Apart from the trauma at the time of her stepmadshearly death, Francesca
couldn't remember when she had ever felt quiteosely and miserable.
Even reminding herself early this morning that ehiy had to face twelve
more days of purgatory hadn't seemed to help.

In fact, trying to look on the bright side of heepent existence was clearly
a waste of time, she told herself with a heavy .sighe only faintly



encouraging bit of good news was that she hadnligen seasick. Although
that could well be due to the fact that, sinceguiests had come aboard two
days ago, Matt had only sailed the yacht very sfawy the east coast of .
Grenada.

'Puddling around', was what he called it—but it \yage enough for her.
She hadn't been joking when she'd told Matt thatvgas not cut out for a
jolly yo- ho-ho life on the ocean wave. Which wastjabout the only thing
she had in common with that ghastly woman Gloriagiiéa!

The Wagners' first meal on board had proved totb&hdisaster. The lunch
itself had started on a sour note. Thanks to timg Ishower taken by
Lois—during which she had clearly washed her lorg thair—the
fresh-water system had been completely emptied.

'Oh, gee—I'm sorry," Lois simpered, casting an afwpg little-girl-lost
glance at Matt from beneath her long black eyekshe

'Matt doesn't mind—not when you're looking so goige dear,” Gloria

said, casting an approving, complacent glance astepdaughter. Since
Lois was wearing a skin-tight pair of white trousand a skimpy jade-green
silk vest, which displayed a considerable amourftasflarge, firm breasts,
Francesca could well understand why Matt had ggnédreed with her

stepmother.

If I'd used up the water—he'd have killed me! Fesmwa fumed silently to
herself, angrily banging a saucepan into the ssiak in the galley. She
would now have to wait for at least two hours befeshe could do the
washing-up. And anyone who wanted ashower beforeo'siock in the
evening was going to be way out of luck.

'What on earth ithis?'Gloria demanded, grimacing down at the plate which
Francesca had placed before her. it looks kindadw® me,' the older
woman added, suspiciously jabbing the food withfbsek.

'It's cevicheand there's a salad and--'



'l didn't ask what it's called,’ Gloria snapped.hawvis it?' And when
Francesca told her, enumerating the various ingnesli Gloria gave a
dramatic shriek'Raw fisl? You're seriously expecting me to eatv fish?'
she demanded, pushing the plate violently away tnem

'‘But it's delicious, really it is," Francesca pstesl. The snapper fillets have
been marinaded in lime and orange juice, with th@pped-up onions and

peppers--'

'Ugh!" Gloria said firmly, before advising her haslo and Lois not to eat
something that was likely to give them ptomainespning.

it tastes pretty good to me," Ben Wagner retortigcking happily into his
food.

Francesca noted that Matt was also busy cleariaglaite, although the
swine hadn't said a word on her behalf. Howevereglseemed nothing she
could do to persuade the two women that their lwesen't in danger. They
didn't seem to care for her chicken and artich@sserole, either. The fact
that Ben and Matt cheerfully wolfed down their hegs did nothing to
improve her sense of deep gloom and forebodinghagater found herself
scraping half the food she'd prepared into theiglbbin.

Her depression had deepened even further duringetktdwo days. Nothing
she could do was right— everything was wrong. @ldor instance, clearly
couldn't wait until she could get her feet backdoyi land. Not bothering to
hide the fact, she'd proceeded to take her resemntoue on Francesca—the
only person she could offend with impunity. And $owho had briefly
begun to be slightly more friendly, had, under sipmother's influence,
soon reverted to her usual spoilt, demanding cherda fact, her whole life
now seemed to be dominated by the never-endingously strident female
cries of 'Fran-c/ies-ca. . which heralded yet aeotemand for this or that.

And Matt was absolutely no help at all. Thankfulbjpe'd had almost no
contact with him, although she had noted that he Weeping a harsh,
critical eye on the meals she was providing. Lyckie'd seemed pleased
with her efforts—and so he should, she thought lgrifihe roast beef
provengal, which she'd served for dinner last night, had nakges to



prepare, mostly because Lois had, once again,attdire fresh-water tank.
However, Francesca had nearly fainted dead awdyswitprise when Matt
had gone so far as to praise the hot crab sowifiech she'd prepared for
lunch today.

All the same, she was stilery angry with Matt. How could a man—who
was supposed to be such a financial wizard—makessty crazy, sweeping
judgements about people? He seemed to think then®¥vagvere great,
while appearing to be completely insane as farrsieelf was concerned.
Especially since most of those really disgustingalty slanderous things
he'd said about her the night they'd had dinnéheryacht could so easily be
disproved. And it wasn't only her. His quite extdinary attitude towards
her friend Rupert ffinch-Rawlings almost defiediegl

She had no idea how Matt knew that Rupert had tBoerved into her fiat
in London. But so what? Why shouldn't she havetbistay for a few weeks
while his own apartment was being completely redsea? And as for
Matt's crazy assumption that Rupert was her 'livever'. . . If it wasn't so
stupid she'd scream with laughter. Rupert was al goend, she enjoyed
working with him, and they were both looking fordaio owning the art
gallery. However, that was the beginning and entieif relationship, since
he wasn't at all sexually interested in women. Aodshe could have told
Matt—if he'd bothered to ask her, instead of jumpingltthake silly wrong
conclusions. A voice calling from one of the calilesvn below broke in to
her gloomy thoughts. 'Frachesca? Wheras that stupid girl?'

'Oh, no!" she groaned, sighing heavily as she pabwshing a tired hand
through her long ash-blonde hair.

'No problem!" Calvin, who was still working on teck, waved her back as
she began to rise. 'I'll go and see what they want.

'You're an angel!" Francesca breathed thankfuypect Gloria has lost her
electric hair-rollers yet again. Angleasecan you try and stop Lois from
using upall the fresh water?'

'No problem," Calvin assured her with a grin, beforoving quickly away
across the deck.



Francesca gave a heavy sigh and sank thankfullg bdawn on to the
cushions. What she would have done without CalvVialp and assistance
on this cruise, she had simply no idea. The talh math his constant
cheerful words, 'No problem!" had definitely helgedoreserve her sanity.
In fact, Calvin—who acted as Matt's right-hand moarthe boat, as well as
helping to sailSilver Lady—had become a really staunch friend.

A faint background buzz of an engine, which hadnbgiadually intruding
on the peaceful silence of the bay, seemed to ®e&igg louder. Sitting up
and shielding her eyes from the glare of the suwy fow down on the
horizon, she saw a small boat approaching the ydemtn from this
distance, Francesca immediately recognised thedksbauldered figure
seated at the helm. It looked as though Matt amd\Bagner had decided to
return earlier than expected from their snorkellexgpedition to a nearby
island. Which meant, she realised with a heavy, digdt her brief respite
from work was well and truly over.

‘That sure was a lot of fun!" Ben called out to &&he climbed up on to the
rear deck of the yacht. But although she smiledgawe him a brief wave of
greeting, her eyes were irresistibly drawn to #ik kithe figure of the man
following closely behind him.

The breath seemed to catch in her throat, her shgrekving hot as she saw
that Matt was wearing only a pair of brief swimmitngnks above long
mahogany- coloured legs which seemed to stretcbvéor A shaft of
evening sunlight gleamed over his magnificent pinysj lending a deep
glow to the smooth, deeply tanned skin ripplingratae muscles of his arms
and broad shoulders, highlighting the dark hairecimg his deep chest.

With an abrupt sense of shock and despair, shesedalhat, despite her
strong hostile feelings of anger and resentmennag®att, she- was still
violently affected by his powerful masculine attran. There seemed
nothing she could do to combat the instinctiveyasting response that
suddenly gripped her stomach.

Standing rooted to the deck, stunned and confugbethemotional reaction
to a man whom she was quite certain she detestedpell was broken as
she heard another loud cry from below.



'Fran-ches-ca. . .?'

Calvin ran up the companion-way from the salooWwebiving her a brief
grimace and a helpless shrug of his shouldersy'Wamt a cold drink, and
the ice machine don't seem to be working.'

'Oh—er—yes, I. . . I'll see what | can do,' she rbled.

Moving as quickly as she could, she tried to givattd practically naked
figure a wide berth. It wasn't an easy task. Thekdef the elegant
ninety-foot long schooner contained not only twmémasts, with their
furled, bulky sails flapping in the light breezeutlalso several wide-open
hatches over each of the compartments below. Téneyteoils of rope were
another hazard, and as she found herself almpptrig over one it was only
Matt's quick movement—swiftly catching hold of ll@m—which stopped
her from falling flat on her face.

‘Carefull" he warned, his eyes gleaming with sai@d@musement as he
stared down at the flushed face and trembling &girthe girl who was so
clearly trying to avoid him.

Mortified to feel her cheeks reddening at the clggeximity of his bare
chest, only inches away from her own face, Fraracésed to take a quick
step backwards. Unfortunately, Matt didn't seenlinied to let go of her
arm.

'What's the hurry?' he drawled, his lips wideningp ia mocking grin as he
pulled her shrinking body closer to his own.

'l... I've got to go. Gloria and Lois want a dirshe murmured desperately,
bitterly aware that he was merely amusing himgdifea expense. In fact, it
was only the presence of the other two men on déwth stopped her from

giving Matt's shins a hefty kick.

‘That sounds like a good idea. Ben and | could db & beer,’ he said,
clearly enjoying her discomfiture.

"You won't get anything—not unless you let me gh& snapped waspishly.



With a careless shrug, he let go of her arm. Sbk to her heels, scuttling
quickly across the deck towards the companion-wiighvied down to the
saloon, and Francesca gritted her teeth as thedsouhis dry, cynical

laughter echoed in her ears.

'Where in the hell have you been?' a voice demaadgdly.

It was some moments before her eyes, accustontée twright glare of the
sun outside, adjusted to the dim light within taegk interior space of the
saloon. And then she saw Lois, standing in thewayprof her cabin at the
far end of the room.

'l can't wear this!" The other girl waved a garmierthe air. 'Hasn't anyone
ever taught you how to iron a dress?' she addddansheer.

Taking a deep breath, Francesca mentally counted tgn before saying
quietly, 'l will, of course, iron it again for yoldowever, since Matt has
decided that we're to have a barbecue on the beacyht, a silk dress
doesn't seem to kexactlythe right thing to wear," she added smoothly.

The other girl gave her a quick, suspicious glamg, when Francesca
continued to regard her with a blank expressiohanface, Lois gave a sigh
of exasperation. 'Well, | guess you could be rigittthat,’ she admitted
slowly.

Behind her carefully controlled features, Francesea thinking that she
wished she looked half as gorgeous and strikirtgiagall, voluptuous girl.
With her flaming red hair—and a temper to match!-slwould have been
outstandingly attractive if it weren't for the syl&xpression on her lovely
face. As she stood there in the doorway, her ceas, seductive figure
sketchily clothed in a very brief bikini, it wassato see why Matt was
obviously interested in the girl. And Lois was edanty crazy about him!
Still, why should she care? It was none of her hess, Francesca was
telling herself defiantly as the door of the largaster suite at the front of
the yacht was opened.

'What does one have to do to get a drink on thasrdoat?' Gloria Wagner
demanded aggressively.



Francesca's heart sank as she gazed at the smaafybblonde-haired
woman. Petite, petulant and poisonous—Francescajbiagl to sleep last
night while trying to think of some other suitalagt words beginning with
'p'—Gloria was clearly in gerybad temper.

'l want a neat vodka, and plenty of ice,’ she rdspkacing a trembling hand
on her forehead beneath the large white heateddi&ers. 'Someone should
have warned me about those lethal rum punches,adbded, throwing
Francesca a vicious look as if it were the Engljsbs fault that she had a
heavy hangover.

'l feel a bit rough, too,' Lois admitted. 'l guddisjust have some mineral
water—uwith lots of ice.’

Francesca tried not to show her dismay. Calvin $&d the ice machine
wasn't working. In fact, it had been acting up th@roughly temperamental
way ever since the Wagners had come aboard. Jeishore thing for Gloria
to complain about, she thought wearily before rigllthe two women that
she'd get them their drinks as soon as possible.

'See that you do. God—I hate this damn boat!" @lsnapped, going back
into her cabin and slamming the door loudly bethed—an action closely
followed by Lois.

In the galley, staring glumly at the ice machine-hich was obstinately
refusing to work properly— Francesca wondered, footthe first time,
whether she wasn't having to pay too high a pocéhfe London art gallery.
She wouldn't wish Gloria and Lois on her worst epleAnd it really wasn't
her fault that she couldn't seem to get on withotier two women. She had
tried to be friendly, but had simply given up iretiflace of their quite
extraordinary antagonism.

During the brief period when Lois had been actingai slightly more
friendly way towards her, she'd told Francesca shatwas the daughter of
Ben and his first wife, who had died when the @ik a teenager. Since Ben
clearly adored his daughter—although he had, wnfately, spoilt her
rotten—it wouldn't have been surprising if the didd resented her new
stepmother, Gloria. However, somewhat surprisintjgy seemed to get on



like a house on fire. Maybe because they wereike,dfrancesca thought
glumly, irritably banging the ice machine with r@enched fist. She hadn't
been surprised to learn that Lois had been a wergessful model. But, on
the other hand, nor had she been surprised wheothlee girl had added,
'‘But | gave it up, honey. It was all so boring.' Mhmay well have been
true, but Francesca suspected that Lois hadn'tddd@erto maintain the strict
self-discipline required by that exacting professio

However, there was one thing about which she hadaubts: Lois was
clearly anxious to become Mrs Matt Sinclair. Anghnfi the way he was
flirting with the girl—not to mention putting hisra around her at every
conceivable opportunity!—it looked as though Loiasathe girl to whom
Matt had said he was expecting to get engaged. goadl luck to him!
Francesca thought grimly. Because she'd never medra bad-tempered,
spoilt and sulky girl in all her life.

Gritting her teeth and swearing violently under hezath, Francesca gave
the machine another hefty thump. '‘Come on, youebraian't you give me
more than one lump of ice every twenty minutes@'vgas snarling in acute
frustration when she nearly jumped out of her skith shock as a hard, firm
hand suddenly gripped her shoulder.

it's supposed to be the first sign of madness wymn start talking to

yourself," a voice drawled sardonically in her éginoring her startled gasp,
Matt placed a hand on her other shoulder. 'Bubif'ye gone so far out of
sight that you're now holding conversations wittcmaery. . .well—I guess
there's no hope for you!

Francesca's lips tightened with annoyance as hisdensual laugh seemed
to echo around the small galley. It was absolutegdddening the way he
always seemed to catch her off guard—and appareratking an utter fool
of herself.

'l can't get this stupid machine to work,' she gabaut angrily.

'‘Maybe if you tried cleaning it out and changing fiiter you might have
some success,' he pointed out in an irritatingiyditone of voice.



'Nobody has ever said anything about having to lagyuclean out that
machine,' she grumbled, before realising that Blathds were still on her
shoulders— and that she was effectively trappedhbystrong, muscular
body standing so closely behind her. 'Why— er—widnd you tell me
about the. . .the filter, and having to clean i@ slemanded breathlessly,
then quickly turned around and tried to push hinayaw

And then she discovered that she had just madave gnistake.

The heat of his skin seemed to be scorching theagpalf her hands, her
fingers trembling amid the dark curly hair on herd chest as she stared
bemusedly up in to his face.

'What. . .what are you doing in here?' she demahdsekily.

'What aml doing in here?' he echoed,' raising a dark cymgabrow as he
stared down at her silently for a moment. ‘Howaottdinary!" he added with
a grim smile, his fingers tightening menacinglyr@an slim shoulders. 'l was
under the impression that | owned this yacht—buglmeayou know better?’



CHAPTER SIX

FRANCEScA stared glumly up at the tall, broad- shouldergdre looming
over her.

Matt was quite correct, of coursewashis boat, and it had been stupid of
her to question his presence in the galley. Buethe&as no need for him to
have crept up on her like that. Anddhefinitelyshouldn't be walking around
this yacht wearing nothing but that shockingly btmwvel about his slim
hips, she thought distractedly, trying to tearéys away from the sight of
so much bare tanned flesh.

She'd been horrified to discover—when they'd ledt anchorage at Prickly
Bay and it was far too late to do anything abouithiat Matt was sleeping in
the cabin next to hers, at the rear of the schodwerthat she'd ever heard
anything from him, of course, other than the ocwaali sounds of a drawer
being opened, or a cupboard door being slammed Ahahe same. . .

Francesca knew that she was probably being ridislyoapprehensive.
However, she was finding it very disturbing, whér gell exhausted into
bed each night, to know that he was lying justdtieer side of the flimsy
wooden partition. And, even though she'd taken yeyeecaution when
using the small bathroom— which they had to shatk ®ach other—she
couldn't expect to avoid him forever.

‘No water?'
'What. . .?' She raised her head, gazing up airhounfusion.

Matt gave an exasperated sigh. 'l want to kmdw| can't have a shower.
What's happened to all the water?'

She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to igtioeetanned male chest
only inches away from her face. Unfortunately, saleshe stopped
breathing, it was proving impossible not to absti® musky masculine
scent of his cologne mingling with the aroma ofdwa warm skin. Taking

a deep breath, she made a determined effort tdprgelf together.



if. . .um. . .if there isn't any fresh water it'stining to do with me," she
muttered huskily, staring fixedly at a spot welthe right of his tall figure.

'l thought I told you, and Calvin, to run the ergfor two hours—while Ben
and | were snorkelling?' he queried coldly.

'Yes, but--'

'‘And | distinctly remember explaining to you—mokeah once!—that the
main purpose of the exercise was to run the dedadm outfit, as well as
charging the batteries.’

She bristled, feeling her cheeks flushing at tharghcaustic sting in his
voice.

'Yes” you gave us your orders," she snapped, quickhing her head to
glare up at him with stormy blue eyes. 'And, yeslvd and | were all set to
carry them out.'

'So—why didn't you?' he demanded brusquely.
Her face burned as she struggled to keep her temper

'Let's take it from the top, shall we?' she sardugh clenched teeth. 'When
you run the engine, it makes a lot of noise, right?

‘Correct,’ he snapped.

'OK. So when Calvin obeyed your orders and switcitedn—your
girlfriend and her stupid stepmother promptly halolad case of hysterics.
And, if you want to knowwhy they were insisting on total silence, it's
because Lois and Gloria have spent the whole afberfast asleep in their
cabins. If you want to know the truth," she paubedore adding scathingly,
it was the result of pouring all those strong npumches down their throats
at lunchtime. So if you're going to have a row wattyone. . .'her voice
dripped with acid '. . .why don't you have it wittlem?'



'Don't take that tone of voice withe!"he growled angrily, his fingers biting
like talons into her shoulders.

'Well—stop ordering me about like a skivvy. . .'sgfasped, wincing at the
pain he was inflicting on her soft flesh. 'Andand take your hands off
me—you foul bully!

Blind fury at the sheer injustice of the situationwhich she now found
herself gave Francesca a strength she didn't khevpsssessed. Violently
twisting herself away from his tight grip, she dedkout from beneath his
tall figure, quickly running to the other side bktgalley.

Matt spun around to face her. 'You seem to hawgoften that I've bought
your services for the next two weeks. . .’

‘Correction!" she snapped quickly. 'lt's only tveelmore days-thank God!

'So if |—or anyone else—give you an order,’ he icad harshly,
completely ignoring her interjection, 'l expect ib be carried
out—immediately!

'Well, you can just take a running jump into thalsshe retorted defiantly.
'l. .. I'm sick and tired of being shouted at bgryone on this yacht! As far
as I'm concerned—those two awful women should hees shot at birth!

He took a threatening step forward, his face areses hard as nails. 'l
won't have you talking about my guests like th&t.dbout time | taught you
a few manners!" he hissed with soft, blood-curdhimgnace.

'Oh, yes—you and who else?' she jeered, her tetmpeow well out of
control. And then, as he began moving purposeftdbyards her, she
quickly decided not to push her luck any furtheneGwift glance at the
grim expression on his face was enough to senddmsdring, as fast as her
legs could carry her, out of the galley and towdndssanctuary of her cabin.

Slamming the door behind her, and breathlesslyingaback against it as
she strove to calm down, Francesca tried to thinatvwshe was going to do



next. She couldn't hide in here forever, of cousgpecially as she was
going to have to see to the barbeque.

At the thought of having to provide yet anotherggartuan meal, Francesca
gave a heavy sigh. Maybe it was the sea air, lrriyeme on the boat seemed
to have the most amazing appetites. Even thingggr&loria, who was
given to quoting the late Duchess of Windsor—'Nonao can be too rich
or too thin'— managed to eat an astonishing amotifbod. And as for
Lois—how did that girl keep her magnificent figure when she algays
raiding the icebox for her favourite chocolate aceam. . .?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of avdraor a cupboard,
being noisily slammed shut in the adjacent cabimd A moment later a fist
banged on the door behind her.

'Francesca!' Matt's deep voice sounded heavy wehate. 'Come out of
there. | want to talk to you.'

'‘Go away!" she shouted back.
'‘Open this door-at once!’

'Get lost!" she yelled, knowing that she was gsitfe for the moment. Matt
might be a hateful man— but at least he wasn'ttype to go around
breaking down doors.

A brief second later she discovered that she hadfertunately—not only
made a grave mistake. . .but that she was alsayampiy, averybad judge
of character.

Matt's simple answer to her defiance was to Idtfoot and drive it hard up
against the flimsy wooden door. His violent actr@sulted in her being
swiftly catapulted across the small room to landagfing on the bed,
winded and gasping for breath.

'How. . .how dare you. . .?' she panted, angrilgbing the swirling cloud of
long ash-blonde hair from her brow as she triesittap.



'How dareyou talk about my guests in such a derogatory fashiba?
retorted grimly, his face seemingly carved fromnii@as he stared across at
her, his mouth set in a hard, uncompromising li¥ieu're nothing but the
hired help around here—and don't you forget it!"

'‘Well. . .the "hired help" has just resigned!" skeorted breathlessly, her
heart thudding like a sledgehammer at the menageqted by Matt's tall,
dominating figure.

'Oh, yes. . .?" he drawled ominously, turning tckkihe door shut before
slamming across the small brass bolt, which sheshagidly forgotten to
close when she'd run into the room.

'Yes! I've had enough of youandyour guests!' she threw at him, furiously
struggling to free herself from the loose bedshesich seemed to have
become entangled with her limbs. 'I'm getting bi§ tboat at the next port of
call. And there's nothing you can do about it!

He leaned casually back against the door. 'l cap gbu getting the art
gallery you've set your heart on— or had you faegotabout that little
item?' he purred dangerously, his lips curving iatsardonic smile at her
continuing efforts to try and extricate herselfnfréhe bedclothes.

'Do what you like—you. . .you rotten blackmaileeesif | care!”

Francesca knew that she sounded childish—and thats$ foolish to
continue to defy him, but she seemed to be in tipeaf a strange force that
was almost compelling her to do so. Of course sta'e about losing the art
gallery. But she was rapidly coming to the con@ughat the price he was
demanding was far too high. And not just in hawmgut up with Gloria and
Lois. It was Matt himself who was increasingly beatiog a far greater threat
to her peace of mind than either of those two awiinen.

Finally managing to throw aside the sheet, sheddifanoticed that he must
have used those few' minutes—before charging iatachbin—to put on a
pair of faded blue denim shorts. Clinging tightly his slim hips and
powerful, muscular thighs, they wereot an improvement on that
disgracefully small towel he'd been wearing. Whulda't the man clothe



himself in something more. . .well, something neugable? He ought to be
ashamed of being seen in anythiogte so outrageously sexy! Her cheeks
grew hot as she realised the direction her conftismaghts were taking.

'‘And I'm not having a half-baked mutiny ony ship!" Matt was saying
harshly, as she made a determined effort to ighestrong masculine
appeal.

'Well, that's just too bad," she muttered, finatignaging to sit up on the
bed—a task made harder by the soft, springy mattned the gentle sway of
the boat, 'because I'm not taking any more fronseéhtovo damn prima
donnas!" she added firmly.

'Keep your voice down!" he growled, casting a quitknce at the open
hatch above them. 'There's no need to tell evergongeck all about your
trifling complaints.'

‘Trifling. . .?" she cried, ignoring his terse warning. 'Efg/ou paid me a

thousand dollars a day to look after them-still wouldn't be enough,’ she
told him bitterly. "Come here. . .go there. . .'ddn't seem to have a
moment's peace and quiet. It's a complete mirdae Itever manage to
produce a meal on time!'

'Have you quite finished?' he enquired coldly.

'‘No-"I certainly haven't!" she snarled, quicklyrsteng up as she finally
managed to place her feet on the floor.

‘You've gotno idea what it's like trying to cope with them,' stentinued
angrily. 'Every time your girlfriend announces tlae's going to wash her
hair | have to dash off and fill all the saucepasgjuickly as | can—because
that's the end of any fresh water for at leasthaars. And you can bet your
bottom dollar thatmmediatelyLois has drained the tankdear Gloria will
start shouting because she hasn't got any cold veatkink!"

'I'm not interested in--'



'Yes—I knowyou're not "interested",' she raged. "The great Biaclair is

far too busy giving the orders around here to hothmself about how
they're supposed to be carried out! she addethdypiher temper by now
well out of control. 'Well, when you marry Lois ydibetter make sure that
you've got aeally good supply of water at hand. Because, when stidete

to wash her hair, | caguaranteghat she's going to drain a thousand-gallon
tank—in five seconds flat!'

Francesca's temper was not improved as she sawrb@l shoulders
shaking with amusement.

'‘Well, well. . .!" he murmured, walking slowly toves her. it doesn't sound
as though you like Lois very much, hmm?'

‘That—er—that isn't the point. . ." She gulped pesly, restrained by the
edge of the bed from being able to back away fresnadvancing figure.
'‘Although | suppose Lois isnduite as bad as ghastly Gloria. But you do
seem to be getting the message—at last!' she adtietieavy sarcasm.

'Oh, yes, I'm getting the message, all right." ldeega low, sensual laugh
which sent her heart thumping in ¢ a crazy unetgthm. '"You're obviously
green with jealousy.'

'Me? Jealous of Lois. . .?" Francesca gave aésiitiek of laughter, which
even in her own ears sounded far too false and. &dtiy on earth should |
be jealous? I'm sure you twamnderfulpeople fully deserve each other,’ she
ground out furiously as he came to a halt in fiater trembling figure.

'So—you approve of my marriage to Lois, do youXifavled softly.

Matt didn't move as he stared silently down at IBart all at once the
atmosphere in the small, confined cabin seeme@d¢orbe highly charged
with an unmistakable sexual tension. The fury amgea seemed to drain
from her body, her mouth becoming suddenly drytaedlood pounding in

her veins as she was swept by an overpowerindlytatazy urge to throw

herself into his arms. A mad impulse which she #yviind ruthlessly

crushed without mercy.



'l really couldn't care less who you marry,' shid sa firmly as she could.
'Really. . .?" he murmured.

'Yes, really,' she retorted flatly, ignoring theakig scepticism in his voice.
'So why don't you go and entertain your girlfriesndhe saloon? I'm sure
she'll be glad to see you—and maybe you can maggisome ice from

somewhere,’ Francesca added, marvelling at thetliatther voice was
managing to sound so cool and steady as she triedge past him towards
the door.

'‘Oh, no—you're not going to escape me that easily!

His rapid movement gave her no time to escape. Whht seemed the
speed of light, she found herself imprisoned withia arms, her breasts
crushed against his hard bare chest.

Instinctively she jerked violently away from hinhet force of her action
sending them both sprawling sideways, down on ¢obigd. While she lay
dazed from her involuntary action and its consegegnMatt seemed to
have no such problem. Swiftly rolling over to graér wrists, he forced
them back over her head, pinning her to the softress.

‘Let me go! she cried.

'Not until you agree to remain on this yacht," hended, staring down into
her stormy blue eyes. 'You're going to keep todetract you signed—
right?’

'Wrong!" she panted breathlessly.

'l think you're making a great mistake,' he mockedtly, quickly moving to
cover her slim frame with his body.

‘Get away from me!' she screeched, finding hersmtlessly trapped by the
heavy weight of the figure lying across her owne Shas desperately
twisting to try and free herself when she reali$eain the darkening gleam



in his glinting green eyes and the sudden hardeoirtge thighs pressing
her so closely to the bed, that her struggling bodyg exciting him.

‘There's no need to hurry with your answer," hemnued, his deep voice as
smokily seductive as the hand which was now mosiag/ly down over the
soft flesh of her arm to encircle her full breast.

'No!" she gasped huskily as his fingers brushetliamgly over the swollen
peak, her heart starting to ' beat with a slowyiheahoking thud.

It was no good continuing to try and defy him, sbalised with dismay.
There was no way she could escape—and she was egvwning to feel

frightened by the way her body was trembling imptive response to his
touch.

'OK—OK, I give in,' she gulped breathlessly. LIl keep to your damned
contract. Now, please. . .please let me go,’ shgdzk

'Why should I? Maybe | prefer to—er—entertain dfgend in here,’ he
drawled with soft menace.

'I'm not your girlfriend," she spat angrily, makiaglast-ditch attempt to
wriggle out from beneath him. It achieved nothiag,he clasped her head
more firmly, winding his fingers through her longih

'l could be persuaded to change my mind," he bedathickly.

'l thought you said that. . .that you wouldn't aneaf sullying yourself with
second-hand goods. . ." she accused him bittedgllmg his cruel words on
her first night in Grenada.

'So | did," he murmured, his fingers tighteninghtold her head firmly
imprisoned beneath him. 'And yet—even though | kivavat you are—I
still find you very. . .very desirable.’

'Well, 1 don't want or desire you. Save your "etamment” for Lois. I. . .
I'm simply not interested!" she gasped, knowing e was lying through
her teeth as her quivering figure was filled witfamiliar sick excitement.



She couldn't seem to tear her eyes away from highmswept by a deep
longing to feel the hard, sensual lips pressedetya® her own. Her heart
was beating so fast that her ears seemed to éé Wlith its drumming. Oh,
lord—what was happening to her?

'Please. . .please let me go,' she pleaded huskily.

'No chance!" he breathed thickly, his eyes growstaudy beneath their
heavy lids as he lowered his dark head towards her.

'l. .. I hate you!" she exclaimed helplessly.

'Oh, darling Francesca! What a rotten little limuyare!" He gave a husky
bark of laughter as he buried his face in her faagcloud of blonde hair.

He was right, she acknowledged with despair. Emerye-end in her body
seemed to be tingling with excitement, evokingsposse it was impossible
to resist as his mouth trailed down over her fladsbkeeeks to brush and
tantalise her trembling lips.

A deep knot of tremulous desire flared into pulsgtlife as she found

herself responding blindly and urgently to the s¢inss engendered by the
touch of his warm mouth, moving softly and sensualter her own. Her

arms slid up about his neck, her lips parting iontdrily under the delicate
pressure, allowing him to slowly and erotically sar the soft moistness
within.

Matt's husky murmur of satisfaction at her actiath nothing to help her
resistance. She seemed powerless to prevent hémalfwelcoming the

demanding possession of his deepening kiss, tlempotgency of the hard
male figure pinning her to the mattress. Her brieathpleas for him to stop
became inaudible moans beneath the melting swetiiessoft seduction
of his lips.

A shudder shook his tall frame, a deep groan bngalkom his throat at the
innocent provocation of her body, now moving setigieneath him as she
blindly responded to his increasing ardour.



Since they were totally absorbed by the white-hedthof their mutual
desire, it was some moments before they becamesasfan approaching
danger.

'Franchesca. . .? Wherés that damn girl? Fraohesca. . .?"

Frozen into momentary paralysis by the sound ofri&Gk loud, strident
voice in the passageway outside the cabin, Francesadd feel the blood
draining from her face and body. Shocked and ceafushe was aware of
Matt releasing her, swearing violently under hisdbth as he rolled away
across the bed. but it wasn't until the urgendyi®fow, hissed warning, 'For
God's sake—move it!' penetrated the mists in heiedlanind that she
realised they were only a hair's breadth away framdisastrous
confrontation.

A quick mental picture of Gloria—foaming at the miown finding Lois's
future husband irsucha compromising situation—was enough to send
Francesca scrambling quickly off the bed. Despbratging to control the
weak trembling in her legs, and frantically tuckimgr blouse back into her
shorts, she rushed blindly towards the door. Unfately, she had hardly
taken more than a few steps across the small caberm she cannoned into
Matt's tall, broad- shouldered figure and—once gahe found herself
tumbling backwards down on to the bed.

'Franchesca. . .? | know you're hiding in there," Gloriasice rasped
venomously as she banged on the door. 'Let matrerce!’

It was just like being in the middle of a Frenchhcly Francesca thought,
almost choking on a bubble of hysterical laughgeslze tried to drag herself
off the soft, springy mattress. It was only the rabwof a fist beating
imperiously on the door, and the sight of Matt'sdus expression as he
roughly hauled her to her feet, that brought hekla earth with a bump.

Following a swift glance at her clearly overwrougshaking figure, Matt

quickly decided to take matters into his own hantfsyou make a

noise—I'll kill you!" he whispered savagely in hear, before pushing her
roughly into a corner of the small room.



'Francesca—what's going on?' Gloria was demandirtigeabolt was drawn
back. 'Well—er—well. . .hi there!" the older womexclaimed as the door
opened a few inches to disclose Matt's tall figure.

Holding her breath, and hidden from sight in thekspace behind the door
where he had so roughly pushed her a moment bdfoaacesca couldn't
see what was going on. But there was no mistakiegbewilderment in
Gloria's voice.

'l thought. . .well, | mean. . .isn't this Frana@saabin? | really could have
sworn. . ." Her voice trailed away.

'No," Matt said firmly. 'I'm afraid you're mistake@loria. Francesca's room
is next door."'

'‘Are you sure?' the older woman queried sharplforbegiving a slightly
embarrassed laugh. 'Of course, I'm sure it reapur cabin, Matt. Only it
does seem strange. You see, | just happened tohsze yesterday, because
| was. . .um. . .looking for a book I'd lent thelgand. . .’

'We changed rooms late last night," he told herfiat, bored tone of voice.
'Francesca claimed the noise of the anchor beisgdand lowered was
keeping her awake.'

What an amazing tissue of lies! Francesca toldeffergluctantly admiring
Matt's extraordinary power of total invention. Ifdidn't know better I'd
believe him myself! | bet he's had plenty of preetat this sort of bedroom
farce, she thought grimly as she felt Gloria give door a nudge in an effort
to see more clearly into the room.

But Matt's superior strength was clearly more thamatch for the older
woman. 'Did you want anything in particular?' heeged blandly, easily
holding the door close to his tall figure, and @ouning to impede Gloria's
view.

'‘No, dear, nothing very important.' Gloria's voseunded as sugary as
syrup. ‘It was just that Lois and | asked for ankinvell over an hour ago.
And—well, I don't want to say anything unkind abdetr Francesca. . .'



Oh, no? That'll be the day! The younger woman sedwkt her through the
wooden partition.

. . .but she's really pretty hopeless, isn't sk&@tia gave a breathless,
tinkling laugh. 'I'm sure she doesnieanto be so rude, or so unhelpful. .
.even though dear Lois has trisghard to be friendly. But I'd be grateful if
you could have a quiet word with the girl. A litdkeminder that ware your
guests, hmm? It would be sad if Ben had to cuttdfisrvacation on this
yacht because of a little unpleasantness—wouli'she queried sweetly.

'Yes, I'll certainly—er—have a word with her," Matireed smoothly.

'‘Dear Matt—I justknewyou'd see things my way," Gloria purred, before
turning on her heels and walking slowly away.

Francesca waited, holding her breath, until thendoaf Gloria's footsteps
had faded into the distance. And then, as Mattecldbe door, she sagged
with relief against the wall.

'What a really poisonous, vicious woman!" she tatd furiously. 'All that
business about "l just happened to be in herelaadof baloney! She was
just snooping! Not only has Gloriaeverlent me a book— | very much
doubt whether she's ever read one!' Francesca dladeagyh gritted teeth.

"You'd better keep your voice down," Matt told beolly. 'Knowing Gloria,
| expect she's zipped up on deck, and has heressqd to that open hatch
up there right this minute.’

'Since you clearly knoyust how awful the woman is, why on earth do you
put up with her?'

'For Ben's sake, of course,' he drawled.

'‘And for dear Lois's sake—no doubt!" she grated hardigjore she was
suddenly swept by a deep wave of embarrassmerdremde.

How couldshe have allowed herself to somehow become 't etoman'?
To have responded so passionately towards Matpitdelsaving learned



that he was intending to marry Lois? She felt sitk humiliation—and the
mortification of knowing that after her willing sender just now he was
bound to assume that she was his—simply for thegak

'‘Ah, yes—I mustn't forget Lois." Matt smiled sardatly at the furiously
heated, resentful expression on her face beforeangacross the cabin to
open a cupboard door.

‘That'shardlylikely!" Francesca ground out scathingly. She jasabout to
tell him exactly what she thought about a man wilas wo clearly a two-
timing rat of the first order, when she saw thatas removing her clothes
from the cupboard, and throwing them on to the lte¢dy—what do you
think you're doing?' she demanded angrily.

'l may have been stretching the truth, about ouidileg to change rooms,
but--'

'Stretching the truth. .?' She gave a short bark of incredulous, causti
laughter. 'Who are you kidding? You were lying ybead off!'

Matt grinned. 'Yes, I'm afraid | was! However, wewn haven't any
choice—we've got to change cabins.' He shruggdahoW it's a nuisance,
but it's all in a good cause.’

"Your cause—not mine!' she snapped, her blue gyeklmg with rage as
he finished emptying the cupboard, and began teams§ his attention to
the small, built-in chest of drawers. 'And why Isasuch an idiot—helping
you to save your bacon just now—I'll never knowarkly, Matt, you're
nothing but a double-crossing, two-timing, arrogantnaniser!

Infuriatingly, he ignored her outburst, only murnmgrironically, 'l love you
too, sweetheart!" as he pulled out a drawer, tgsspile of frothy underwear
on to the bed.

'l certainlydon't love you!" she hissed through clenched téattd will you
kindly leave my clothes alone?'



'Hmm. . .very nice,' he drawled, holding up a mows pair of ivory silk
and lace panties and matching bra, which she'diion@t George's. ‘These
look expensive.'

'Since you paid for them, I'm happy to tell you ttlthey werevery
expensive!' she retorted, blushing furiously as ghiekly snatched them
from his hands.

Matt gave her a slow, cynical smile, in which cak®k forward to seeing
you in those ridiculous garments—and to removingnthof course!' he
added with a low, husky laugh.

'‘No way!" she blazed, incensed at the sheer aroegaithe man. if you so
much as lay one finger on me, I'll. . . T'll. . "

He raised a dark, sardonic eyebrow, an express$iazyamusement on his
face as she hesitated for a moment. "You'll do—®@/tee mocked.

'OK—I didn't want to make this threat, becausedgen to think that it's a
pretty nasty thing to do to another woman,' she v breathlessly. 'But, if
you force your attentions on me, 1. . . I'll tebhik exactlywhat was going on
before Gloria interrupted us just now.’

"Force my attentions"?' he laughed. 'For a githwiour track record, don't
you think that sounds just a little bit old-fasheal?' he taunted.

The sudden hard, intent glint in his eyes playdwh¥oc with her nervous
system, and she found herself trembling as he begaimg slowly towards
her.

'l suppose it's useless to keep telling you thatven't a track record—of any
kind?' she muttered.

"You're right—it is. However, you are also quitght. . .telling tales would
be a nasty thing to do—and not for the reasonsnyigit suppose,' he told
her with cold, silky menace. 'I'm not worried abdutis— because she
simply wouldn't believe that you're a threat to,hke added with brutal



frankness. 'But it would be the perfect excuse cWitloria is just looking
for, to get Ben off this yacht.’

'l. .. I don't know what you mean,' Francesca aratt, her eyes shifting
warily beneath his fierce gaze as she found hebsalked up against the
wall.

'Didn’t you hear Gloria's final parting shot?' hatgd. 'She's quite capable of
making good the threat—to stop her husband's \@acdiefore it's even
started. And I'm sufficiently fond of Ben to makee that doesn't happen,’
he added grimly.

The hard, determined note in his voice as he lefo@dard sent shivers of
fear running down her spine. It was a warning—# slad needed any such
reminder— of the folly in defying this seeminglyincible man.

Calling on all her reserves of strength, she todleep breath. 'l agree that
Ben's a nice man, and no—I don't want to spoilnubday. But | meant
what | said. If you touch me, ever again,’ she dddwkily,

'I'm going to tell everyone the truth—and to hellhathe consequences!

His icy green eyes bored down into hers for a loagnent. ‘Not touch you?
Like this. . .?" he murmured softly, raising a haadhe pulse thudding
nervously in her throat. 'Or like this. . ." he addn a whisper as his fingers
slid slowly down over her breast, the nipple hamdgrbeneath his expert
touch.

'Don't!" Francesca moaned, helplessly trying taghhim away. 'Why can't
you leave me alone?"

'l don't know why," he told her flatly, his facerflaning into a steel mask.
'Maybe it's a grim joke on the part of fate. Or Im@ayt's just nemesis.' He
shrugged, i only know that, after having arranged schemed to get you on
this yacht, | now find myself caught fast—enmesimeithe very same web |
had woven to catch you.'

'l don't understand what you're talking about,"wh#éed. 'What about Lois?"



'‘As far as you and | are concerned—Lois is totahglevant!" he drawled
coldly.

'How can you be so. . .so cold-blooded and rutRldssancesca cried. She
actively disliked Lois, but she couldn't help bemgpalled at his cavalier
attitude towards the other girl.

He stared at her silently for a moment, beforamgia harftt to gently tuck a
stray coil of hair behind her ear. His lips twistatb a bitter smile as she
flinched and trembled at the feel of his fingershen skin.

'It's very simple," he said quietly. 'l want you—ddive had to face the fact
that Imusthave you. That's all there is to it.'

"You're crazy! she whispered, suddenly feelingy&tghtened by the flat,
hard note of certainty in his deep voice. 'l. .méant what | said. | don't
want--'

'Oh, but you do!" Matt gave a harsh bark of craeghter before turning to
stride across the cabin towards the door. 'Youmgmulames every time |
touch you. Believe malarling,’ he taunted, 'I've had a lot of experience with
women, and your body is telling me the truth—evigrou aren't capable of
doing so!

And then he was gone, only the sound of his sacdtmighter echoing
faintly behind him as he ran up the rear compamiag-on to the deck.



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT wAas an almost unbearably hot, sticky night. To Franae$ossing and
turning as she stared wide-eyed up through the bath in her cabin at the
stars twinkling in the dark sky above, it appearede endless. As she
desperately tried to seek oblivion in sleep themrsed nothing she could do
to prevent Matt's cruel, taunting words from rumnirke an evil refrain
through her tired mind.

After their disastrous confrontation, she'd batedg any time to compose
herself before the sheer necessity of feeding tboskoard the yacht had
forced her into the galley. Having to keep a waitl#ye on the steaks
cooking over the hot charcoal, she had successhdigaged to keep well
away from Matt during the barbeque. But she'd kmmrnely conscious of
his hard green eyes flicking dangerously over leevous, trembling figure
throughout the evening.

To add to her problems. . .it had soon become appd#nat Gloria—even
more aggressively demanding than usual—hadn't bagrely convinced
by Matt's glib explanation about the reason whyahe Francesca had
switched cabins. It was also clear that she hadgaaker suspicions on to
Lois. After trying to take no notice of the two ettwomen's bitchy, pointed
remarks, which Matt—the swine!—had blandly ignorédancesca had
been in a state of severe nervous tension.

However, when it came to Lois—pettishly demandiogknow justwhen
she was intending to return to England—Francesaldamly reply with a
brief snort of grim, hollow laughter. It would habeen a pleasure to tell
Lois the truth: that, given evdralf a chance, she'd have happily jumped on
the next plane to London! Unfortunately, the otlget wouldn't have
believed her. . .or the fact that Matt clearly madintention of allowing her
to escape his clutches.

Although it was such a hot and humid night, Fraoaesould feel herself
burning as she recalled the humiliating ease witickv Matt had firmly
squashed her threat of resignation. Her cheekkdtlig the darkness at the
memory of her pathetic lack of resistance whendsfmind herself in his
arms. Even more mortifying had been her frenzieuhhibited response;



the spineless way in which she had so quickly smtad to the force and
power of Matt's practised lovemaking. All these fsolater, her body was
still throbbing with unfulfilled desire, her senselamouring for release
from the excitement engendered by his devastaisyg k

Tossing and turning restlessly throughout the nigbtmented by the
memory of her own weakness, she finally forced diets recognise the
truth: she—who had been so certain, so confidéat, after eight years,
Matt's strong physical attraction no longer hadpgbeer to excite or disturb
her—had been betrayed by her own emotions. Despégything that had
happened in the past—and despite the interveniraysyenothing, it
seemed, could change the feelings she still hadtherman who had
misjudged her so cruelly. And Matt wasll continuing to view her as if
through the wrong end of a telescope, She remihdesklf miserably.

However, it was almost a relief to admit the trtwhherself at last. She'd
fought tooth and nail against acknowledging the, faat this fiery ecstasy
and despair, this burning, passionate desire sicy¢hrough her trembling
limbs could be nothing else but love. Matt had begint. Shedid go up in
flames whenever she was near him. And yes. .deheant him—now and
for always. But, if she was prepared to acknowletigeruth about her own
emotions, she had no illusions about his. Matt iinggmt her—he had even,
with chilling determination, said that meusthave her—but he'd only been
speaking in a purely sexual context. His refereiachis experience with
other women had, unfortunately, made that quitarclas far as she could
see, the verb 'to love' didn't seem to form pahisfocabulary ; Matt might
have decided to marry Lois, but it was obvious treadidn't love her either.

Francesca felt totally exhausted by the traumatents of the day, and yet
the blessed relief of sleep continued to evade &ke couldn't seem to
prevent herself from thinking about Matt and Ldisyr imagination running
riot with tortuous images of their two naked figsi@osely entwined. Was
he, in fact, making love to the other girl in habm right this very minute?

Racked with pain and jealousy, she rolled over doyther head in the
pillows, her slender body shaken by deep sobstafrbwretched misery and
desolation.



Francesca woke up the next morning feeling teribteed and morose; her
depression wasn't helped by a headache, which hbgasbing as soon as
she lifted her head from the pillow. However, aftgquinting down at her
watch and seeing that it was a few minutes pasrseiclock, she knew it
was no good thinking that she could lie here farea little longer. Not only
would Gloria go up the wall if she didn't get hsual huge breakfast, but the
dreaded ice machine was still waiting to be takeartaand cleaned.

Flinching at the pain in her head, she swung hgs tdf the bed, dragging
herself over to the chest of drawers. It had betlwough nuisance to have
to change cabins—just one more black mark to sehdagainst Matt, she
thought grimly. However, by the time she'd showetaklen some aspirins
and put on another of the outfits she'd bought iG&orge's—a pair of pale
blue, light cotton shorts and a matching sleeveleshirt—Francesca was
beginning to feel marginally better.

Dragging a brush through her long, tangled hae,shdied her image in the
mirror. Where, she wondered, was the girl who haged in Grenada with
such high hopes? Was it possible that this tiretiltg creature, gazing so
wearily back at her, was one and the same persnoly?a@ew days ago she'd
felt full of life and confidence, excitedly lookirfgrward to owning her own
art gallery in Bond Street. Now, staring at the-rechmed eyes and the
distraught, nervously apprehensive expression engiii's pale face, she
totally failed to recognise herself.

What a truly awful, disastrous can of worms thig to the Caribbean was
turning out to be. Howould she be so foolish as to be still in love with
Matt? It was a question which she had asked heiselfedulously
throughout the long, hot night. And even now, asghn began to rise up
well over the horizon, she still hadn't found aswaer.

At least during the run-up to breakfast she coddire of some peace and
quiet, she thought gratefully, walking through itb@ galley and tying an
apron around her slim waist. And, she reasonedeveliiggling to mend the
ice machine, having to be active must surely beeb#tan lying down in her
cabin feeling sorry for herself. In fact, simiststop being so spineless. That



Matt could never reciprocate her love might wedtreethe end of the world

to her—and, oh, yes,did\+—but common sense said that of course it wasn't.
Given time, she was bound to get over him. . . \\&le'd simplyhave to,
wouldn't she? she told herself, savagely beatirg liatter for Ben's
pancakes.

As the aspirins began to take effect and the pagndiche in her head
slowly began to subside, Francesca found herskftatihink more clearly
about her dire situation. Try as she might, shddcthink of no avenue of
escape from Matt—certainly not until the end ofstleruise. Even wild
schemes, such as jumping ashore at the first aputyt failed to stand up
to more than a moment's contemplation. Matt hadertakher
passport—goodness knows where he'd put it—andveo, ieshe managed
to get off the boat and make her way to one okthall island airports, she
still wouldn't be able to leave the Caribbean.

It was an impasse to which she still hadn't fouredanswer by the time that
the others on the yacht were assembling in thesdlar breakfast. In fact,
the only firm resolution she'd come up with wast tlas far as Matt was
concerned, sheustappear totally cool, calm and collected. It wasnich
of a defence. . .in fact it was pretty pathetibut she was determined not to
give Matt the satisfaction of knowing that she Wwasiing up with love and
desire for him. She didn't have much left—but site a least have her
pride!

'Oh, my Gawd! What on earthtisat?' Gloria exclaimed, as Francesca put a
plate down in front of Ben.

'It's rum banana pancakes,’ Ben told his wife firrtAnd, before you start
giving this sweet girl a hard time,' he added beliently, before smiling up
at Francesca, 'l may as well tell you that | patidy asked her to cook
them for me this morning. OK?"

Francesca, who had briefly closed her eyes inigation of an hysterical
outburst from Gloria, was amazed when the older amomerely murmured,
'Oh. . .well, in that case. . . | guess | may alt isgesome too.'



Although Ben looked easygoing, it was clear thairfalwasn't prepared to
push her husband around the way she did everysee\Which must make
Ben just about unique, Francesca told herself waaligt

"You can make some more for me as well,' Lois k&ldfrom the end of the
table, where she was sitting next to Matt. And flggving the English girl a
simpering, malicious smile, she added, 'Matt andd quite a lot of. . .um. .
.exercisdast night, didn't we, honey? So | guess that'g ine got such a
hugeappetite this morning!

As Lois's throaty suggestive laugh raftg aroundrtieen, Francesca threw a
stricken glance down the table at the grim, tangdiof Matt's face. His hard,
glittering emerald eyes met hers for a heart-stoppnoment, before they
both looked quickly away.

'I. .. I'll just go and—er. . ." Francesca mumbl@etermined not to have to
listen to whatever reply Matt had been going to epas she hurried back
into the galley.

She wasn't going to think about Matt and Lois'sablodies lying together
in the other girl's cabin last night—no, siwasn't Francesca told herself
fiercely. However, it took all the strength at kemmand to force herself to
return to the saloon with a fresh batch of pancakedunately for her peace
of mind, it seemed that the conversation had mawefdom Matt and Lois's
nocturnal sexual activities.

As she tried to concentrate on forcing some bultévast and marmalade
down her own throat, Francesca became aware thsthbad decided she'd
had enough of Grenada.

'l don't see why we can't go somewhere else,' tiher girl was saying in a
petulant voice. 'I'm sure Dad would love to do saed sailing—wouldn't
you?' She turned to smile winsomely at her father.

'Sure, anything you say, honey,' Ben agreed, beforking at Francesca as
he poured some more rum sauce on his banana pancake



'Well—there you are, then.' Lois glanced triumphaat Matt. 'How about
Mustique? Gloria and | can't wait to go there.dtisds such an amazing
place—a really fun island. In fact, I'm sure | renter reading somewhere
that Mick JaggeandDavid Bowie have both built houses there too!

'Hmm. . . | hear there are some divine parties—Ilyba able to wear all
those lovely clothes you bought," Gloria chimedemthusiastically. 'And
don't forget that it's got sort of royal connectiaas well." She turned to
Francesca. 'Your Princess Margaret spends herayslithere, doesn't she?'

'l don't honestly know. . .’

Lois gave an incredulous, caustic laugh. 'What do gnean, you "don't
know"? Youmusthave read the gossip columns!

'Why should 1?' Francesca retorted icily. 'FranKiye got better things to do
with my time,' she added, deciding that she wasifetb the back teeth with
Matt's stupid girlfriend.

'‘Well—really!" Lois stiffened, tossing back her red hair with amgry
gesture, her eyes flashing dangerously down tHe &b-rancesca.

'l think we ought to wait a day or two,' Matt intened smoothly. 'I'm not
very happy about the weather, which looks justttée ltoo overcast and
windy. It can be a bit tricky sailing between hermed the next island,
Carriacou—and even then it's another thirty or desio Mustique.’

is that all?' Gloria exclaimed, it sounds like eendlay's sail to me.'Matt gave
her a sardonic smile. 'Not when the sea is as rasghsuspect it may well
be!’

'Rough seas. . .?"' Oh, well—mayberitd such a good idea, after all," Gloria
murmured, clearly beginning to have second thougbtait the project.

'Oh, pleasedo say we can go, Matt," Lois cried, ignoring hepstether's
sudden qualms. 'l thought this cruise was goingetdun. But we haven't
gone anywhere—or done anything. | mean. . .it'saoring! she moaned,



fluttering her long dark eyelashes up at Matt aspghced a hand pleadingly
on his arm.

He gazed down at her for a moment with an inscletakpression on his
face, and then shrugged his broad shoulders. \@&lk—but don't say |
didn't warn you that it may be a rough ride," hewded as he rose to his feet.
'l think I'd better get Calvin to run a check om tngine, just in case it's
needed,' he added, before leaving the saloon.

'Hey—how about a cuppa coffee?’ Calvin asked, pyittis head around the
door of the galley some two hours later. 'The laas$ happy with the starter
motor, and working on that engine sure is thirsoykd

'Yes, of course,' Francesca said quickly, turnmgrin at the man, whose
face seemed to be covered with streaks of gra&seld you like something
to eat? How about a cheese sandwich?' she addezkroed that he wasn't
feeding himself properly.

Calvin, who always stayed on deck guarding the ibdle Matt was below,
took his meals in the galley. 'No problem!" he'dl terancesca when she'd
guestioned the arrangement. 'l reckon you meetstariclass of person in
this kitchen, anyway!" A remark which had reduckdm both to fits of
laughter.

‘Yeah, | reckon | could murder a cheese sandwhehtbld her now. '‘And |
wouldn't mind one of those ' small pizzas you miwgeother day if there's
any left in the freezer.'

'No problem!" she told him with a grin, suddenlgliging that, with Calvin
on board, maybe the rest of the cruise wouldndlbdoom and gloom.

Having made the basic preparations for lunch, Fesce remembered that
she hadn't yet changed the linen in the guest rodmthis sort of hot
climate, fresh sheets and towels every day wereist.mPlthough how she
would have coped without the small washing-machime tumble-drier she
had no idea.



Carrying a pile of linen through the saloon, tovsaBen and Gloria's large
cabin at the front of the yacht, she was halteldeintracks by the sound of
Matt's voice.

'‘Just a minute, Francesca,' he called out from evhersat in front of the
chart table, set in an alcove of the large room.

Clutching the sheets and towels closely to hertehess if to ward off the
evil eye—she walked reluctantly and slowly towahis. The table was
covered with navigation charts, some rolled up @bihers lay flat on the
desk. As well as the normal VHF radio, with whiclattkept in touch with
his larger yachtall Street lland their various ports of call around the
island, there was also a bewildering array of videens. Matt certainly
believed in the application of high tech on hishtashe thought, looking
bemusedly at a coloured screen, which seemed sbd&ing some sort of
radar plotting system.

Matt spun around on his swivel chair, staring f@me moments at the girl
standing nervously before him. 'Did you eat anyakfast?' he asked
abruptly.

'No. . .no, | didn't,’ she muttered, frowning stighat him in puzzlement.
Whatever she'd thought he might be going to sageritainly hadn't been
about her appetite! 'Well. . .only a slice of to&ghy?'

'l wasn't joking about the first part of the voyageing a bit rough,' he

explained. 'lI've just heard a weather report on rdio, and they've

announced that there's a tropical depression wskasied winds of up to

thirty-five knots and a rainstorm coming our wallé shrugged, it's

certainly not dangerous— although Kick ‘'em Jenmymr@duce a nasty sea,
particularly if the tide is running east—whichst'i

'Kick 'em Jenny. . .?"
He turned back towards an open chart lying ondbé&t Pointing a brown

finger at a small collection of islands off the thocoast of Grenada, he said,
'Strong currents, eddies and rip-tides swirl aroamdl between these



islands. Kick 'em Jenny is the most northerly aral, though small, it can
kick up a nasty sea. Hence the name!' he addedavgtin.

Interested despite herself, Francesca leaned fdrieagaze down at the
navigation chart, which she found bewilderingly emad in a mass of lines
and circles. 'Why do you get swirling currents #®ishe asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. 'There are the norraalgeents, of course, but
what gives this area a particular interest is tinvate's an underwater volcano
here, off the Sisters." Once again he pointed atntlap, indicating three

small dots to the left of the clutch of islands.

'Is it dangerous?"

'‘No, not really. But, as | said, it is likely to lbeugh sailing for a while.

Especially with this depression on its way. Sodught I'd better warn you
that, since you aren't used to boats and saillmgyetis a chance of your
being seasick. Although not having eaten too maithesakfast should stand
you in good stead.'

'Well—er—thank you for warning me,' she mutteredrpsised by his
unexpected kindness and concern.

Realising that she must get on with her work, sineed away, only to be
stopped as he reached up and caught hold of hewelb

‘Just a minute,' he said. 'We've still got a lothifigs to thrash out between
us.'

'I. .. I'm far too busy,' she muttered, tryingug herself away from his firm
grasp. 'Please, Matt—let me go,’ she pleaded asstbed up, still
maintaining his grip on her arm.

‘There have obviously been far too many misundedstgs between us. So,
when we get to Mustique, | intend to have a lorrgpss talk to you," he said
firmly.



'Oh, yes?' Her soft lips tightened. 'As far as domcerned, you've already
said—and done—quite enough! Why don't you just eatrate on dear
Lois?' she added waspishly. 'From what she saibregikfast, you both
seemed to have had a great "conversation” latenlght'He gave her a
mocking grin. 'l can assure you that, despite W& might say, we merely
had a cool dip in the sea before retiring to our—separate cabins.'

'What you did or didn't do is a matter of supremgifiference to me,’ she
said woodenly, trying to ignore the tall figure fomg over her.

'Really?’ A small amused smile played about hsdip he gazed down at her
flushed cheeks and trembling figure. 'However, &ntavhat | said just now.
It's important that you and | spend some time togret

'In your bed, | suppose?’ she rasped angrily.

'l certainly hope so!" He gave a low rumble of said laughter as he pulled
her closer to his tall figure. 'Maybe ralt the time, but--'

'No way!" she gasped, struggling to free hersdie Sould feel her bones
melting at his close proximity, the touch of hisotéingers as he put his
hand beneath her chin, tilting her head up towhnais

His glittering emerald eyes bored down into hens she felt as though her
brain were being probed by a sharp, icy-cold s¢afiee was suddenly and
startlingly aware of the faint flush beneath hisniad skin, stretched tightly
over his high cheekbones and formidable jaw, thel@ensuality of his lips.

'Don't try and fool me—or yourself," he told herftgo although it was
impossible for her to miss the underlying thread amenace in his quite
voice. 'This is neither the right time, nor thehtigplace. But it doesn't alter
the fact thayyouwant me—and | fully intend to have you!'

'You. . .you arrogant swine!' she cried, beforerimgethe sound of footsteps
beginning to descend the companion-way which laesindmto the saloon.
Furiously tearing her arm away from his slackergng, she bolted towards
Gloria's cabin. 'T'll see you in hell first!" shes$ed through clenched teeth,
before' quickly slamming the door behind her.



Unfortunately, her Parthian shot did not achiesaitn. Her ears seemed to
be filled with the rumble of his sardonic laughtdearly audible through the
closed door. As her trembling legs gave way benkathshe sank down on
to the bed, the frantic hammering of her heart ibgad loud tattoo
throughout her quivering body.

'Cast off for'ard! Raise the mainsail!'

Francesca climbed up into the main cockpit at #ae of the yacht, carrying
some cans of beer and a large plate of sandwiélasing them carefully
down on the top of a locker, she leaned againssittes of the hull, gazing
over at Matt's tall figure.

Staring at the long brown legs and bronze cheteofnan who was wearing
only a pair of brief white shorts, she could feel Imeart give a sudden
sickening lurch. He looks. . .he looks magnificeatle acknowledged
reluctantly to herself, watching silently as heost@asily balanced on the
rear deck, calling out his commands in a loud,cstixvoice that demanded
immediate obedience.

After giving herself a strong talking to, Francebea convinced herself that
if she didn't keep overreacting to Matt he mighths®p trying to wind her
up. And, with a possibly dangerous storm aheaterht she was just going
to have to put her private feelings on the backeufor the time being.

Although their departure had been originally tiniedmid-morning, there
had been a long delay because of problems witengee. 'We may need
it—if only to get us out of trouble,’ Matt had anmeed, firmly refusing to
abandon his careful preparations, despite thermaaitpressure from Lois to
do so.

Unlike her stepdaughter, Gloria had become incnghsi nervous
throughout the morning. Both she and Francescadiah heed of Matt's
dire warnings about the weather and, like FranceSt@ia clearly wasn't
looking forward to the voyage. It was only the tgbuof arriving at the



up-market island of Mustique—and being able to shbulders with some
of its jet-set inhabitants—that was keeping hengpshe'd confided.

'‘And no lunch for me," Gloria had added firmly.stithinking about a rough
sea is enough to make me feel queasy.'

Believe me—you're not the only one! Francesca hehlihinking, when
she'd been startled by a shout from up on deck.

'Raise the anchor!

Gloria's cheeks had paled as she'd heard Mattts desembodied voice
calling out instructions on the upper deck andnlléstinct replies from Ben
and Calvin, accompanied by the sound of the heah@&-chain being
wound up into its locker.

'l never wanted to come on this damn cruise—andiVd anythingto be
back on dry land!" the older woman had moaned,ifapkp as Calvin had
put his head through one of the hatches above hieaus.

‘The boss says he wants a whole lot of BLTs andesd®er,’ he'd
announced, before quickly disappearing from sight.

'What on earth's a BLT?' Francesca frowned.

‘A bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich,' Gloriatioédiher, before groaning
aloud at the thought of food and disappearing lvetiocabin.

Standing up on deck now, Francesca was surpriséddderself feeling

sorry for the older woman. Despite the past fewsddyring which Gloria

had made her life a total misery, it was obviowst Ben's wife really was
dead scared of sailing on the open sea. And I'noatnad on it myself, she
thought as she watched the final preparationsdpadure.

To her inexperienced eyes, their exit from the bBagmed chaotic and
confused, but she had no doubt that Matt knew gxatiat he was doing. It
soon became equally clear that he was very muchcéptain of the

boat—and not prepared to brook any interferencesoleaer. He certainly



had Ben's and Calvin's full attention. The two meme obviously working
flat out, as they quickly jumped to attention anstantly complied with his
orders.

'Ease the sheetkEase the sheetMatt bellowed repeatedly as Calvin
struggled to free part of the sail, which had gaight up in the rigging.

'Watch the dinghy!" he shouted to Francesca aganed the engine. And
when she stared at him, nonplussed, she foundih#msest roughly aside.
A second later he was adjusting the long thick nylgpe which lay in the
water betweeisilver Ladyand the small boat floating some yards away.

'For goodness' sake, sit down!" he snapped abbfare leaping to take hold
of the wheel.

'I'm willing to help if I can--'

'Sit down—and shut up!" he barked, quickly turnihg yacht into the wind
before calling out to Calvin, 'That's enough sheet!

'You're just a. . .a damn Captain Ahab,' she grethidinking down on to a
small built-in bench- seat as she recalled Hermavile's book Moby-
Dick, the story of a tragic voyage under the mad, obse&aptain Ahab in
pursuit of a whale. But Matt merely laughed anduséd at Ben to keep a
watch on the dangerous reef off their port bow.

Leaning back and watching the hectic activity &sdlegant schooner began
moving through the water, Francesca began to apeesome people's
mania for boats and the sea. The early clouds baddisappeared, and it
was a wonderfully hot, clear day. As the yacht gettl speed, lightly
skimming over the sparkling blue water, she couldarstand how sailing
might well become an addiction.

'Right—things seem to have calmed down a bit," Idaitti, keeping a hand
on the wheel as he reached down to help himsedf $andwich. 'How is
everyone down below?'



'l haven't seen Lois for a while, and Gloria hasead to her cabin,' she told
him.

‘The best place for her!" he grinned. 'How are fgaling?'
‘Well. . .surprisingly enough, I'm feeling quite OK

She looked around at the peaceful scene. 'Aresyoethat there's going to
be a storm? It seems almost impossible—especigaltiiere isn't a cloud in
the sky.’

He shrugged. 'You can never be certain of anythmthese waters. But if
Radio Antilles is forecasting a tropical depressioaone three—that's the
Windward Islands—it's as well to be prepared. HoaveV can practically

guarantee a rough sea around Kick 'em Jenny. Seeygat about an hour to
serve lunch to the others before taking to your ldedGloria!" he added,

quickly spinning the wheel as Calvin called outymvag about a coral reef
ahead.

'‘Well. . . | suppose I'd better get on with theldag,' she sighed.

Even though it was a bit scary up here on deck—eaasfty the way the
yacht seemed to be tilting dangerously over asimmed across the
waves—she was strangely reluctant to go down belanwthe other hand,
she couldn't think of a good reason to stay up laerelonger. And she
definitelydidn't want Matt to think that she was interestellis company.
‘Just make sure you keep me supplied with plentpfiée and sandwiches,’
he called out as she began making her way dowrthitsaloon.

‘A woman's work is never done—not when there's lg gtaauvinist pig like
you around!" she muttered.

He laughed. 'Ah. . .but you know that you love really!
"No! I certainly donot! she snapped, swearing violently under her bresath a

she stumped into the galley, slamming the louvredr dviolently behind
her.



Kick 'em Jenny more than lived up to its reputatibrancesca had just
finished serving lunch to Ben, Calvin and Lois—@Qrvery sensibly,

having decided to forgo the meal—when the yachabég rise and fall in a
thoroughly alarming manner. However, when she tulaitt up a mug of

coffee—Ilosing half of the liquid before even harglitto him, thanks to the
boat's turbulent motion—she almost wished she haldoge waves were
breaking over the schooner, and she noticed a ldagk cloud on the

horizon.

‘Yes, I'm afraid we're out of luck," Matt said aswhfirmed her worst fears,
which were magnified as she watched him attachfetyshne to a belt
around his waist, clipping the other end to therduail.

it's only a sensible precaution,' he told her siogily. it wouldn't do for the
skipper to be swept overboard—would it?' he addal & short bark of
laughter.

Francesca, for her part, could see no humour igithation. 'For goodness'
sake—do be careful, Matt,' she begged anxioushgidyg tightly to a rail as
a large wave washed over the hull.

'Of course | will," he assured her, seemingly igmpthe cold spray which
had drenched his tall figure. 'l hameintention of going to Kingdom Come
just yet anyway,—and certainly not before I've mie to you!' he added
with a wolfish grin.

You'll be lucky!" she ground out, before flinchimgrvously as another
wave smashed into the cockpit, leaving her almgstet as he was.

'Luck has nothing to do with it! However, | thinkeld better concentrate on
the here and now for the time being.' He gave tsardonic smile. 'l reckon
the storm will hit us in about half an hour—maylesd. So check with
Calvin that all the hatches are well battened daawal then tell him that |
want Ben to * take the wheel while he gives me radhaith reefing in the
sails. Got that?'



'‘Aye, aye, Captain! she muttered through chattering teeth, her body
shivering with the cold—and with fear. 'We. . .we going to be all right,
aren't we?'

'No problem—as Calvin would say!" he grinned. 'Caneg to the Atlantic,
this is a piece of cake.'

It may have been a piece of cake for Matt—but,assaé Francesca was
concerned, the next few hours were sheer, unadtétthell.

Even with the hatches firmly closed against thenstoutside, every time a
wave broke over the bow of the yacht the sound mvagnified so that it
sounded like a heavy sledge-hammer beating aghmsull. Francesca was
frightened almost out of her wits, but she hatelisr no time to dwell on her
fears. The demands of everyone else on board swotosthat!

Ben, who'd been sent below by Matt, primarily tedia brief rest—in case
the storm lasted a long time and he had to take wheel from
Matt—demanded a hot cup of soup before going taden in the spare
cabin, opposite that occupied by Lois. And no sotael she forced herself
to heat up a can of tomato soup—an extremely ditfiftanoeuvre since the
yacht seemed to be going up and down like a lift-emvher attention was
claimed by his wife and daughter.

Gloria, who had already taken to her bed, quicldyegup the ghost, crying
and screaming with hysterics until she began teidlently sick. Lois had

also disappeared into her cabin. Swiftly succumivnthe boat's turbulent
motion, she clung tightly to her bunk, issuing landans and groans until
she became as ill as her stepmother. As the rolugigipg motion of the

yacht increased, Calvin helped Francesca to tiearesg lengths of wide

tape around the two women's comatose figures.

That'll stop 'em rolling off the bunks,' Calvindas he followed her into the
galley, where she began filling a bucket with wateclear up the mess in
the cabins.

'l think they're over the worst," Francesca saidamly brushing the damp
hair from her brow. 'l wish it weren't so hot anifliag down here with all



the hatches closed. How long do you think it wallbdefore we're through the
storm?’

Calvin shrugged his shoulders. 'l ain't sure. Beiiswquite safe with the boss
at the helm.’

'l hope so,' she muttered fervently, bracing hémghinst the sink as the
yacht seemed to rise and then plunge deeply isda. 'How—er--' she
gulped nervously as the boat regained an even'kdaw is Matt? Is he
going to be all right?' She cast a frightened gtamg at the deck above their
heads.

'‘No problem!" Calvin told her reassuringly. "Younddook too bad, either,’
he added, eyeing the girl who, despite her wan, faae surprisingly still on
her feet.

'Don't be fooled—I feehhastly' Francesca told him with a grim smile,
emptying a large amount of disinfectant into thekat. 'Fortunately—or
unfortunately,

depending on how you look at it—I don't seem toehia&d any time to be ill.
If it's not Gloria screaming blue murder, it's Leiho's convinced she's at
death's door,' she said with a sigh, lifting thekmi out of the * small sink
and making her way back to clean up the cabins.

It wasn't until she had done all she could for tileer two women that
Francesca felt she could seek the refuge of heraalbim. Goodness knows
why she hadn't been seasick, she thought, falkhguested on to her bed.
Maybe she had been right when she'd told Calvihgha'd just been too
darn busy to be ill. . .

When she eventually surfaced some hours latersttavdéind the boat lying

calm and still in the water. Expecting to be feglieally dreadful, she was
amazed to find that she didn't. In fact, other tW#shing she could let some
fresh air into the hot, stuffy cabin, she felt rekadbly well. However, as she
obviously hadn't descended to a watery grave, mafieeought to get up
and see if she could help the others?



Miraculously, it seemed possible to have a sholBad luck, Lois—it'amy
turn!" she muttered as she shampooed her hairgbgfoaning with pleasure
beneath the fine needle-spray of cold water. Affesnging into a cool
aguamarine version of the shorts, with their magHi-shirt, that she'd put
on that morning, and thoroughly brushing her longt \Wwair, Francesca
decided that she definitely felt a new woman.

The yacht seemed deserted as she made her waghhiwisaloon and up
on to the deck. But, as she stood blinking in ttreng late-afternoon
sunlight, she was startled to hear a voice behard Well, well. .,well!
Good old Matt—I ought to have known that he'd havgorgeous girl on
board!

Spinning around, she saw Matt leaning casuallyreg#ne rail of the yacht,
and, standing beside him, a remarkably handsom&daied man"”.

'‘Behave yourself—this is my stepsister,’ Matt thich sternly. 'Francesca,
I'd like you to meet James Fielding, who is a tlhigidy disreputable old
school- friend of mine. If you've got any sense yan't trust him an inch!

The man laughed as he walked across the deck. sRurger!" he drawled,
his startling blue eyes glinting with amusemenhfistunately, Matt's never
forgiven me for stealing his first girlfriend fromm when we were at Eton."’

'Hello, James. . ." she murmured, feeling sliglyed as he took her hand,
raising it gallantly to his lips.

'‘And hello toyou, Francesca!' he murmured back, his frank appreciati
bringing a flush to her cheeks. 'How come I've mewet this simply

wonderfulgirl before now?' James demanded, keeping holteohand as

he turned towards Matt. 'l think I'm in love!'

'l warned you!" Matt told her with a grim smile.
'Er—where exactly are we? And where are Calvin lnedWagners?' she

murmured, gazing around at the other boats, andhadoagside them in a
wide curving bay.



'Calvin's gone ashore for provisions, and all thagiérs are down below,
dead to the world," Matt explained. This is TyrBdy, on the island of
Carriacou. | ran in here for shelter during therstbd

'l couldn't believe my luck when | s&@ilver Lady,James said, still keeping
a firm grip on her hand. 'l was island-hopping apMustique when they

closed the small airport here. And then, justasd drowning my sorrows

in that bar over there. . ." he gestured towastsall row of shops and cafes
beside the road edging the sandy bay '. . .deaviattisailed into town!

'Hmm. . ."dear old Matt" now thinks he might havade a bad mistake,' his
old school-friend told him, casting a far from fiddy glance at James's
hand, still firmly clasping that of Francesca.

James grinned. 'Nonsense! And, since I've fallaskhtine and sinker for
your beautiful stepsister, I'm delighted to be dbleadge a lift with you to
Mustique. Frankly, Matt, | don't just think I'm iove—I knowthat | am!" he
laughed.

'Oh, really!

Francesca's cheeks flushed as she caught botledipe whderlying tension
in Matt's lazy drawl and the ice-cold glint in lyeeen eyes. It was clear to
her, if not to James, that Matthew Sinclair appg#oehave suddenly lost his
sense of humour.



CHAPTER EIGHT '

BoisTEROUS shrieks of laughter and the high-pitched, noispiba of
conversation filled the hot, humid evening air.

Trying to compete against the loud exuberant mafsilse band, playing out
on the small dance-floor under the stars, madenibst impossible to hold a
conversation, Francesca thought as James led tioethim relative calm of
the bar. Built out on stilts over the waters oft&nnia Bay, Basils Bar and
Restaurant certainly seemed to be the 'in' pladdustique.

‘This is a typical Wednesday night "jump-up”," Jartadd her, still having to
raise his voice against the deafening sound of amyrpeople crowded into
a small area.

'Does everyone come here?' she asked, castingrausdook around the
bar. 'l mean, | don't want to bump into Matt, and.

'Relax!" James grinned. 'Matt's supposed to bengadinner with the
Wagners, isn't he? And | know that he's also busnging for Calvin to get
home.'

'Calvin? Where does he live?'

James shrugged. 'Calvin comes from Bequia—an igtandery far away
from here. I'm not sure how he and Matt originglbt together. But, as you
know. Matt owns a house somewhere on one of threa# slands, and so. .

'No, | didn't know that," she told him with a puaifrown.

'Didn't you? James's eyebrows rose in surprigaoWw he keeps its location
pretty dark—even | haven't ' a clue where it ispantly, he calls it his
secret hideaway, and | don't know any of his freemdho've been invited
there. But | was surgou'dknow about it, especially as you're his—er—his
stepsister,' he added lamely.



She shook her head. 'No. We've never had thavEoldse relationship,' she
told him wryly, before quickly deciding to say nar on the subject.

James was obviously keen to know the whereaboutheothouse, and
clearly Matt didn't trust his old school-friend—ampre than he trusted her.
So what's new? Francesca asked herself glumly. Matrhadtrusted her,
so he was hardly likely to start doing so now, wa3

'‘Anyway, who wants to talk about Matt all night&hles was saying. 'How
about some of Basil's special rum punch?’

'Yes. . .that sounds like a good idea," Francesdahim, trying to sound a
good deal more enthusiastic than she felt.

As she watched James making his way towards theharfelt guilty at not
being able to be a more sparkling companion. Algolatt's friend was
extraordinarily good-looking and great company,fghst two days had been
so traumatic that she seemed to be in a cons&tetatnervous tension.

For once itwasn'tthe Wagners' fault. Both Lois and Gloria, whenythad
eventually recovered from theirserious bout of m&agss, had flatly
refused to stay one more night on Matt's yacht.

"You can do what you like, honey," Gloria had thkt husband, 'but Lois
and | havehad it!" Insisting that Ben immediately take her and her
stepdaughter to the small airport on Carriacounabthey could fly direct to
Mustique, Gloria had also commanded her husbagdttthem rooms in the
Cotton House, the only hotel on that island.

'l don't know how I'm going to be able to do th&¢gn had confided to
Francesca, having made it clear that he himself dagty intention of

staying on board. 'Matt was dead certain that tlaeepis likely to be

completely full at this time of year. He saysat'waste of time even trying to
raise the hotel on the VHF.'

However, although Matt had pointed out to Glorid &ois that there were
far more hotels and many more things to do ondfecant island of Bequia,



the American women had made their minds up: it eiiser Mustique or
they were going straight back to New York!

Francesca had been surprised that Lois, once sdegdered from her bout
of seasickness, had decided to leSueer Lady.The other girl had clearly
fancied being Mrs Matthew Sinclair—so why wasnk staying on board,
where she could be in close contact with Matt? dutgh maybe it was her
determination to join Gloria on Mustique which whag reason why Matt
was clearly so against the idea of their stayinghensland.

However, and despite Matt's strong oppositionppeared that James had
some influential friends on Mustique. Contactingerth via the VHF
radio—when Matt had been ashore, dealing with tletarns authorities in
Carriacou—he had arranged for the Wagners to reptiate house,
complete with swimming-pool, ' tennis court, a befyservants and two
cars.

‘That's more like it!" Gloria had announced wittisgaction, even going so
far—now that she was leaving the yacht—to thankéeaca for looking
after her when she'd been so ill.

'Why don't you come with us?' Lois had asked Jagies)g the handsome
man one of her brilliant megawatt smiles as sheGloda had prepared to
leave for the airport.

‘Yes, whydon'tyou?' Matt had drawled smoothly, the bland expoassn
his face tightening as James had merely laughddrebsettling himself
more comfortably on a couch in the saloon.

‘No, thanks. I'm quite comfortable where | am.' damgrinned up at his old
school-friend. 'Besides, | have no intention ofvlag your lovely cook to
languish alone on this boat, and--'

'I'm fine, really,” Francesca quickly intervenedstarbed by the strong
undercurrent of animosity between the two men.

'Sure she is,’ Lois agreed, tossing her long rebhak from her lovely face.
'‘Come on, James. We could have a lot of fun!'



'‘And, since Ben and | are remaining on board, Fesca will hardly be
alone," Matt pointed out tersely.

James shook his head, clearly refusing to bow dawtheir combined
pressure. 'All of you should be ashamed of youesghhe said sternly. 'As
far as | can see, this gorgeous girl has beenasadthing more or less than
a drudge. I've decided to do what | can to brightprher life," he added,
blithely ignoring the increasingly tight-lipped, gny expression on Matt's
face.

Francesca's heart sank as Lois glared angrilyrdidfere stalking furiously
out of the saloon. Matt was already in an inexjpigdoul mood, and she
really didn't need his friend making matters far worse.

in fact, | mean to start right away,' James comthyumping up and quickly
taking hold of Francesca's hand. 'Come on, lousdys leave these boring
people and go and explore down-town Hillsborough!

Caught totally by surprise at his action, Francefzand herself being
rapidly propelled up the companion-way before sha & chance to protest
at James's action. And after he had bundled hertimg speedboat, which
he'd hired to bring him out t8ilver Ladyshe'd hardly been able to catch her
breath before she found herself standing on th jet

'‘Matt's going to béurious!' she told James as he hailed a passing taxi.

'Yes, | rather think he is!" James agreed with schievous grin, resolutely
refusing to discuss the matter any further unytthad toured the small
town, and were having a cool drink on the terrdat® Casada Bay Hotel.

it's lovely here," Francesca sighed, gazing out e shimmering blue
water towards some small deserted islands off shiojest wish. . ." She
paused, and gave another heavy sigh.

'‘Look here. . ." James gave her a warm smile.nitdmow what game Matt
thinks he's playing, but | can't help feeling yewdn idiot to put up with any
of his nonsense. Why you should be scrubbing tleksde and cooking



nineteen to the dozen, when he can well afford alevbattery of French
chefs, completely beats me!

'‘Well. . ." Francesca hesitated before beginningeliohim all about her
agreement with Matt.

James raised a sceptical eyebrow. 'Oh—come onydueseriously trying
to tell me that he wouldn't help you to get holdyoftir own money? Not
unless you agreed to cook and act as stewardeblatoracht of his. . .?' And
when she nodded dumbly he shook his head in degb&lhe whole affair
sounds very odd to me. Although I'll tell you oiéng: ever since | came
aboard the yacht he's been acting towards me dike gealous husbands of
my acquaintance! My guess is that he fancies ytiend

Francesca shrugged, her cheeks flushing as shaito|dHe's intending to
marry Lois.'

'Do me a favour!" James roared with laughter. tnly just met the girl, but
even / know a spoilt brat when | see one! Besidsit was obviously
deeply relieved to get her—and that awful stepnrathéers—off the boat.

'‘No," he continued, after giving the matter sonmmught, 'no, | reckon that,
even if he isn't aware of the fact, Matt is crabgat you. And, since you're
obviously equally crazy about him—I shall have ¢& svhether | can help
matters along!

'Oh, for goodness' sakepteasedon't get involved,' she begged urgently.
It's. . .it's all a bit complicated. . .but thectfas, Matt doesn't really give
tuppence about me—noteas a person. And half the time I'm not sure that |
don't hate the horrid man! I've only got to stagieough a few more days,
and then | can go back to London. Quite honesthg'added wearily, 'I've
got past the point of caring whether | get holdhaf art gallery or not. | just
want to grab hold of my passport. . .and go home!'

But, of course, Jamdmdgot involved, Francesca thought gloomily. Sitting
here now in Basil's Bar, watching James as he rmoad to keep trying to
catch the bartender's attention, she shuddered has recalled the
overwhelming stress and strains of their voyagemfr@arriacou to



Mustique. The hostile, tense atmosphere, whichihe@asingly pervaded
the yacht over the past two days, had become alnmb&tarable.

How or why James had imagined that blatantly figtiwith her would
somehow help matters she had no idea. Ben had ondess managed to
keep the two old school-friends from coming to béobut it had been touch
and go for much of the time.

As for Matt. . .there was only one word to deschigbehaviour—hellish!
Aggressive, belligerent and truculent by turn, éensed to snap and shout at
everyone—everyone, that was, except Francescddfdre reserved an icy
silence that was far more unnerving than anythiagcbuld have said or
done.

If it hadn't been for Ben Wagner, she was convinbted she'd have gone
clear out of her mind. He'd been incredibly kind anpportive, pathetically
grateful for all the help and assistance she'drgteeGloria and Lois when
they'd been so seasick, and genuinely interestdtelinplans for the art
gallery.

'It has to be a good buy,' he'd told her. 'As yoaw, | was in the real-estate
business for some years, and | guess those sbtilofngs in Bond Street

don't come on to the market very often. So, evércidsts you an arm and a
leg, you've got to go for it—right? All the sam®g'd added, 'l reckon you'd
better get back and seal the deal real quick. Ltiziak of several companies
who'd give their eye-teeth for a property like that

Francesca had realised that Ben was absolutely—+sjie ought to sign a
contract with Oscar Thornton as soon as possibteveder, when she'd
tried to talk to her stepbrother to find out whettiee fax he'd sent for her
could be regarded as a firm offer for the propeMgtt wouldn't even

discuss the subject. Just as he had tried to préezrfrom taking a break
tonight from all her duties on board the yacht.

Although she ought to have known better, she haee'’h able to believe he
really meant it. "You can't be serious,’ she'd tteagnervously. 'All | want is
justoneevening away from the galley, for heaven's sakgél$ that's not
too much to ask?'



But it seemed that it was.
"Your place is here, on board this boat,' he'd heldsternly.

'Look, I've cooked and cleaned. . .and done allytba've asked me to,' she'd
said in as reasonable a tone as she could maiYageand Ben are joining
Lois and Gloria for a meal ashore. So, with no tmeook for, there's no
earthly reason why | can't join James for a drigkhere?'

'I'm not prepared to discuss the matter any fustihdatt had retorted in a
cold, hard voice. "You will stay here, @ilver Lady—and that's my last
word on the subject!

Well, it might have beemis last word, but it certainly wasrtiers\she'd
thought mutinously. Determined to disregard the uhwian's quite
unreasonable demand—why should she have to stag @b the yacht
while everyone else was away enjoying themselvesandeésca had told
James that she would meet him at Basils Bar latrdvening. And then,
with the help and connivance of Calvin, who'd laungty agreed to pick her
up in the dinghy once Matt had gone safely ashstre’d stormed down into
her cabin.

Maybe it hadn't been a terribly good idea to puttbis crazy dress,
Francesca thought now, glancing down at the ghitesilver and gold
sequins covering thevery tight-fitting, almost indecently short, sexy
garment. Even if it was a couture model by a vamdus designer—she'd
practically had hysterics on reading the labelraftdering up from her mad
shopping spree in St George's—it still wasn't loetr of dress. And, even if
Matt was as rich as Croesus, he was bound teedpg angry when he
discovered just how much it was going to cost him!

However, if she'd wanted to attract attention slo@dainly succeeded!
James had given her one amazed, stunned glanae lo&aring his throat
and giving vent to a loud wolf-whistle. "You're ggito be driving the men
up the wall tonight," he'd told her, adding withugful laugh, 'and I'm not
sure that I'm going to be able to keep my handyaif either!



Since she wasn't romantically interested in Jamésnd he knew it—she'd
merely laughed at his reaction. However, she was Imeginning to think

that she had been a bit of an idiot. James had tigler—shehadcreated a

minor sensation! Under normal circumstances, shghimihave enjoyed
being the subject of some considerable attentia.tfat hadn't been the
object of the exercise, had it? If she was to beekfy the only point in

wearing this awful dress had been to annoy Maitte. verylast person she

wanted to see tonight. So why on earth had shesellei® something that
made her stand out like a sore thumb?

Quickly deciding not to delve any further into theurky depths of the

confusing, complicated motivation behind her ddfigasture, Francesca
was startled to hear Gloria's familiar stridentceohailing her from across
the room.

'‘Well—if it isn't little Fran€hesca!' she shrieked above the din, rushing
over to sink gratefully down into James's vacarirchThank Gawd! I've
been dying to put my feet up! It's murder tryingwalk on the sand,' she
moaned, slipping off a high-heeled sandal and ngpher toes.

Where Gloria was, Matt and Lois couldn't be faribdhFrancesca realised,
her stomach clenching nervously as she looked uakund the crowded
bar. She couldn't see Matt anywhere, but she tskang feeling that her
luck wasn't going to hold out much longer."We'rleasilsolutely enchanted
with this darling island!" Gloria was saying, aakeesca tried to pull herself
together. 'I've seesomany famous people— although I'm not always quite
sure of their names,’ the older woman confidedd'Aa for the boutiques
here! Well, the clothes are simpbyt of this world—Lois and | must have
spent afortune!" she laughed happily. 'l tell you—it's really myrtsof
place!

'‘Oh—er—good,' Francesca mumbled, not really listgrio Gloria as her
eyes continued to flick nervously about the roden—talking of Lois. . .is
she here tonight?'

'Oh, sure. | expect she's on the dance-floor nigiw. Lois is having an
amazingtime—quite swept off her feet by all the attentishe's been



getting! And how are you, dear? Hey—that's somegg®u're wearing,
huh?' Gloria laughed.

Francesca blinked at the older woman's warm aeddly attitude towards
her. It was probably unfair, but she couldn't hetmdering why Gloria had
suddenly decided to be so nice. She soon had #veean

'l didn't realise. . . | never dreamed that Matiswaur stepbrother!'the
American woman continued, a slightly querulous notéer voice as she
gave the younger girl a sickly smile. 'l can't thimhy he didn't tell us. 'lt. .
.well, it would have saved so many—er— misundeditags, if you see
what | mean?'

Francesca shrugged. What was there to say? Shd baudlly tell this
woman that she'd been blackmailed into servingha$ @n the yacht. And
that she was as mystified as Gloria about the readty Matt hadn't told
everyone about their family connection. "When deddil you?' she asked.

'‘Well, he told Lois, actually. | think they wereuiiag a little disagreement at
the time. You know how it is. . ." Gloria gave tarother slightly guilty
smile. 'l think dear Lois has been just a littlejbalous of you, and--'

'‘Jealous? Ome?'Francesca looked at her in amazement. 'Lois is-atidr
away—one of the most outstandingly beautiful dikle ever seen!

'Yes, she is beautiful, isn't she?' Gloria agredéti & fond smile. 'l must
admit," she lowered her voice, 'l was hoping thattMnd Lois. . .' She broke
off, raising her head to give a beaming smile atesone behind Francesca.
'‘Ah. . .here is dear James with the drinks,"' shenmated before raising her
hand and waving across the room. ‘'That looks léar dMatt over there,' she
added happily. 'How nice for us all to meet up likis!

‘Nice' isnotthe word I'd have chosen, Francesca thought grictdging her
eyes for a moment and taking a deep breath asreparpd for the worst.

‘A little drinkie for me, too? How sweet of you,ndes,' Gloria cooed as he
placed a tray on the table. 'l was just saying vitiatit is for us all to be
together again.’



'Yes, isn't it?' James agreed blandly, turnindhbisd to wink at Francesca. 'l
hope the house you've taken is proving to be caatite?’

'Oh, it's justperfect You must come over and spend some time with us.
We'd love to see Matt too, of course. In fact, viedn hoping he was going
to have dinner with us tonight. But he couldn't mé@kor some reason. Lois
wasverydisappointed. However, we're all having such &ng the servants
have been so helpful.

'Gloria's just said that she's seen 'Mmtte!' Francesca hissed at James out
of the corner of her mouth as the older woman ool to enthuse loudly
about the many advantages of renting a house, @sseg to staying in a
hotel. 'He's bound to be absolutélyiouswhen he sees me. What on earth
am | going to do?' Francesca added in an urgergpehi

'Don't panic!" James murmured before cutting rglle into Gloria's
non-stop chatter. 'l do hope you'll excuse ushe gave the older woman a
charming smile as he stood up '. . .but I've predhi® have a dance with
Francesca.'

'Oh, sure—have fun, kids," Gloria told them. |list sit here and see how
many celebrities | can spot!' she added with a fdguogh.

'Well done, James!' Francesca breathed with raBelie led her on to the
crowded dance-floor, set out on the beach undestths. 'I've had as much
confrontation as | can take over these last fevstay

'Hmm. . . Matt hasn't been in the best of moods He®' James grinned as he
took her loosely into his arms.

'No—lie certainly hasn't! And it's been mostly ydawult,” she told him
accusingly.

James laughed. 'All's fair in love and war!'

'‘But you don't love me,' she muttered with exagpmraAnd neither does
Matt. . .she added miserably to herself.



'‘Don't kid yourself," James said roughly. 'Matt nbaya fool—but I'm not! If
you gave me half a chance | could fall for you l&keon of bricks. As itis. .
. He gave a heavy sigh, pulling her closer to him.

James was a really nice man, she thought unhappithey continued to
dance silently together. It seemed grotesque somdbobe out here,
beneath the soft moonlight, in the arms of a manwbom she felt
absolutely nothing. This was surely a night maaddeers. . .

Her confused thoughts were sharply interrupted &srad was suddenly
placed firmly on James's shoulder.

'Excuse me," Matt drawled, 'but | think it's nomyturn to dance with this
indecently dressed girl"

'Hey—just a minute!" James protested as Matt switiasped her wrist,
spinning her around into his arms. 'Francescaks Wwéh me.’

'Really?' Matt murmured coolly. 'Well, I'm sure thadear Gloria will be
happy to entertain you until we've finished our @ghhe added smoothly.
Giving his friend a bland, ruthless smile, he glyghulled Francesca away
into the crowd.

'What do you think you're doing?' she demandedilgngfm here with
James, and--'

'Why don't you just shut up and dance?' he sardlgrieading her to the far
side of the floor, beside the waves lapping agdhesshore of the bay.

'l don't want to dance with you,' she retorted.yWMay, | thought you were
with Lois, and--' Her angry words were swiftly coff as Matt's mouth
descended on her open lips in a firm, determingsl. ki

'l don't want any more nonsense,' he threateneshlyaistaring down into
her dazed eyes. 'So why don't you keep quiet dlsdd@nce, hmm?"

'l really hate you!" she spat, unwilling to causecane—a fact of which he
was well awaréshe thought furiously.



'Hate? Oh, no—I don't think so!" he murmured sofflgniling cynically
down into her angry blue eyes. Putting his armsuaiber, he slowly drew
her closer and closer.

Trying hard to keep herself stiff and unyieldingakcesca was unable to
prevent her treacherous body from slowly respontbrije sensual mood of
the music, and to the firm figure pressed so clogeher own. Shivers of

excitement began to run down her spine, and shebtesl as Matt placed his
cheek to hers, softly pressing his warm lips tolireuv.

As they continued to sway to the music, he lowdrisdhead, his mouth
brushing hers with a gentle, sensually erotic totltdt sent the blood
pulsing rapidly through her veins. His mouth teaard tantalised her lips
until she was breathless, her heart thudding inbneast as she quivered
helplessly in his arms.

I've got to get out of here! she told herself, @eafely trying to cling on to
some sort of sanity. But, even as she framed thagtht, Matt's lips abruptly
left hers'

'‘Come on,' he growled, clasping hold of her wnstigrip of steel as he
swiftly towed her off the dance- floor towards ttee park at the rear of the

property.

'Where are we going?' she cried, still feeling ctatgly dazed by their
intimate embrace. He didn't reply until a few motselater, when they
came to a halt beside a low open sports car.

'In you get," he commanded, opening the passermger d
'Where. . .where are you taking me?' she askedously, desperately
wishing—when it was clearly far too late—that shad#yed his orders and

remained on boar8ilver Lady.

'We're going to my house, of course,' he said irpty. "Where else?’



'How would | know?' she snapped nervously. 'l domdnt to go
anywhere—and especially not with you!" she added mutinousty he
continued to hold the door open.

Matt's lips tightened. Without any warning he swe@t up in his arms and
roughly dumped her down on the seat in one fluidvenwent before
slamming the door shut and going around, to theratite of the vehicle.

Francesca sat where he had so unceremoniouslydplase almost rigid
with fury. 'I'm sick and tired of being shoved anduby you!" she cried
angrily. 'Who in thehell do you think you are?"

'I'm the man who's taking you to his home, rippaffghat ridiculously brief,
sexy dress, and then making passionate love to yoat's who | am'he
ground out harshly through clenched teeth.

As a conversation stopper—it's a winner! she thoinyisterically, struck
completely dumb as she sat silently beside himevhé started the car.
Sneaking a quick frightened glance at the hardilprof the man sitting
beside her, she simply couldn't seem to thinkwheatvgas supposed to say
or do next. There didn't seem to be any point oushg and screaming blue
murder—because, now they'd left the car park, the® no one around to
hear her. And, even if she tried to throw herself af the car, she'd very
likely break a leg—or her neck.

The vehicle roared quickly along a small road, biimg a low hill before
speeding down a twisting dirt track which appedceble leading to the sea.
Despite the moon, she could see very little outsiderange of the car's
headlamps, only the blazing lights of a few largedes, and an occasional
cluster of small cottages. All too soon for herqeeaf mind, Matt brought
the car to a screeching halt outside a high briak.w

Lifting a small black box from the dashboard, hegsed a button. A
moment later, a section of the wall appeared toistamysteriously,
allowing him to drive the car on to a gravelledefmourt in front of a large
house.



In the sudden grim, unnerving silence he cut tiggrenand came around to
open her door. And it was only then that Francesaeaaged to find her
tongue at last.

'‘No! No, Matt, I. . . I must get back to the yacht.she gabbled, flinching at
the sight of the harsh, strained expression offideis. Looking desperately
around her, she heard him give a heavy, impatight s

'It's lucky you're so slim—because | can see thati$ getting to be a habit!'
he said with a dry bark of sardonic laughter aswaept her up in his arms.

Ignoring her startled cry of protest, he strodethg steps and through an
arched doorway into an enormously wide marble-gddnall.

Maybe under normal circumstances Francesca migietiheen interested in
her surroundings. But while' she was strugglindendy in Matt's arms she
merely had a confused impression of a light, atrycture as he strode
swiftly across the floor towards a large mahoganprd And then, not

pausing as he swiftly kicked the door open, Mattied her into a room and
tossed her down on to a deep leather sofa.

Stunned and winded, her blue eyes wide with nenapmehension and
fright, she stared at him in shock as he retracedteps to the door. The
only sound to disturb the ominous silence was dhd klick of a key being
firmly rotated in the lock, and then he slowly tedharound to face her.

Having gazed at the stern, unrelenting expressiorhis tanned face,

Francesca's eyes skidded nervously about the rdbere seemed to be no
escape from the tall, dark figure leaning so nofaitly against the locked

door. The only other exit from the room was a hpgee-glass window

which formed one wall of the large area. But iteqed to be firmly closed

against the heat outside—a fact reinforced as shduglly became aware
that the room was air-conditioned.

'Please, Matt—this is ridiculous. I. . . | must back!" she exclaimed,
desperately aware of the breathless, unsteady inoter voice as she
struggled to swing her legs off the sofa.



‘You're not going anywhere.'

The quiet finality of his words was far more frightng than any anger
would have been. She could feel her head begintuntprob with the
tension, and there seemed nothing she could daoj Iserself from
trembling almost uncontrollably.

'You. . .you can't keep me here!" she cried, jugpinher feet in agitation.

'‘Oh—can't 1?' he drawled slowly, beginning to menenacingly towards
her, the gleam in his determined green eyes cargim unmistakable
message. Backing nervously away from him, she deeovdnd bumped into
a large table, gasping with pain as the sharp cahthe hard marble top
dug into her hip.

It was the last straw.

For goodness knew how many days she'd been understress and strain
than she'd ever experienced in the whole of hertbther than that time in
the South of France eight years ago. And, even, ihéad beeMatt who
had been the root cause of all her unhappiness.

Suddenly it all became too much for her to bear langer. A hard lump
seemed to be constricting her throat as Francesgessfilled with tears, her
slim body racked by sobs as she threw herself donwio a nearby sofa,
burying her face in the cushions and weeping henteart was broken.

A moment later she heard Matt swearing harshly uhifebreath, and felt
his strong arms closing about her trembling figure.

'Please don't cry, my darling! There's no neegdarto weep like this. . ." he
murmured soothingly as he gathered her into hisnaambrace. Continuing
to utter soft, husky endearments, he gently strdieachair, quietly rocking
her in his arms until the flowing torrent of teéesgan to cease, and she lay
exhausted against his chest.

... I'm s-sorry. . ." she hiccuped. 'l d-ddmibw what's c-come over me.'



‘No. . . I'm the one who should be apologising @a,yhe sighed, twisting
slightly to remove a handkerchief from his pocket ayently wiping the
tears from her face. 'l didn't mean. . . | hadmtention of frightening you,
darling," he added softly. 'l was just trying tokeaure we could have an
uninterrupted talk—something that's been impos@hléhe yacht.’

'‘But you s-said. . .you threatened to. . ." Shieshiher body still shaken by
occasional sobs.

'Make love to youf coursel want to make love to you—you silly girl!"
His voice rose in exasperation.

‘There you go again!" she moaned helplessly, t@iéirgy her eyes once
more.

Matt gave a heavy sigh. 'Darling Francesca—whatdat you are!' he
murmured, raising his handkerchief again to wipedyes, before covering
her upturned face with soft, butterfly-light kisses

'‘Now, | want you to stop crying, and listen to nie'said firmly. And when
she gave a slight nod of her head, burying heh@idscheeks in the curve of
his broad shoulder, he took a deep breath. '‘Godignee've got a lot to talk
about. But let's get one thing clear first of &llo not—repeahot—intend
to force myself on you. OK?'

'‘But in the car you said--'

'l know—and I'm sorry about that." He shook hiskdaead in self-disgust.
'All | can say in my own defence is that I've beattesperate man! Although
| thought I'd started this whole affair with a dtad deck of cards, every ace
I've played has turned out to be a complete dua!, Anth the arrival on the
scene of that tiresome rogue James Fielding, nsditare swiftly gone from
bad to worse!'

'Matt, I'm sorry. . ." she raised her head to gazat him in bafflement'. . . |
don't have the least idea of what you're talkinguabl mean. . . I'm not
interested in James. . .'



'He's certainly interested you!' Matt ground out through clenched teeth.
‘These last few days I've been sorely tempted tangke the damned
man—and he's lucky not to have been chucked ovetho® the sea!’

You're not the only one who's been sorely temptkdl-have cheerfully
thrown youbothinto the sea,’ she retorted bitterly. 'In fach $ick and tired
of being treated as a. . .a sex object. Yes, Jaaebeen trying to flirt with
me—-but it was only to wind you up. He knows. knbw—and | expect the
whole of Mustique knows by now!—that you're onlyarested in getting
me into your bed,' she ground out, struggling sxdmbrace.

‘That's not true!" he told her fiercely.

'Oh, no!" She gave a shrill cry of unhappy laughateshe finally tore herself
free of his arms, quickly jumping up and spinninguand to face him. 'Right
from the first moment | arrived out here in the iGBhean you made it
absolutely clear that you wanted me. And why yoousth—when you so

clearly think that I'm worthless, and have beeatingg me as though | were
the scum of the earth—I have absolutedyidea!

'Of course | want you!" he growled huskily, swiftiging to his feet. 'l would
be lying if | said otherwise.- But that's only paftit.’

'Part of what?' she lashed back angrily. ' Thewh#re I'm expected to cook
and scrub on your damn boat? The part when | hayaut up with your
lousy friends? Or the part where | have to watch fiosting with luscious
Lois?'

'Don't be such a damn fool, Francesca!' he explsde@gely, taking a
menacing step towards her trembling figure. 'Youwstrhe blind, deaf and
dumb not to know that I'm madly in love with you!'



CHAPTER NINE

'YOU'RE what!' Francesca gasped, the wind completely taken cugrodails
as she stared up at Matt with dazed eyes. 'Arergally trying to tell me
that. . . that. . .?"

‘That I'm madly and passionately in love with yoldtt completed the
sentence impatiently. 'Yes, of course | am—youtldio

'Oh, great! You certainly soungery romantic, | must say!" she muttered
sarcastically, still trying to absorb what he'd js&id. Maybe he didn't really
mean it. Was it yet another of the games he seéordat to play with other
people's emotions? If only she could trust him. . .

Matt gave a shamefaced, rueful bark of laughtearliBy one, you're quite
right. I'm sorry if | don't sound very lover-likbut it's been an extremely
trying few days.' He sighed heavily, pushing a himdugh his dark hair.
'However, | can assure you that | do love you, \gply. And yes, | want
to marry you—as soon as | possibly can. The onbplem I've got at the
moment is to try and find out exactly hgufeel about me. I. . . | know that
| haven't been kind. In fact, I've behaved likeegfgct ogre. . .’

You're so right!

"...but | can explain that. At least, | hope hthe added anxiously, his dark
brows creasing into a worried frown as he staréehitty down at her.

His darling Francesca, who normally had the mogiressive features,
making it easy for him to tell exactly what she whsking, was now
regarding him with a dead-pan expression on heslyoface.Oh, God\—he
hadn't left it too late, had he? Was this wondegidl going to turn him
down? It was no more than he deserved, of couesthdught grimly as he
desperately tried to cope with the fact that—fagpically the first time in
his life—he wasn't in charge of events. There wathing to stop her
walking out of here and out of his life—forever. kheisttry and get her to
listen to him. Maybe then he'd have a chance. tfiduéd only get her to trust
him. ..



'Look, darling,' he said, putting a hand lightlyler shoulder, ‘why don't we
both sit down and have a drink while | explain wiwe been such a rotten
bastard, hmm?'

The effect of his warm, sensual smile was devasjatand it was all
Francesca could do not to throw herself into hissaBut hearing him say
that he loved her, and that he also wanted to nfearyhad given her a new
strength. With the centuries-old instinct born imtomen, she knew that she
mustn't give in too easily to him. Knowing Mattestealised that this was
likely to be her only opportunity to have him o ttun. And, while she had
no intention of humbling this proud man, he ceftaowed her a very full
explanation of his dreadful behaviour. He'd reférte himself as having
been a 'rotten bastard—and she had no intentioargiing with that
description!'l don't think I'm ready to hear anpdoexplanations just at the
moment,' she said coolly, finally breaking the Imsilgnce between them.
'But, although I'd like a drink, what I'd reallyvi®@ most of all is to have a
bath! Since there was only a small shower availahléhe yacht, I'm dying
to relax in a deep warm bath.’

Although she'd felt well in command of hersell— anthe
situation—Francesca wasn't so sure that she'd thadeht decision when,
half an hour later, she found herself lying in scented water of one of the
most spacious and sumptuous bathrooms she'd earer se

When she'd asked for a bath, Matt had merely rasgatk eyebrow before
smoothly informing her that his house and servesei® at her disposal. His
easy acceptance of her request had left her feblatly shaken. She'd
expected at leastomeargument. For one thing, it was so totally out of
character for Matt to allow anyone to dictate tetmkim, and for another. .
.well, it wasn't at all the reaction that she'dextpd. She knew she ought to
be ashamed to admit, even to herself, that shé'éx@ected. . .half wanted.
..what? To have him force himself on her? No,teleeherself quickly, that
wasn't it. But, all the same, she couldn't helghwng that he'd overruled her
request, that he'd demonstrated his usual mastamiainand of himself and
the situation. . .

Telling herself not to be so ridiculous, Francesel to concentrate on her
surroundings. Not only was this an amazing bathreawth a hot tub,



jacuzzi, two shower stalls and at least two of giang else!— but what
she'd seen of the house was equally luxurious.

When he'd unlocked the sitting-room door, and rforghis housekeeper,
Matt had explained that he had deliberately desigaevery private

hideaway for himself on Mustique. 'You can imagmg consternation -

when dear Gloria insisted on staying on the islane'd told her with a

rueful smile. 'I'd been hoping to leave everyon¢hanyacht in Bequia—and
then sail back here with you.' However, the arrofathe housekeeper—a
fat, smiling, middle-aged woman, whom he'd intrcetl@as Calvin's wife,

Phoebe—had prevented her from learning any more.

Phoebe had been very warm, friendly and extremalyfil. After showing
Francesca into a large, airy, beautifully decoréiedroom, with iten-suite
bathroom and dressing-rooms, she'd hurried awagtton a few minutes
later with a white towelling robe. 'Mr Sinclair kgesome of these by the
pool for his friends,' she'd told the girl. '‘But &m't had any young ladies
staying here before now, and so | guess you islploum of luck if you needs
anything else!

Knowing that she wasn't the latest in a long lihgidfriends who'd stayed
in his house had proved to be a soothing balm itarbebled spirit. As had
been the opportunity to take off the silver seqathdress, which she wished
to goodness she'd never decided to put on toriigletgarish garment—just
possibly acceptable for a fun evening, dancing utite stars— had made
her look flashy and vulgar within the cool, sopicsted setting of Matt's
large sitting-room.

However, it was no good putting off the evil howhe told herself,
reluctantly stepping out of the bath and towellimgyself dry. Wrapping
herself in the short towelling robe, she made hegy back into the bedroom.
Lamps glowed beside the ornately ruched mosquitbagedraped over the
large four-poster bed, throwing a soft light on tigte walls and smooth
marble flooring that was so refreshingly cool te teet. Still feeling hot and
flushed from her bath, she drifted across the ftoawhere the white muslin
curtains over the open french windows rustled engbft evening breeze.



The glass doors opened on to what appeared tddvgeapatio, which ran
the length of the house, overlooking the beacht@dcean. The moonlight
streamed down on to the terracotta tubs of flovgerghrubs and the
exuberant, waving fronds of bougainvillaea, theuid/ colours bleached
into monochrome by the startlingly clear, eeridélig

As she stood motionless in the doorway her eyes wessistibly drawn to
the tall figure of Matt, standing with his backier as he gazed out over the
ocean. Like her, he must have felt the need otfadrashower, since his tall
frame was covered only by a short towel drapedraddus waist. Her heart
seemed to leap in her body as an unbearable lorsgirged through her
limbs. Her mouth seemed suddenly dry and her body wcked by a
convulsive wave of sensuality, which left her shraked trembling as she
foughtin overwhelming urge to run and put her arms abaut hi

The small gasp which escaped her lips alerted bihet presence. Slowly
turning around to look at the girl standing betwde® open windows, his
green eyes swept over the cloud of silvery-white-l@ende hair flowing
down over her shoulders, her long tanned legs ltetiea short robe whose
belt tightly clasped her slim waist.

And then. . .as Matt walked slowly and silentlyowards her. . .then it
seemed that she was somehow taking part in theoglyadrotic dream
which had repeated itself so often during the pagtt years— and which
had returned with such startling clarity on themigf her arrival in Grenada.
Once again, as in the dream, she was unable to asolie drew nearer, her
eyes locked with his as he raised his hands araglthem gently on her
shoulders.

'Francesca. . .?"

The low, husky note in his voice seemed to be cgrfriom far away as his
hands skimmed lightly down over her quivering figtw undo her belt. And
then she could feel the cool touch of his fingarsher heated body as the
robe fell about her feet.

'Francesca!'She heard his hoarse cry, but as the hard presthre mouth
sought the parted, trembling sweetness of heralipsoherent thought was



obliterated and he crushed her firmly to his bdnest Her heightened
senses were assailed by the aromatic tang of lngre, the warmth of his
body, and the heavy pounding of his heart beatndly in unison with her
own. As his kiss deepened, excitement zigzaggeditktning through her
trembling body, shocking her out of her dream-weanhdl into the present.

Matt raised his head, his breathing as ragged astkady as her own, the
blazing, feverish glitter in his eyes causing hénast to faint with a
tremulous, aching need for his possession. '‘Ohdanlng! | love you so
much—and I've been suchf@ol all these years!" The tortured savagery in
his voice seemed to cut her to the heart, andIghlexr arms up about his
neck, her fingers burying themselves in his darkdsashe pulled him closer
to her warm, melting body.

Moments later, she found herself swept up intaahiss and swiftly carried

towards the bed. As his arms closed about her nidgeck once more, the

musky male scent of him aroused her almost unbBar&he pressed her
lips to his chest, relishing the heat of his skimg strength of the muscles
clenching convulsively beneath the soft caressohiouth. His skin felt so

smooth beneath her fingertips, warm and velvetyhess hands moved

exploratively over his body.

Her action provoked a deep growl! from his throatioRly discarding the
brief towel he'd been wearing, he leaned overliishands cupping the full
softness of her firm breasts. She gasped at thehtoli his lips moving
caressingly over her warm flesh, moaning helpleasihe raw heat of his
mouth against her aching, swollen nipples.

She had no experience to guide her, only an instgnaeed and desire for
his possession. Arching her body against him, shelvarely aware that her
eager response to his lovemaking could be fragmeriis self-control.
There seemed nothing more important than that Eattinue to stroke,
caress and kiss her body. . .nothing more sheadetfian to seek fulfilment
and satisfaction from the urgent, throbbing exceéamwhich seemed to
have her in thrall.

'Dear God—I've wanted you for so long!" he breatlinesl voice husky and
thick with passion as his lovemaking became mogent; more arousing.



Her senses spinning in a frenzy of delight bendsimastery of his touch,
she cried out with both the sharp, - sudden paihtla@n with ecstasy as the
hard thrusting strength of his manhood possessedAme then her last
conscious thought was that she was drowning. wiirgg in a vast storm of
passion as waves of feverish convulsions shoolbbéy, culminating in a
brilliant firework explosion of mutual fulfilmentral pleasure.

Francesca opened her eyes the next morning tdvéreelf alone in the huge
bed. Smiling as she lay back on the pillows, shet@ted her languorous,
satiated body. Her cheeks flushed as she lookeah @gkaer naked figure
beneath the crumpled sheet, recalling how, twiderbedawn, Matt's light

but insistent touch had aroused her, and how dydant eagerly she had
responded to his passionate lovemaking.

Not having worn her watch last night, she had maidf the time. However,
deciding that she couldn't stay in bed all day,gtteup to have a shower. It
was only when she was drying herself, and wondevimat she was going to
wear, that she began to think about the realityeofsituation. Matt had said
he loved her, and that he wanted to marry her. 8egpite the storm of
passion which had engulfed them, there still reediso many questions to
be answered. Sinking slowly down on to the edgehef bed, she felt
weighed down by the heavy burden of her complicagationship with
Matt, which had plagued and tormented her for s8g.lo

Slipping on the towelling robe and belting it tishround her slender
waist, she wandered through the house, which apgear be deserted.
Where was Matt? she wondered, beginning to feekasingly awkward

and unsure of herself. The fresh morning sunshenepted her nervous
figure out on to the patio, and then, looking asrthe silver sand towards
the sea, she saw Matt's tall figure walking sloallyng the water's edge.

By the time she reached him, he was sitting orck amd gazing out to sea.
Hesitating for a moment, she placed a tentativel lamhis shoulder.

'‘Matt?' She felt his powerful shoulders rise andl &8 he gave a
long-drawn-out, heavy sigh.



'Why didn't you tell me?' he demanded, his voiagnsling tired and weary
as he continued to stare at the waves beatingeoshtbre.

‘Tell you—what?'

‘That you'd never been to bed with anyone, befserlight," he replied, his
voice heavy with bitter self- contempt. 'After dve done to you—to
discover that you were a virgin is just about t& hail in my coffin!'

'It doesn't matter—it's not important!" she criedpulsively throwing her
arms about his unhappy figure.

'Of course it matters—and i important,’ he retorted tersely, pulling her
down on to his lap and burying his face in the rfaag) cloud of her hair.
"You'd only been out here in the Caribbean a feys deefore | realised that
I'd been a blind fool all these years. But evendnd realise—until last
night—justwhat a fool I've been,' he added heavily.

'Oh, for heaven's sake—do stop going on about mgyniy!" she told him,
her cheeks pink with embarrassment. 'In fact—I'tnez®ely relieved to be
now part of the normal human race. Quite honedtlgny of my friends
knew that I'd reached the age of twenty- four withbaving been to bed
with a man, they'd have thought | wasstpeculiar—a real psychiatric
case!'

‘But. . .

'Please, Matt—can we drop the subject?’ she beggighl loving
exasperation. 'We've got far more important thitogysalk about. Such as
why you insisted on my cooking for the WagnersSilwver Lady.It was a
set-up, wasn't it?"

Matt sighed. 'Yes, I'm afraid it was,' he admittedsitating for a moment
before adding in a low voice, 'l think | must hdeen temporarily out of my
mind. | think | wanted you to be as unhappy and miserable assi¥#sod

knowswhat | really wanted, darling," he groaned. 'Teehmentally cracked
the whip and treated you like dirt. . . Oh, yes, yeere quite right, | did. |



was atotal bastard he added bitterly, his arms tightening convudéy
about her.

'It all seemed to start about the time of my mdghiéness and death. | loved
her very dearly, and when your father contactedmtbe States to tell me
about the news I'd just had that traumatic con&tbiom with Natalie." He

shrugged his shoulders unhappily, 'It wasn't altaliels fault, of course.

You were quite right—even though she was so mudérdhan me, she was
still stunningly beautiful. But when | discoverechavshe was |I. . . | felt

utterly disgusted with both handmyself.’

'Darling, there's no point in reproaching yoursdt,ancesca murmured,
raising a hand to brush a lock of his dark hainftus eyes, ‘it was obviously
one of those ghastly coincidences that occasiohalbpen in life.’

"You may be right.' He grimaced. 'But it doesn'kmé any easier to bear,
and at the time | was in quite a state about it.t@m of that, | had my
mother's iliness, which | knew to be terminal—alneit . .then | discovered
that you, whom I'd always thought of as a swede/lgister, had become
some sort of promiscuous little tart!'

'‘But | wasn't!" she cried, 'it was that serpentl®atho--'

'Hush, darling," he murmured soothingly, gently &maderly stroking the
agitated figure in his arms. 'Long afterwards Idregbout Paula in the
papers—she'd been involved in some drug bust. Biheatime, | must tell
you, she was very plausible. Of course | wanteteiteve you, but | had
considerable difficulty in coping with the fact thau weren'ta sweet, shy
little girl any more. You were almost a grown wormarmnd a highly
desirable one at that!

'So, I'd nearly been seduced by Natalie; learnatirtty mother was dying;
and thought I'd discovered that you were a tramp+rdhe space of a few
weeks!" He shook his dark head at the distressiegonies of the past. 'To
crown it all, and what turned the whole mess intplesive dynamite, was
the shaming fact that— somehow—I seemed to halenfal love with my
little stepsister, who wasn't even sixteen!



'Maybe if you hadn't had all those other problerosryfeelings for me
would have died a natural death," Francesca saidys

'‘No chance!" he said firmly. 'l knew what | feltrfgou wasn't a passing
phase. | wanted to possess you body and soul,tkeanEven if you'd been
innocent of Paula's charges—and | really did trgyveard to believe that
you were—I wanted you with a fierce longing thahaét tore me apart. At
the same time | utterly despised myself for lustiftgr someone who was
still, in many ways, a child. That terrible niglfiter my mother's funeral,
when you so innocently offered yourself to meHe'swallowed and took a
deep breath. 'Dear God—I don't think I'll ever fetrg!

‘But it's all over now," she murmured softly. Wefound each other once
again. And we're both so much wiser now.'

"You would think so, wouldn't you?' He gave a cauktugh. 'Darling, |
don't expect you to understand—because I'm nottsate@ven | do—but for
the past eight years your silvery shadow has ttalech a dark, destructive
path through my life that when fate seemed to plaxevery neatly in my
hands—and at my mercy—I didn't hesitate. | wasrdateed to exorcise
your ghost, once and for all! I'd been keeping tabs/ou, of course, and
when | learned that that chinless wonder you wonkégd had moved into
your apartment—that was'

'Oh, Matt—you reallyare an idiot!" She gave a nervous giggle. 'Rupert isn'
interested ivomen!And he only borrowed a room in my flat while hisro
place was being redecorated.’

'Hmm. . .yes, well, it would appear that | seerhawe slipped up there.' He
gave her a shamefaced grin. 'But | didn't know #tdhe time, did 1? You
appeared to be living openly with a man—and | wgsepared to stand for
it! But | knew that you needed money for the aiegg, and that you'd
eventually have to come to me for it. . .as, indeged did.'

Francesca grimaced. 'l tried every other avenwilidcthink of, but no one
would lend me that amount of money. So | had totaxnyou in the
end—and | dreaded having to come out here withgagihg-bowl in my
hand.'



'‘And | was ready for you,' he told her heavily.rBed arranged, a long time
ago, to join me for a cruise around the Windwalanids. All | had to do was
to make up a reason for needing you as a cookrauite his awful wife and
daughter along. I'd known them for some time, armlld guarantee that the
two women would make your life a misery.’

'Lois is very beautiful," Francesca said in a swaite.

'Yes, she is, isn't she?' Matt agreed calmly. 'Hanethe girl is also a

first-class, empty-headed, spoilt nincompoop! ieser been so insulted in
my life as when you accused me of wanting to méreysilly girl!" he added,

gazing down at her with a sardonic grin.

"Well—it was clear she wanted to maggu!’' Francesca retorted huffily, in
fact, when | think about the hundreds of women yust have had, | really
don't--'

'Now—just a minute!" he said firmly. 'I'm not inetfirst flush of youth—and
I'm not going to pretend that I've been living likenonk. However, | give
you my solemn promise that, since you captured aartheight years ago,
I've had only light, easy relationships with womeho didn't want to
become involved in a serious affair any more thdrmll OK?'

'Yes,' she sighed. 'I'll try not to be jealous.’

"You have no need to be. | love you with all mytéhe told her simply. 'l
experienced total ecstasy and joy in your arms ragtt. And, since we
made love | don't know how many times. . .’

‘Three,' she answered quickly, before flushing epdgimson as he gave a
low, sensual laugh.

... I think you can rest assured that | amhin the slightest bit interested in
anyone else! And, incidentally, I'm still waiting hear if you're going to
marry me," he added, his arms tightening aboupbssessively.

'Well, 1 think you ought to make an honest womamef, don't you?' She
smiled up at him.



'‘Absolutely! he agreed. 'I'm sure | can arrangeaariage licence here on
Mustique, and we can hold the reception at Silveadh.'

She frowned. 'Where's that?'

‘This house, of course,' he said. 'And then, hoautilh honeymoon on the
yacht, and--'

'Hold it!" she said quickly. "What about the artlggy? I'd got to the point,
lately, when | wished I'd never thought of tryirmgiduy the place.’

'Well, that's one thing you don't have to worry atide told her with a grin.

'l bought it for you— with my own money, of courséefore we started to

cruise around the islands 8&iver Lady! think it must be the only thing that
| did right during the whole time you've been ie tGaribbean,’ he added
gloomily.

'‘But | can't run the gallery and be married to gbwne and the same time,’
she told him with a worried frown. 'Quite honestatt, | think you'd better
sell the art gallery.’

'‘Oh, no—Ben was quite right. It's a very good iriresnt. | suggest that you
put in a manager, and we will think about whatdamdth it in a year or two's
time.’

'Well, there is one more thing. You do remember twhsaid about the
yo-ho-ho life on the ocean wave, don't you? I'msating that I'm always
going to be anti-sailing, but | do think I've hadbegh of the sea— for the
time being!

'Fair enough—how about wild-game spotting in Kemgead?'

‘That sounds great!" she beamed up at him.

‘Although | think you aren't giving yourself sufient credit,’ he told her
seriously. 'The way you tore into cleaning up theht, and managed to cope

with such an alien environment, was what helpedth&ke the scales fall
from my eyes; to realise just how | had maligned wl these years. You



were frightened and terrified of the sea, and getyanaged to stay on your
feet, looking after everyone when they had compjdtst their nerve. Not
only was | deeply ashamed of my own behaviounyjimgy to make your life
as unhappy as | could,’ he added sorrowfully, I'swasvery proud of you.'

Francesca's cheeks flushed at his praise. 'Thegistione thing. . ." she
murmured. 'It's not very import' ant really, butdn't quite understand why
you seem to have this obsession for "silver". Theilds house of yours,
Silver Beach, and the yacBilver Lady.ls it something to do with your
business, or--?'

She didn't manage to finish the sentence, as heagdeep, throaty chuckle.

'l was so certain that you must have guessed—Imn'iteasy to change the
name of a boat. However, since you clearly havealtsed the connection. .
."He raised his hand to pick up a lock of hereiyash- blonde hair.

"You, my darling, have always been my one and sillser lady," he said
softly, before lowering his head to possess hex ilipa lingering kiss of
aching sweetness and total commitment.



