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Was she ready to let go of the past?

Kate's mission to prove her late husband's disgasethe wreck, the
Belle Etoile, depended on hiring Sean McGregor.hdd worked
with her husband and was now the enigmatic skipperthe
Barracuda.

Kate knew that in the silent world beneath the sagee could trust
Sean with her life. Yet he was a man of mysteny) by a secret Kate
was sure involved her late husband.

In spite of herself, the fierce ardor of his emlesaswept her
irrevocably into a whirlpool of passion. But lovirlgean meant the
betrayal of love's memory...



CHAPTER ONE
'I'M sorry, Mrs Taylor, but Mr Thompson isn't free.'

Kate drew herself up to her full height of five feme inch. 'Please
tell Mr Thompson that if he doesn't see nosv,he can expect to hear
from my solicitor on a libel suit.’

The secretary sighed, and touched the key of teecom on her desk
with one immaculately manicured fingertip. 'I'm y@aorry to trouble

you again, Mr Thompson, but Mrs Taylor is most stesnt that she
should see you at once. She's speaking of legahdct

Kate heard an impatient sigh, and then Mr Thomgemteded with
an air of resignation. 'Very well. Show her in.'

‘Yes, Mr Thompson.' The secretary stood up, hee fagassive.
'Please come this way.'

She led Kate through an inner door, into an imgpsarpeted office.
A grey-haired man sat behind a vast desk litteri¢l papers, and he
didn't even bother to look up as Kate walked in: &teger exploded.
She marched up to the desk, and slammed the magdawn on it,
together with the old logbook.

He looked across at both articles and then up &, ksairprised that
she should dare to challenge him so assertivelyhd®¥ this?' he
asked, frowning.

‘This," stated Kate, pointing at the magazine,ybdsir magazine,
containing a libellous article about my husbanddAhis is the
proof,' she added, tossing the log-book acrosddisk towards him.

He picked it up and opened it. 'But this is just@d diary,' he
protested.



'It's a record. My husband kept them for every dieemade,’ she
informed him with dignity. She took the log-boolkckdrom him, and

searched quickly through the pages. 'There,' sbelsanding it back
to him. 'Read that.'

"Distribution of cannon conforms to knowarmoury of Belle
Etoile",' he read. He turned a page. "lron anchor ohémeDesign,
circa 1700." He glanced up at Kate again. 'Very intimgs he
agreed, 'but it doesn't prove anything.'

Her dark eyes kindled. 'What more proof do you wWarghe
demanded hotly.

He leaned back in his executive chair and regangedhoughtfully.
So this was the woman who'd finally caught Daveldiayne mused.
He could see why. She was a dainty little thind,Har figure curved
in all the right places. A halo of dark curls fradna fine-boned,
almost ethereal face—but those big, beautiful @éges could pack a
lethal punch. If he were twenty years younger ...

He put down his pen decisively and smiled at haviag his hand
towards a chair. 'Sit down, Mrs Taylor," he inviteda conciliatory
tone. She perched on the edge of the seat, herdtdatilted at a
proud angle as she waited for him to speak. Bélée Etoilehas been
surrounded by controversy ever since she sankggan.

‘You don't have to tell me that," she returned gityn'My husband
knew more about her than anyone:*'

He nodded, lifting a placating hand. 'Yes, I'm aavaf that,’ he
agreed. 'But though he claimed to have found tlezkvonce, he was
never able to find her again, nor did he produgecamclusive proof.’

‘You'd never have dared to publish that articleeifvere still alive to
defend himself,' she challenged bitterly.



Mr Thompson shook his head. 'I'm sorry, Mrs Tayldmad a great
deal of respect for Dave, but the fact remainsttiafate of th&elle
Etoileis still not known.'

‘You're accusing him of lying.'
‘Now, | wouldn't ...

‘Yes, you are,' she insisted forcefully. ‘Welll, iiake you eat your
words. I'll go out to the Bahamas myself, and fimel wreck.'

Mr Thompson's eyebrows lifted in polite surprisieyéu can do that,
I'll be more than happy to print a retraction.Whnt photographs, of
course— exclusively.'

Kate smiled confidently. 'I'll get them,' she asser
'‘Good.' He handed the log-book back to her. 'l wisinluck."

Kate tucked the log-book into her leather shouldag, and stood up.
‘Thank you," she said, a mischievous smile curtieigmouth. 'There
was just one more thing.'

‘Such as?’
'‘Any chance of an advance?' she asked cheekily.

His lips twitched in an appreciative smile. "Youlthve a cool nerve,
Mrs Taylor," he remarked, amused. 'Very well. dtimmission an
article from you—our standard contract. See myetacy on your
way out.’



The British Airways 747 banked and began its lssigw descent.
Kate fastened her seat-belt, adjusted her watdbdal time, and
turned to gaze out of the window at the long clodislands scattered
in a magnificent sweep from Florida to the Caribbea

The plane was too high up to allow her to see naathil of the land,
but already she could feel the lure of the spagkhaters that lapped
the shining white beaches—the warm, shallow Bahan3aa, a
tapestry in glorious Technicolor, every shade ef shectrum from
clear, crystal green to a deep, majestic indigo.

Dave would have loved it. She glanced down at tié wedding ring
she still wore, and brushed a tear from the coofdner eye. He
wouldn't want her to be crying. He had always heenbusy getting
on with his life to waste time looking back. 'Life today," he always
used to say. "Don't ask for tomorrow. If you spaidyour life
worrying about what might be round the next corgeu aren't really
living at all."

No one could ever have accused Dave Taylor ofiviogl life to the

full. Kate had first met him when, at eighteen, $lagl gone up to
university. He used to stride around the stark ceteacorridors of the
life sciences building like some Viking warlord sHiery red-gold
hair ablaze. He lectured in marine biology, and imfectious

enthusiasm for his subject had made him very popuith all the

students.

He had also run the university's sub-aqua club,iewds there that
Kate had enjoyed a much-envied advantage ovehalbther girls
who had fancied him. She was already an experiesidadliver. Her
mother was Greek, and every summer of her lifeliegh spent at her
grandparents' villa on the Gulf of Corintlr. Heagdfather had taught
her to dive as soon as she was old enough to wsara suit.



At first she had been only one of a number of gndsad flirted with,
but gradually his interest in her had deepenedirTenance had
blossomed on weekend field trips, diving in therasting waters off
Cornwall and southern Ireland, studying the fisld amderwater
plant life and indulging Dave's passion for expigrold wrecks.

But Kate had inherited from her mother not only sleghtly exotic
colouring, but also a rather old- fashioned attttmithe rules of love.
She had always firmly refused to share a cabin [ddke aboard the
old wooden fishing-boat the club had bought anavated for their
trips.

And then, one lunchtime just before Easter in &l fyear, he had
suddenly announced, 'OK, you win! We'll'get martied

She had thought he must be joking, but he wasnth ¥at usual
bewildering impulsiveness he had dragged her atfikry afternoon
to make the arrangements, and they had been mawmdveeks
later.

They had had just four months of idyllic happinésfore he had
been killed. It had been so cruel and sudden. Heben rigging
some underwater lighting, and he had been eledrdc®Of course,
there should have been circuit-breakers in usethaytd found they
were a couple short, and it had been too far tbagd to harbour . . .

Could it really be almost a year ago? The time resbed so quickly.
In those first few terrible weeks after Dave's Hesiite had not wanted
to go on living herself, had not thought it possitilat she could. But
slowly she had begun to emerge from that blackaespnd as the
months passed she had found that the pain wagyeasin

But then she had opened that magazine—one that Dade
contributed to regularly—and her fragile peace afidnhad been



shattered. There was no way she could ignore it-egleel it to Dave
to prove the truth of his claim beyond any furtdeubt.

Armed with all the information she could find, adl from Dave's
detailed notes and every book that made any menfitime subject,
she had her long summer vacation, the advance Mmpkon had
allowed her, and all her savings, and she was doirfind theBelle

Etoile.

Of course, it would be much easier if she couldukthe help of
Sean McGregor, the skipper of the boat Dave hadexrea on that
first trip when he had found the wreck. A littletelemined detective
work had uncovered the address of a man of thaevano owned a
boat called th®&arracuda.She had written to him several weeks ag
outlining her plans and asking if the boat wouldalailable for hire.
Unfortunately he hadn't answered her letter yet.

She wondered vaguely what he was like. The namgi@hup an
image of a tough old sea-dog with grizzled hair amq@pe clenched
firmly between his teeth. Why hadn't he written kladMaybe he
couldn't write very well, she mused.

The plane touched down smoothly, and within a fenutes she was
walking across the tarmac towards the airport ingildThe gentle,
cooling breeze lifted her feathery dark curls amellsad to put on her
sunglasses against the brilliance of the mornimdigiut. In spite of
the lingering sadness of missing Dave, her sgnas begun to rise
from the moment she had tasted that fresh, sajethair.

The relaxed, friendly atmosphere of the islands ertineated even
to the customs hall, making the tedious processetking through
all her bulky diving equipment and Dave's preciausierwater
camera far less irksome than she had anticipated.



It was an attractive drive into Nassau, skirtinguand the lovely
shores of Lake Kilarney. She had booked into on¢éhefcheaper
hotels, and went straight up to her room, the &fetjet-lag making
her sleepy.

But before she could rest she had an important eleail to make.
The helpful operator got her the number, and aftead rung for
guite a long time a woman's voice answered. 'I$V\dGregor there
please?' Kate asked politely.

'‘No, he ain't,’ came the sharp response. 'Whas%'th

"My name is Kate Taylor—Mrs Kate Taylor," she amethdvith
emphasis. 'l wrote to Mr McGregor a few weeks dgom England,
about some business | want to discuss with him.’

'‘Oh ... yeah." The young woman sounded slightlylifred. 'Well,
he's gone fishing right now," she conceded. 'l tdexpect he'll be
back till late. There was some sharks over by Spaviells.’

'‘Could you ask him to ring me, please?' Kate askmckly. 'It is quite
important." She gave the phone number of the hatel,then hung
up. She was mildly intrigued, wondering who the veomvas. Sean
McGregor's wife? Or maybe his daughter? Somehowrhage of
him hadn't placed him in a domestic setting. Withdde shrug of her
shoulders she dismissed the thought, and lay dovtheobed to take
a short nap before lunch.

She woke to find the room in darkness. She turmethe bedside
light, and glancing at her watch in astonishmealised that she had
slept for nearly eight hours. But now she feltesfred and ready for
anything. She checked with the hotel's switchbodsdi Mr



McGregor had not returned her call, so she askedjith to try the
number again.

A man answered the phone. 'Mr McGregor?' she dsépdfully.
'‘Who's speaking,’ The voice was oddly evasive.

'It's Kate Taylor,' she answered. 'l rang earlier.'

'I'm sorry. Mr McGregor isn't here.'

Kate's eyes glinted with sharp suspicion ‘Do yoovkmwhat time he'll
be back?'

‘Sorry, no.'

'l see.' She kept the irritation out of her voitevas pointless getting
annoyed with him. 'Well, thank you. I'll try agdater.' She put the
phone down, and glowered at it as if the instrunvegrte to blame.
Apparently Mr McGregor had sufficient employmentlte able to
turn away business. But at least he could havah®dood manners
to tell her so.

Or maybe he just didn't fancy the idea of takingoaan on a salvage
expedition. There were dangers around these oldksreshe was
perfectly aware of that. She knew exactly what wlas doing, of
course, and would be taking no foolish risks. Bog¢ €ould well
imagine that some of these local fishermen would Vesy
superstitious.

She caught sight of herself in the mirror, and igtidher reflection
critically. She had lost weight since laSt yeard am spite of the
honey-gold sheen of her skin she had an air otae}i that had not
been there before her marriage. It made her dak leyk larger, her
cheekbones more sculpted. She was not very taH{caradmoment



she wondered if Mr McGregor might think her a dttbo fragile to

undertake the rigours of a diving expedition. Bate he hadn't even
seen her, he was hardly in a position to judge | Wahmmit, he was
going to find out that she was not so easily diseds$

But at the moment all she could think about wainggesomething to

eat. Kate unpacked her clothes quickly, and hadgifh wash in the

bathroom down the corridor. She put on a crushédrcaress—one
of only two she had brought with her—in a soft ipgk that flattered

her colouring. It tied across her shoulders witlrana straps and the
skirt drifted round her knees. She wore high-heaaddals and a
little make-up to add a touch of sophisticatiornd aras rewarded by
several admiring glances as she took her seaeiditiing-room.

The food was delicious. She tried a creamed comhdwder, and

followed it with a sinfully fattening guava duffravned in rich rum

sauce. The tangy Bahamian air had certainly lenedge to her
appetite! It was almost ten o'clock when she fiatsher meal, and in
the hotel's bar a steel band was playing goombasiana gentle,
swaying sound, reminiscent of the lazy rhythm oé tshallow

Bahamian sea.

In the foyer she paused by the pay-phone, a fro@asing her brow.
She was sure it had been Mr McGregor himself wia dr@zswered
her call earlier in the evening. Ringing him agaas not going to get
her anywhere. She had to go and see him in persba-tirae when

he wouldn't be expecting her to show up.

She wasn't very keen to wander round a strange &bwms time of
night, but tonight might be her best chance of lnatg the elusive
man off-guard. With an impatient shrug she disnadsdger
reservations and ran up to her room to fetch hekefaand a
street-map of Nassau.



The capital of the Bahamas was pulsating with ldeglittering
tinsel-world of bars and night-clubs. The air wad pleasantly
warm, so she tossed her cream blazer over hersashmeagthreaded her
way through the crowds of strollers. The soundgoaimbay, calypso
and jazz spilled from doorways all along Bay Streanhgling with
the cheerful jangle of the harnesses of the pdhegsdrew the pretty
surreys laden with tourists, and the frustratedndpling of car
engines held up in the heavy traffic.

She found the address easily enough—it was downm tfea
waterfront. But as she approached it, her footsfefisred. The
doorway was rather unprepossessing : it was dosauple of steps,
and above it a tawdry scarlet and gold neon saghid its message
to the night—the Rum Runner. She glanced arourakirsg another
door, but there was none.

As she hesitated on the pavement, the door swueig apd a couple
of sailors lurched up the steps. She stepped latkhey saw her,
and grinned at her drunkenly.

'Hello there, baby. What's up? Your boyfriend stgod up, has he?
Why don't you come and have a little drinky with @ls?' one of them
invited, his voice slurred.

'‘No, thank you,' she responded as coolly as shid.com looking for
someone.'

'‘Who are you looking for, honey?' the other oneedskjuite
pleasantly. He seemed a little less drunk tharfriesd.

‘Sean McGregor,' she told him. 'l understand heslivere.'

The first one leered at her. 'What's old Sean bedn, then? Got you
into trouble, has he?’



Kate flushed scarlet with shock, but the more savex cuffed his
friend into silence. 'Sure, he lives here,' he mskber. 'Come on, you
don't want to go in there on your own.'

He stood aside for her politely, but still Kate iteged. She didn't
want to go in there at all. But she was determih@dsee Mr
McGregor, and after all, what harm could come toihéhe middle
of Nassau? So, squaring her shoulders, she maddved the steps,
the sailors on her heels.

Before she had gone five paces into the room slser@gaetting her
recklessness. It was a dingy, smoke- filled caveroisy and

crowded, and the few women present looked evergsiibugh as the
men. She felt as though scores of greedy eyesbuening into her,

making her acutely aware of the feminine curvesasfbody beneath
the delicate fabric of her dress. But it was tot [B turn back.

Instinctively she knew that she must not show fear.

The sailor took her arm and drew her towards thie'Hay, Maxie!'
he called cheerfully. 'Where's old Sean?'

A strikingly attractive blonde girl, in a dress ¢oiv enough to start a
riot, turned at his words. 'He's over there, witlai®s and Banadol, in
a game of poker,' she told him as she served amestwith a
foaming glass of beer.

Kate recognised the voice as the one that had aedwke phone
earlier in the day. 'l spoke to you this mornispe said quickly. 'My
name's Kate Taylor.'

'Oh, yeah!" The scarlet mouth curved into a wide fiendly smile.
At a second glance, Kate could see that she waisitét as young as
she had first appeared. She extended a beautrhdlyicured hand,
and Kate shook it, slightly bemused. 'Hi. I'm Maxigave him your
message. Didn't he ring you back? That's typi&&lé raised her eyes



expressively to the heavens. 'Well, it serves hgimtmow that you've
caught up with him. He's over there, playing cards.

She pointed towards a group of half a dozen maiedan intense
concentration around a table littered with card$ money, oblivious
of the noise and jostle around them. Kate thankexi®land the
sailor with a friendly smile, and suppressing teevous fluttering in
the pit of her stomach, walked across to the tabie thing shdad

noticed: the mention of Sean McGregor's name haedalike a
talisman on the leering customers. Many werewtliching her with
undisguised interest, but they seemed to havenfaliek a pace.

The men around the card table, however, were cdeiplgnoring
her, and she had to raise her voice a little toeniakheard. 'I'm
looking for Sean McGregor,' she announced firmly.

There was a tense pause as the card players rélya@eknowledged
her intrusion and looked up at her. Slowly Katedme aware of one
pair of cool blue eyes that were regarding herdsltgaln the dim
light she formed an impression of a hard-bonedtherad face not
softened by the mocking smile that curved the ratithless mouth.
Sun-bleached hair grew with wayward thickness,jmgibver a high,
intelligent forehead, and there was a small, jaggpaal above his left
temple. He was much younger than she had antickpagarely not
above thirty-five.

'I'm Sean McGregor.' His voice was as uncomprormiamhis looks.

'I'm Kate Taylor," she said evenly, refusing taridenidated by him.
'l wrote to you.'

'So you did,"' he answered in a bored voice.

'l also telephoned you,' she added frostily. "Youer. .. Maxie, the
girl behind the bar, said you'd get the message.'



''d have thought you'd have got the message by Nva/ Taylor,' he
remarked sardonically, and turned his attentiorkldachis game,
laying a couple of crumpled banknotes on the pikhé middle of the
table. "Your twenty, and raise twenty.'

'‘No, that's me out," muttered one of the othergaisytossing down his
cards impatiently.

"Mr McGregor,' said Kate, her rising anger addirntgraad of steel to
her voice, 'if your boat is fully booked, | will ga understand,
although | would have appreciated it if you coulavé had the
manners to tell me so, so that | needn't have wastenuch time. But
if you're available, | would like to hire you.'

One of the other players laughed raucously. 'HegnS1 bet even
you don't get an offer like that every day of thesk/'

The blue eyes had grown perceptibly colder. 'I'mfoo hire, Mrs
Taylor,' he said firmly.

‘Why not?'

He dragged his attention from the card game, anhbisegaze slide
down over her in unhurried appraisal, lingeringroseery curve. A
hectic flush rose to her cheeks, but her headlliftaughtily as she
returned him an icy stare.

His eyes glinted with evil. 'l can think of severabre interesting
things to do with your body than feed it to ther&sa he drawled in
mocking insolence.

'l have no intention of allowing myself to be eatgnsharks,' she
snapped. 'I'm a very experienced diver." He lifate quizzical
eyebrow. 'As | explained in my letter, if you batheé to read it,



Iworked on a number of salvage operations with ogbland, before .
. . before he was killed.’

‘That isn't much of a recommendation,’ he remadyedcally, most
of his attention once again turned to his pokedhan

'‘My husband was one of the foremost salvage expette world,'
she retorted hotly, ‘and | intend to prove it.'

‘And you want me to help you do that?' he sneered.

‘Yes. Though it won't be easy for me to get usewdoking with
second best,' she flashed, her anger boiling over.

A shout of laughter went round the table at herofis words, but
Sean McGregor ignored it. He calmly laid his candtlee table, and
drew the pile of money towards him amid the graainsrotest from
the other players.

‘Well now, Mrs Taylor,' he growled, unfolding hintis@zily from his
seat and stuffing his winnings casually into theksd of his faded
denim jeans. 'You've made your pitch, and I've tpdadi I'm not
interested. Now | suppose I'm going to have to msgmu back to
your hotel.'

He took her arm in a firm grip, and she staredtupra as he towered
over her, six foot three of raw male power. He wasring a thick
white cable-stitch sweater that emphasised theasgwe width of
his shoulders, and Kate's mouth was suddenly dry.

‘That won't be necessary, Mr McGregor,' she managesy. 'I'm
quite capable of taking care of myself.'

He smiled down at her tauntingly, and she was tbtoeconcede that
he was a very attractive man. "Take a look around Wrs Taylor,’



he remarked drily. 'This isn't one of your prettitd English seaside
resorts, you know. If your battered body were tdduend floating in
the harbour in the morning, | might feel a slighinge of conscience,
since you came down here to see me.’

She was left with no alternative but to allow himléad her back
through the crowd, which gave way for him withowvard on his

part. 'Such chivalry,' she remarked tartly as thieypped up into the
street. 'And so unexpected.’

'‘And so undeserved,' he returned, unruffled. ‘fiellMrs Taylor, are
you in the habit of pursuing strange men into bsit&et bars?’

'‘Only when they're avoiding me.'
‘You appear to be dangerously reckless.’

'‘No. Merely determined.' Her voice was as cool distant as the
night sky—a canopy of black and silver high iabdlie Nassau
rooftops.

'It seems to amount to the same thing," he dralalaty. ‘May | ask,
just as a matter of curiosity, why you're so keerfioding theBelle
Etoile again after all these years?'

Kate stopped abruptly in the middle of the road.sBeis there!' she
breathed.

'Oh, she's there all right," he confirmed grimisgwling her out of the
path of a rather irate driver who had had to slamhis brakes to
avoid her. 'Did you have your doubts too, then?'

'‘No, of course not!' she protested quickly. 'ltistj. .. Can you find
her?'



He shrugged his wide shoulders in cool indiffereridaybe, maybe
not,' he replied unhelpfully. 'She's in the middfenowhere, and
pretty heavily encrusted with coral—almost unrecgsghle. And the
reef will have changed a lot in the past twelvergetd won't look
anything like it did then. No, I'd say the odds #&against it.'

She turned her dark gaze pleadingly up to his.yButcould try?' she
implored, the words coming straight from her heart.

His eyes were as cold as flints. 'l could, butrion going to,' he said
with an air of finality. 'Forget it, Mrs Taylor. Gmack to England and
play with your sea shells, or whatever it is youimabiologists do.'

‘I will not!" she retorted furiously. 'lfyou worttelp me, | shall just
have to find someone else who will"

'‘And how do you propose to do that?'

'I'll charter another boat, and I'll look untilihfl her,' she vowed with
grim determination.

He swore fiercely under his breath. 'That couldetahkonths,' he
argued.

'l don't care,’ she asserted wildly. 'I'll stayenentil all my savings are
used up, and then I'll get a job, if necessanyfititl that wreck, Mr
McGregor, if it's the last thing | do!

He glared down at her furiously. 'Damn you, Mrs[dayhe snapped.
'l suppose I'm going to have to help you after lalan see you're
likely to get yourself killed. At least with me ydilbe comparatively
safe.’

‘Safe?' she echoed, sarcasm adding a cutting edigg toice.



'Oh, yes. And | don't just mean down on the wretkat mocking
smile had returned to curve his hard mouth. 'l deeha certain
reputation to maintain,' he taunted softly. 'If engw were to hear
you screaming in the night, I'd never live it doivn!

She flushed scarlet at the unmistakable implicatiidms words. She
had barely given any consideration to the posgibibf such
complications arising. She would have liked to bk do tell Sean
McGregor exactly where he could go, but secondghtausilenced
her angry rejoinder. In spite of her reckless wpslse could only
afford to charter a boat for a short time, and whs due to start a
teaching job in September.

Without his help, her chances of finding tiBelle Etoile were
virtually nil. However much she disliked him, sheutd tolerate his
company for a few weeks, surely? After all, it imsDave.

Quelling her anger with difficulty, she turned tionlh her head tilted
at a proud angle. 'Thank you,' she said with mihip@iteness.
'‘When will you be ready to sail?'

‘Shall we say the day after tomorrow?' he suggested

Ten o'clock? Since you're such an efficient littetective, I'm sure
you'll be able to find my boat.’

"Fine.' They had reached the bustle of Rawson &gaad her hotel
was only a few hundred yards away, on a brightlysiieet. She
extended her hand to him with an air of cool foitgall'll see you the
day after tomorrow. Good night, Mr McGregor.'

‘Good night, Mrs Taylor.' Long, strong fingers tbad hers briefly,
and he smiled that quirkily attractive smile. Arfem he was gone,
dodging through the crowds and traffic with théditenergy of a
natural athlete.



Kate stared after him for a moment, a little bendusg the startling
contrast to the image she had painted of him imfiad before she
had met him. Was she taking too much of a chamade g alone with
a man like that? There would be his crew, of coutisat their loyalty
would be to him.

But after all, as he had pointed out, he did havweputation to
maintain. It wouldn't do him any good if she waesecbmplain about
his behaviour to the local tourist board. No, sheuld be safe
enough. With a careless shrug of her shouldertushed and walked
back to her hotel.



CHAPTER TWO
Goob morning, Mrs Taylor.'

It was ten o'clock, precise to the minute, as k&tpped from the taxi
that had brought her the short distance from heaelhoGood
morning, Mr McGregor. We have a fine morning foilisg,' she
answered, coolly ignoring the mockery in those ldyes. She was
dressed for comfort rather than sophisticationblure jeans and a
sunny yellow T- shirt, and she had made up her riinatther manner
was going to be distant and formal—she was notgytonlet Sean
McGregor goad her with his cynicism.

'We do indeed," he agreed drily. He shoulderechkaviest bags of
equipment with irritating ease, and led her aldregliusy quayside to
the Barracuda'sberth. Following him, her eyes widened in surprisi
The Barracudawas not, as she had expected, a fishing- boata bt
large and luxurious motor yacht, a sleek fifty feegleaming white
hull with a sharply raked bow that promised speed.

A young island lad, probably still in his teens sweaiting to help her
aboard. 'This is Josh," Sean told her. 'He takesafdhe cooking and
diving equipment, and anything else that needsgdoin

The lad beamed at her as he handed her down thegargway.
'‘Welcome aboard, Miz Taylor,' he said, his accemdy soft.

‘Thank you, Josh,' she smiled in reply.

‘Josh's father, Joshua, looks after the boat," &aded. 'l suggest you
stay out of his way. He's even less enthusiastioutalyour
hare-brained scheme than | am.’

Kate was tempted to make a stinging retort, bubtdhieback, swiftly
recalling her good intentions. Her eyes watched tawertly from



the shadow of her silky lashes, recording impressidHe was
immaculately dressed this morning in white slaakd a crisp white
shirt, the sleeves rolled back over strong, suenbed forearms.
Who had washed and ironed his clothes with sucimdpgare? she
wondered tartly. The sexy blonde barmaid at the Rwmner?

‘Josh will stow your equipment,' Sean went on,ipgther bags down
on the aft-deck. 'I'll show you round before wet cdf'

A few steps took them down into the saloon, a cotabde, airy cabin
with gleaming teak woodwork and smart coffee arehor striped
upholstery. A neat corner-unit housed a televisiod music centre,
and there was a comprehensively stocked drinksnegatauilt in
under the helm seat.

'‘As you can see, there's plenty of room," remargedn, with a
sardonic inflexion in his voice. 'We won't be tdose for comfort
during our leisure hours.'

Kate's heart thumped unexpectedly at the thougheiwifg too close
to Sean McGregor. He was all male, and suddenlystseaware of
her own femininity in a way she had never quitet fe¢fore.
Fortunately he had turned away from her, and wdkingaforward,
dipping his head automatically under the low delkad beams.
Quickly she schooled her features into a composgedession, and
followed him down a couple of steps to the cabmthe bows.

'‘Down here we have the crew cabins and the gaheygxplained.
The galley was impressive, light and well ventithtand extremely
well equipped. There was even a microwave overes@uof course,
are not expected to share the cooking. Josh dads-tyou'll find
him remarkably good. But any time you want coffe@a®nack, just
help yourself.'

Kate nodded.



'‘Crew cabin.' He indicated briefly towards a smzdbin on the
port-side, and then slid open the last door. '‘Mpgirta A fleeting
vision of hedonistic luxury in spice-coloured sueded a wide oval
bed, impinged startlingly on her consciousness reehe turned
away. Mr McGregor was no ordinary fisherman!

Your cabin is aft,' he went on, indicating thag sinould lead the way
back through the saloon.

The aft cabin was down another few steep stepstrendoor was a
little narrow, but inside it was spacious and lighitere was a bunk
on each side, and plenty of locker space. 'Yoe'ltbmpletely self-
contained,' he told her, showing her a neat libd¢hroom with a
shower cabinet. 'I'll leave you to unpack.'

She turned to face him. 'Mr McGregor,' she begaerdenedly,
'‘before we cast off, perhaps I'd better make onegythlear. | was
expecting to pay only standard charter rates.’

'Of course.' His eyes glinted with cold humouwduldn't expect you
to pay over the odds for what is, after all, ordg@nd best.'

So that remark had pierced his armour-platingeadt! 'I'd hardly call
this boat second best,' she pointed out drily.

‘Nice, isn't she?' With a taunting smile he turagdy and lounged
back up to the saloon, offering no explanation. eKahrugged
impatiently. If he chose to conduct his businessuoh an offhand
manner, who was she to argue?

She glanced around the small cabin with pleasure hEadroom was
a little restricted but that didn't matter. It wady two portholes. The
colour scheme was a pale, restful grey, and th&dwere very

comfortable. She chose one to sleep in, and dunheedcanvas

holdall on the other to unpack the few clothesisd brought.



They were mostly casual clothes—shorts and T-sshietxcept for

her two dresses: the pink one and one other. Shret deally know

why she'd bothered to pack the second dress, thaln't crease and it
took up hardly any room. It was of a drifting, ggumaterial, black

with vivid splashes of fuchsia-pink in a simplensational style that
wrapped around her waist, scooping in a deep Vsadite curve of
her breasts and floating in soft folds to the floor

Dave had called it her fever-dress. He had boudbt iher in Nice,
just a few weeks after their marriage. He had baeweying the
wreck of a World War |l fighter plane for a consatien society, and
they had decided to snatch one precious weekenthat® a
honeymoon. Dave had promised her a very specidtemek and he
had kept his promise. They had stayed at one oRiliera's best
hotels, with a sweeping view over the blue Medéaerean . . .

Sadly she took out the little silver-framed photggr that she always
kept by her bedside and set it down on the handyecshelf above
her bunk, beside her travelling-clock. She had riateat picture
herself, in the grounds of the university. Dave wasling into the
camera, his red-gold hair tousled by the breezedimed as though it
had been only yesterday.

With a small sigh she returned to her unpackingshing it quickly
and hurrying back up to the aft- deck as old Jostammaking ready
to cast off". She offered him a friendly smile, boét only a blank
look. As soon as the boat was under way he weothesktepping past
her as if she wasn't there.

The narrow channel between Nassau and Paradisel lslas alive
with noise and colour. The local fishing-boats Igstwith crowds of
pleasure-craft and luxury private yachts. TBarracuda slipped
neatly through the throng, and Kate watched asgiey stone
ramparts of Fort Charlotte slid by the port raiey®nd it the road



wound and dipped under shading palms and sapaddés, past
luxurious hotels and beaches of sun-whitened canadl.

They were erasing at a comfortable fifteen knatg, theBarracuda
was every bit as beautiful in action as she hallddan dock. Kate
glanced up at Sean where he sat at the secondarplsition on the
flying-bridge. He was wearing a white-peaked baketag, pulled
low to shade his eyes, and he was steering al@oibt,lone hand on
the wheel, the other resting along the back os#a in which he was
lounging. And yet there was a latent power in ewvech of his lean,
athletic frame that suggested he was a man who alvaays in
control.

'‘Coffee, Miz Taylor?' Young Josh was beaming afftoen the saloon
cabin.

'Oh, yes, please,' she replied, smiling back. 'Bledse, call me Kate.'
He nodded, delighted. 'Milk and sugar?'
‘Milk, no sugar.'

'‘Right. | hope you like your food, Miz Kate. Welnell stocked up,
and | like to cook,' he told her eagerly.She laagh®ood. | get very
hungry when I'm diving.'

Josh looked satisfied. 'This oughtta be a real gapd he declared
with confidence. 'The skipper, he takes care ofitkimg, | take care
of the chow, and my pappy takes care of the boad. you take care
of yourself,' he added, suddenly grave. 'Don't gouaking no risks
down on that old wreck. She's been down there a/éars—she ain't
going nowhere.'

'‘Don't worry, Josh,' Kate reassured him, smilihglon't intend to
take any chances.



'I'm glad to hear it,' cut in Sean acidly as henbled down the ladder
from the flying-bridge. 'The last thing we needward a dangerous
wreck like theBelle Etoileis an excess of amateur enthusiasm.’

‘You needn't worry, Mr McGregor," she respondedligod know
what I'm doing.’

‘Good. Now, what do you know about the wreck?'irepuered.

'She was two-masted brigantine, built in Tortudgzegan Kate
confidently. 'Her captain was Philippe de Mercoarte of the most
notorious pirates of the Bahamas, He was sunkdthish in 1718,
but it had to be hushed up, because he was relatedme very
important people in France, and it could have be
embarrassing—there were some sort of diplomaticotmsgpns
going on at the time. So it was put about that @eddurt had died of
the plague, and his ship burned to prevent infag¢tishe finished
triumphantly.

‘Very good,' he applauded. 'But do you know anghabout the
wreck itself?'

‘Well, only that it's lying on the leeward sideahalf-moon reef. |
have the chart co-ordinates,' she told him unaeytdit's about fifty
feet down, and heavily encrusted with coral.’

'‘Right," he agreed with a curt nod. 'And do youehany idea how
many half-moon reefs there are in that area?’

'l ... I should think there are quite a few,' rediKate reluctantly.

‘A few hundred, | shouldn't wonder," Sean agreéuol'd better come
and have a look at the chart.’



Kate followed him into the saloon, needled by h&pdraging tone.
He strolled forward, ducking smoothly under theldkead beams,
and picked up a chart from the navigator's tabbe te the helm
position.

Old Joshua had now taken over the wheel, and Kategd up at
him. He still seemed intent on ignoring her presertshe could
almost feel his disapproval, emanating silentlyrfrevery line of his
back.

Sean spread the chart out on the dining table sts dmerged from
the galley with their coffee.

‘There you are, Miz Kate. Is that how you like i&ked Josh,
watching as she sipped it.

'‘Perfect, thank you, Josh,' she told him, smilidg.nodded happily,
and withdrew to his own territory for'ard.

Kate bent her head over the chart, following Sefarger as he traced
the last ill-fated voyage of tigelle Etoile. The pirate stronghold was
In Nassau,' he began. 'lt was just a shanty-tovamiftévood and palm
trees with tents made of old sails—but they had then loose kind
of organisation, for all that. In 1718 it was abtgdreaking up—the
rich pickings were elsewhere.

'‘When Woodes Rogers returned from England with aughority
from the Crown and his offer of an amnesty, a fdtis old privateer
comrades joined him, but others, led by Charles\é&ard Philippe de
Mercourt, fought their way out of the harbour, gjod away.

'Rogers commissioned some of the reformed pirat@sitsue them.
They caught de Mercourt on his own, out here byhHagirne Cay,
and chased him southwards over the Tongue of tleai©de may
have been trying to make a run for it to Hispanidayway, with



Hornigold's guns on his tail, he found himself faria coral bank,
here, to the south of Andros. It's riddled with mhels, and he must
have decided to try to outwit Hornigold's fleetdneaking through.

'He didn't make it. The coral tore the bottom dutis boat, and she
sank like a stone. De Mercourt perished; and sordist of his men.
The pursuers only picked up a handful of survivors.

Kate stared at him in amazement. 'How on earth alo know all
that?' she asked.

'‘One of my ancestors, Robert McGregor, was commgnahe of the
ships in Hornigold's fleet," he explained with ldittinterest. 'The
story's been passed down in the family for genamati

'‘But ... why haven't you ever told anyone else?"

He shrugged his wide shoulders in cool indiffererisi® one ever
bothered to ask,' he said.

'‘But she's such a find!" she protested, aghast.

‘Not really. There's nothing much to salvage—juf#va rotting bits
of wood, encrusted with several tons of coral.’

'Oh, come on!" Kate persisted, her dark eyes an fithere's been
controversy about thBelle Etoileever since she sank!

'So | believe,' he responded dispassionatelyedlly doesn't interest
me. There are hundreds of wrecks around here,\aaTg gear a few
more idiots get themselves killed exploring therhe Belle Etoile
would be just another graveyard. If | had my wae'd stay hidden
for ever.'



Kate stared at him. 'Well, | suppose you have atpahe said slowly.
It was not a view that she had ever consideredreefio Dave, a
wreck—any wreck—was a challenge to be met and cenegiy
whatever the price.

Sean's blue eyes were glacial. 'Nevertheless,eygalng to go ahead
and look for her,' he said.

Kate sighed. 'All | know is | have to find her toope that Dave was
telling the truth,” she explained, wishing she douhake him
understand how important it was to her.

He leaned back in his seat, surveying her colMegry well,' he

rapped. 'Let's get a few ground rules established,tshall we? We
don't dive if | say we don't, and we surface whesay so. No
arguments. Is that clear?’

Kate glanced at him questioningly. "You're divinghame?'
‘You don't expect me to let you dive alone, do you?
‘Well, | suppose ...’

'It's inclusive in the charter rates,' he assumadclgnically. 'It's very
bad for business to lose a customer.’

'l see,' she responded tautly. 'Well, in that cakank you, Mr
McGregor. You certainly offer a comprehensive savi

'‘We aim to please.' His eyes were coolly mocki@ge' more thing,’
he added in a sardonic tone that robbed his woirdsy warmth.

'You and | are going to be diving together in saynée dangerous
waters. Do you think we could try to put our redaship on a slightly
more friendly footing? A little mutual trust woulglo a long way
towards helping us both survive this crazy trip.'



'‘By all means, Mr McGregor,' Kate responded witipndtiy. 'l admit
that | was annoyed by your bad manners in notmetgmy calls, but
I'm perfectly prepared to put that behind us.'

He seemed mildly amused by her reluctant conces%mwod,' he
said. 'Shall we begin by dropping the formality? Mgme's Sean.'

He was smiling that oddly attractive smile againgd &ate found
herself suddenly unable to reply. She transferegctiention quickly
to the chart spread in front of her. 'How long vitlitake us to get
there. .. er . .. Sean?' she managed to say irnca ttoat wavered
oddly.

'‘We'll be there by late afternoon,' he told here"N\\anchor here, close
to the main island, and tomorrow we can go outreawe a look at the
coral bank.'

'You don't know exactly where the wreck is lyingen?' she asked.

‘Within a few hundred vyards,” he responded withuniating
insouciance. '‘But among the coral reefs that maghtvell be fifty
miles. She isn't going to be easy to find.’

'I'm quite aware of the difficulties,' she told hihrer voice now as
cool as his. 'l've worked on several salvage opmerst

"He was sipping his coffee, and watching her thefudlly. ‘How long
have you been diving?' he asked.

'Since | was a child.'
His eyebrows lifted fractionally. 'Oh? Dave dide'ach you, then?'

Again Kate detected that hint of antipathy in loisd, and glanced up
at him questioningly. 'No, he didn't,’ she answekst eyes searched



his, but that cool facade gave nothing away. 'H@ever mentioned
you to me, you know,' she remarked cautiously. y@&id know him
well?'

‘Not particularly." He began folding the chart. idare you going to
go about salvaging this wreck— if we find it?'

'Oh, I know | won't be able to undertake a big agien,’' she said, 'I'm
just hoping I'll be able to take some photograpits measurements,
and maybe bring up a couple of things if I'm lutky.

His expression was again cynical. 'Do you reallgkht's worth it?
Risking your life to find some ancient wreck thatrgy of interest to
maybe a dozen people?’

'Of course it's worth it," she insisted without ikegn. 'Finding the
Belle Etoilewas Dave's proudest achievement. I'm not goingtto
anyone take that away from him!'

He laughed scornfully. 'Oh, | get it,' he sneefédu're fighting some
sort of duel for the honour of the late great Daaglor.'

The sarcasm in his voice lashed her anger to wieiée. 'He doesn't
need me to fight for his honour!" she snapped. remitation was
above reproach.’

'You really believe that, don't you?' he mused.cbi@ld do no wrong
in your eyes.'

‘That's right!" she flashed furiously. 'He was|lanit.’

Their eyes clashed, hers blazing, his ice-cooleiA# moment he
shrugged and stood up, picking up her coffee-&gu might as well
take it easy while you can. You'll be out of theywap on the
flying-bridge.’



She wasn't ready to finish the argument so abrupily he had
already gone down the steps that led to the galhwe got up
impatiently and walked out on to the aft-deck, ataibd watching the
silver wake unfurl behind the yacht. It was ratbdd, she reflected,
that Dave had never spoken of Sean McGregor—shddwmave
thought he would make a powerful impression, evanaobrief
aquaintance.

With a wry smile she acknowledged the answer tooler question.
Dave would have regarded the finding of tBelle Etoileas his
triumph—which indeed it was. Sean had plainly nekeown the
importance of théBelle Etoileuntil Dave had told him. Part of the
skill of a salvage expert was in using local knalgle to pinpoint the
position of a wreck, and in finding a man who wasaknded from
one of the original seamen in that long-ago fldegve had
accomplished a feat no less impressive than thdoczting the
sunken ship itself.

It was understandable, perhaps, that Sean woldda'it that way.
Probably the two men had quarrelled—she could wadgine that
there would have been an undercurrent of rivaltwben them. And
what of Sean himself? How did he come to own susiprb boat as
the Barracud& There must be a good deal of money in the char
business in Nassau! Maybe he had even won hegame of cards?

With a dismissive shrug she set the thought asidd,climbed the
ladder to the flying-bridge, where she could stigwn to her bikini
and sunbathe in comparative privacy. Her mindetlifo thoughts of
the task that lay ahead. TBelle Etoilehad lain on the sea floor for
more than two hundred and fifty years. She wouldrée hard to
find. Dave's log-book described how she lay deepipedded in the
reef— and Kate knew well the frustration of seamghior a wreck in
such conditions. Every stand of coral seemed te hidannon or an
anchor.



At least in the crystal clear waters of the Bahgmasbility was
excellent, but at a depth of fifty feet they wouoldly be able to stay
on the bottom for forty-five minutes—or a littlenger if they dived
twice a day. Then there were the dangers: fronctn& itself, which
could inflict a nasty graze on an incautious diveym jellyfish and
sea-urchins; and that nerve- snapping danger alpragent in warm
seas— sharks.

It was reassuring to know that Sean would be diwitg her. Much
as she disliked him on a personal level, she fislinctively that he
would be a competent diving buddy. When there veamsch that
could go wrong, that mutual trust he had spokewad essential.
Even the most straightforward dive could end inaslisr if there
should be any carelessness.

Long ago, years before she had met him, Dave magisalbeen killed

in a diving accident that had claimed the livesvad of his friends.

He had managed to save a third, sharing the ldgsaiwn precious
air to bring him to the surface. And all because dhr-tanks had not
been properly filled. The other three had beenpeernced divers,
and had panicked when their air had run out—andcpaas diver's

worst enemy.

The afternoon was becoming a little tedious. ThHereed inactivity

after all the excitement of preparing for the tmas making her
restless. When she heard Josh setting out lun¢heoaft-deck, she
pulled her clothes on over her bikini and went ddavjoin them.

To starboard lay a low island, thickly tangled wmangrove jungle,
slashed by deep, mysterious creeks. Along its caasbbon of

dancing green water betrayed the presence of & m@fa The sea
was a deep, majestic royal blue, and the surgingepof the water
under the hull suggested that there were many iiasghmeneath them.
'‘Where are we, Josh?' she asked.



'‘We're running down the Tongue of the Ocean,' faldher. 'It's real
deep—over two miles in places.’

‘That's deep!' Kate agreed, her eyes wideninghasAndros Island,
then?'

'Yes, Miz Kate. But you don't want to go there,'ddeled, lowering
his voice theatrically. 'It's an evil place.’

Kate gazed out over the water towards the islantdadl a strange
haunting beauty that made it difficult to dismissids superstitious
warning entirely.

'Oh, Josh, don't be silly," she protested, herevaigaking a little.
‘How can it be evil?'

‘Chickcharnies,' he uttered in an awed whisper.
'‘Chickcharnies? What are they?"

‘They have three toes, and red eyes, and they Iyatigeir tails in
Cottonwood trees,' Josh intoned darkly. Kate baustaughing. "You
mustn't laugh, Miz Kate,' Josh protested with solegravity. '"You
laugh at a chickcharnie he twist your head rightiad backwards on
your shoulders.’

Kate looked at him curiously. ‘Do you believe ieithf?' she asked, a
little afraid that she might be offending him bytnaking him
seriously.

'Of course.' He crept towards her with clawed fisgautstretched,
his eyes full of youthful mischief. ‘'My mammy ustedtell me about
them when | was little.'



Kate dodged away from him, laughing—and gaspedhatls as she
collided with a hard body. She glanced up to fiedsklf looking into
a pair of cool blue eyes.

'You shouldn't fool around like that on a boat, ykwoow, he
reminded her, an ironic inflection in his voice.olY might fall
overboard.'

... I'm sorry,' she stammered. 'Josh was gifihty me about the
chickcharnies." Her heart was pounding with shoodmf the
unexpected contact, but if Sean noticed he chogmtoe it.

‘You're more likely to encounter a Russian subnegrine told her
drily. 'There's an American weapons-testing statipnhe coast.’

Kate shuddered. 'Heavens! | think I'd prefer thelatharnies!

'Oh, | don't think we'll have much trouble fromheit-,' he drawled
indifferently, and settled himself opposite hetret small table. Josh
had cooked up a delicious risotto of red snappér peas and rice,
seasoned with peppers, and for a sweet producetteeen covered
with grated fresh coconut.

'‘Mmmm. That was superb!' sighed Kate, leaning lzayzknst the rail
and closing her eyes. 'When | arranged to hire Yoat, you didn't
tell me that the food was going to be such a bénus.

'You seem to have left a great deal to chance wbenvere planning
this expedition,' Sean remarked.

She opened her eyes and glared at him in indigndtiaidn't have
much choice,' she told him, her voice sharp. 'ldwtiafford a lot of
elaborate organisation.’



'‘Don't you have a father or a brother or somethimgtop you taking
such foolish risks?'

'Itisn't a foolish risk," she retorted, prideihfy her head. 'l know what
I'm doing. And my father neverinterferes. I'm awynovoman.'

His eyes took a lazy survey of her slender bodyl ber cheeks
flushed a heated red. 'l can see you are," he édangolently. 'All the
more reason why you should be more careful.’

She tucked her feet up on the seat, hugging herskimedefence. '‘Mr
McGregor,' she protested, her voice shaking, Pleasember that
ours is purely a business relationship.'

He smiled that taunting smile. 'Of course,' he eoiec mockingly.
'‘What else?' He eased himself lazily to his fé&w if you'll excuse
me,' he added, 'l think I'll do a little sunbathimyself. If anyone
wants me, I'll be up front.'

As he made his way along the narrow side-deck tdsvére bows he
unfastened his shirt and pulled it off. His bagkpted with smooth
muscles beneath skin that glowed bronze and hedtte blinked,
suddenly realising that she was staring at him. @ieed herself
together sharply, and hurried down to her cabifetch a book, and
then climbed up to the flying-bridge to settle dommthe cushions
she had left in the floor-well to continue her saifiing.

She spent the rest of the afternoon in the sunstmyieg to read, but
distracted by the ospreys and pelicans squabbliey the fish
brought to the surface in thlgarracuda'schurning wake. As the sun
began to sink lower in the flawless blue sky, thheynded the
southernmost tip of Andros, and began to sail tdwar cluster of
small cays offshore.



Sean steered the yacht skilfully through the nacbannels between
the reefs that fringed the low, green islands,targ dropped anchor
in a peaceful lagoon. As the steady throb of thggress died, a noisy
silence of shrill bird calls drifted out from thadkets of coco- plums
and sea-grapes that grew right down to the longtegling white
beaches.

The water was an incredibly clear, opaline blued &woked so
shallow that Kate felt as though she would be &blevade on the
sandy bottom—but she knew that the impression \gasmtive, and
that the lagoon was probably several metres deep.

'‘Dinner'll be ready in half an hour, Miz Kate,' annced Josh.

'Fine, Josh. It looks as though we're going to repeaceful night.’
There was hardly a breath of wind, and not a clmatred the
flawless perfection of the sky.

‘Sure thing,' agreed Josh. 'Looks like we couldtgetgreen flash
tonight.'

‘The green flash? What is that?' asked Kate cuyious

'It's an unusual refraction of the light, as the sets," Sean told her as
he sauntered out on to the deck. 'lt only happdrewit's very clear,
like tonight.’

'It's very lucky,' Josh added eagerly. 'Especialijovers.'

Kate turned to gaze out at the finely drawn lineeveithe sea met the
sky. There was a strange stillness in the aiff, the iwhole world had
paused to watch breathlessly. The sun sank slosyndthe sky,
turning the sea to a crucible of liquid gold. Amen in the last split
second before it slid majestically below the hamizthere was a



dazzling flash of purest emerald light, there andefaster than a
wink.

Kate let go her breath in a soundless sigh. Sheamase of Sean
standing behind her—quite close, maybe eightedmemaway—and
an odd shimmer of heat ran through her, thoughaueniot touched
her. 'l ... | think I'll go and change for dinnestie mumbled, and
hurried quickly down to her cabin.

She couldn't understand why she should reacthi&eto him. But he
made her nervous, with his cool self-assurancenamtking facade.
Was there a real man in there somewhere, capahlenodn warmth?
She shivered. Perhaps it would be better if she'tdithd out!



CHAPTER THREE

THE Barracudawas moving forward very slowly, her powerful twin
diesel engines edging her through the reef at adsg®at only just
overcame the drag of the treacherous currents ghrthe maze of
channels. Old Joshua was stationed in the bows$, Was on the
port-quarter, and Kate had the starboard.

The sky was a flawless blue, wisped with just a &xay clouds in
the distance. The sea was as smooth as silk, eatibty clear crystal
green, and the sandy bottom swathed in acres ofrssa, was
visible fifty feet below the hull.

All around, the sharp coral, so beautiful and yetlangerous, waited
for the slightest error to throw the yacht on sorterciless teeth. But
there were no errors. Up on the flying-bridge Seteered with
faultless precision through the narrow channel, baad on the
wheel, the other holding the headset of the eclixder to his ear.

Kate could only admire his skill. The coral ban&me five miles
south of Andros, was several square miles in angalaces the coral
broke the surface, glistening gold and white ingbe, but most of it
lay just below the dancing green water.

When the mid-morning sun was shining down on aquédrsea, as
today, it was possible to pick out the sandy passdgrough the
reefs. But in poor light or rougher weather it wbble a death trap.
Kate shuddered, thinking of those desperate menhalldraved this
path rather than surrender, in a craft not muchgdrighan the
Barracuda, but lacking the hair-trigger manoeuvrability ofeth
modern boat.

At last Sean yelled, 'Okay,' and cut the enginesh Jaced back to
drop the stern-anchor as his father dropped ther dtbm the bows.
Kate straightened her back with a sign of relief] éooked around.



The sea was a tapestry of blues and greens, latkbdimy white
wavelets where the water broke over the reefs.

'We'll dive in half an hour,' said Sean, climbirayweh the ladder to the
aft-deck. "The sun will still be high enough togius a good chance
of seeing anything there is to see.’

‘You're sure this is the right reef?' she enquitech between hope of
finding the wreck, and a desire to see Sean's sellassurance
shaken. But his response frustrated both objects.

'‘No,' he said indifferently. '‘We'll spend a weekeheand if we find
nothing we'll move on. | warned you, we might nefiad it." He
strolled into the saloon, quite unperturbed by pessibility of
failure.

Kate went down to her cabin, and spent a whilefallyere-reading

Dave's log-book, memorising his descriptions offttet appearance
of the wreck. When she climbed back up on deck somedater, she
found that Sean had assembled a collapsible slagd-and slung it
over the stern on heavy-gauge nylon ropes. He hgged a

pulley-system over the transom, and wound the rapes small

winch.

‘Very good,' she applauded, glancing over theatalhe cage resting
on the sandy bottom of the lagoon.

Sean glanced at her, his blue eyes humourlesshéAtirst sign of
trouble, we retreat to the cage,' he told her. imome that was
accustomed to being obeyed without question.

'Yes, sir,' she responded demurely.

He slanted her a warning glance. "You're takingtopid risks off my
boat. | intend to see that you get back to Nassane piece.’



'l assure you that if | wind up as a shark's dinne&on't hold you
responsible,' she vowed solemnly, hand on heatrt.

‘That isn't very funny.’

‘All right!" she snapped, needled by his infurigtmanner. 'I'm quite
well aware of the dangers. But I'm responsiblenfigrown actions. |
don't see why anyone should blame you if thinggvgmng.'

‘Don't you?'

'Oh, | forgot,' she sneered, beginning to loseté&mper. 'It would be
bad for business, wouldn't it? Heaven forbid thatilaing should
tarnish the shining reputation of the great SeaGMgor!

He rounded on her, as angry and dangerous asrma atosea. She
stepped back in shock. 'l ... I'm sorry,' she gaspeidn't mean that.
Of course I'll be careful.'

He glared at her, his anger ebbing away slowly.d@dget ready,' he
ordered brusquely. '"You'd better put your full watt on—it'll be
cold at fifty feet, and the coral's pretty sharp.'

Kate accepted his instructions meekly. She had eeng to laugh
about the shark-cage—it was an essential precaufioa greatest
risk to a diver when there were sharks around sfs, knew, the
moment of climbing out of the water. She could dehy Sean's
competence, whatever other flaws there were ichasacter.

She hurried down to her cabin, and changed intostbek-fitting
swimsuit she always wore beneath her neoprene witetvghen she
got back on deck, Sean was already suited-up. &texiron her
leggings and zipped herself into her jacket, anefadly tested her
air-tanks before letting Josh lift them on to hack



She fastened the harness comfortably over her begyacket, and
then as Josh handed her the rest of her equiprnerthecked each
piece before putting it on, as her grandfather trathed her—
weight-belt, diving knife, depth-guage. Out of dwner of her eye
she noted with satisfaction that Sean was followthg same
disciplined practice.

When she was ready, she turned to Sean with atlsigite. 'Good
luck," she said cheerfully.

‘Luck doesn't enter into it," he responded coldllgrefer to trust my
eyes, and this.' He was holding a cartridge-loathedk stick, and for
an angry moment Kate glared at him, resenting iy efficiency.
No one would be less like Dave. But she had to asledge that if
anything went wrong her life could depend on tHétiency. So
without another word she climbed over the transom down the
ladder to the swim platform.

She leaned into the water to rinse her face-madilgapers before
putting them on, and then glanced across at Seha,was now
beside her. 'Ready?' she asked.

'Ready,' he concurred.

She fitted her snorkel into her mouth, and rollegtlty backwards
into the water, somersaulting away from the bohé ®as tumbling
in a confusing world of luminous green and shinmdpbles, with a
cacophony of roarings and metallic clankings in lears. She
uncurled herself slowly, wanting to laugh at the biing,

saucer-shaped bubbles in front of her eyes. Shetself drift to the
surface, popping the bubbles with her finger as slat and
watching as each one shattered into a dozen smatikcas of itself.

She broke the surface, tossing back her hair, dated the water
from her face mask and snorkel- tube. Josh wasngaa her from



the deck, and she gave him the okay sign, andduwmé&ean as he
came up beside her.

'‘Okay?' he asked. She nodded. 'We'll snorkel avehé reef and
mark our starting point,' he said. 'You lead.'

She rolled over and began to fin slowly towards rbef. As they
reached it, Sean dropped the first of the red mebkeys. 'Okay,' he
said. 'Be careful of the fire-coral, there's adbit about.’

' will,' she promised. 'l make it twelve twentyeven," she added,
glancing at her diving watch.

'Right," agreed Sean, checking his watch against Mge come up at
twelve minutes past one.'

Kate set her marker, and then fitted her air-vate her mouth and
turned on the supply. They exchanged okay signd, than she
dipped smoothly under the water and began to bwlgl down to

where the buoy had dropped next to the reef.

The coral was like an incredible garden, elegamsters of stag- or
elk-horn, intricate twists of brain- coral, leaflilplates of agaricia. It
was a far more interesting world than the one sltkkkmown back at
her grandfather's villa on the Mediterranean. Thesemed to be
every type of coral she had ever heard of, asagediponges, prickly
sea-urchins, frilly sea-slugs, and mollusc shdbsvang iridescent in

the filtering sunlight.

The reef was alive with the waving fronds of seamaones, and the
feathery pastel-coloured rosettes of gill-worms.hdgds of
jewel-bright damsel-fish and wrasses flashed bystudoed
occasionally by the long, lethal shape of a huntbayracuda,
spreading alarm. Suddenly a piece of sponge moard, Kate



wanted to laugh again, realising that it was natnge at all, but a
bat-fish, spectacularly ugly in its disguise.

It would be easy to drift around all day, there wasnuch to see. But
she had a job to do, and resolutely she turnedatiention to a
detailed inspection of the coral formations alamg base of the reef.
Here on the leeward side, little of the coral wad actively
growing—the still water close to the sandy bottoid dot carry
enough of the essential oxygen. But the nooks amwdecs of a
sunken ship could be an oasis, allowing the cargroliferate—so
that was one of the clues they were looking foruansually rich
growth of live coral among the debris.

Kate searched meticulously, tapping with her divikmife to break

open any likely-looking clumps. She noticed thatlerBean was also
searching, he was constantly alert to everythingpéwaters around
them, leaving her free to concentrate on her wBik she found

nothing, and as they came to the end of theirtatlotime, Sean
touched her arm, and pointed upwards.

She nodded, and, checking the position of the daddow of the

boat's hull against the sapphire glow of the sefdiegan to fin

slowly upwards, allowing herself to drift at thexsarate as the silver
bubbles of air she was breathing out.

Sean surfaced close beside her. 'Okay?' he asked.

'‘Okay." She had to set aside her disappointmenhet lack of
success. After all, that was only their first diveke couldn't expect
too much luck.

'‘Hungry?' asked Sean.



‘Starving!'
‘Josh will have lunch ready as soon as you've stemlyde promised.

She glanced round for tHgarracuda,a gleaming white cliff fifty
yards away, the blue and white diving pennantdhiutg cheerfully
from the flagpole on the flying-bridge. 'Right. Se®mi on board,' she
said, and began to fin lazily back towards the spiatform.

Josh leaned over the transom to help her as shetdierself up the
ladder, and handed her .a welcome cup of hot chtediefore
turning his attention to helping her out of heridgzgear. 'I'll rinse
everything for you,' he offered.

‘Thanks, Josh.' She wriggled out of her wetsuit wrapped herself
up in a big, fluffy towel as Sean joined her on tlezk. Lounging
back on one of the cushioned seats that ran alengitle-rails, she
sipped her chocolate with a contented sigh.

Tired?' asked Sean with a rare smile.

She glanced up at him. 'A little," she admittedhaVen't dived much
since . . . since last year." Without warning a tselled into the
corner of her eye, and she brushed it away quickly.

'You haven't really got over it, have you?' Hiscewas surprisingly
gentle.

She shook her head. 'l don't suppose | ever sig whispered
thickly.

'‘What will you do when this is all over?'

'‘What do you mean?' she asked blankly.



'‘Don't you have any future beyond this crusade airy? Some
fulfilling career mapped out? A new romance ontthezon?'

'‘No ... I mean ... | hadn't really given it mublought,' she admitted,
avoiding his eyes. 'lI've got a job teaching in @ Gdomprehensive
school, but | can't say I'm looking forward to &y much.'

‘You don't enjoy teaching?'

‘Well, I think 1 would," she mused, 'if only theilclien were interested
in what | was teaching them. But | went to seeplaee just before
the end of last term, and it was horrific. There aearly fifteen
hundred kids in the school, all rampaging arounsl ltkige concrete
bunker of a place—the building's so badly desigmitdno wonder
the kids hate it. The architect ought to go to @ridor building a
school like that!"

He laughed. 'What would you rather be doing?'

She leaned back against the rail and closed hes, eygoying the
moment of blissful dreams. 'Sitting on a boat ia #unshine, and
diving among the most beautiful coral reefs in Wld," she said
with a wistful sigh.

'‘Well, schoolteachers have long holidays,' he jedirdut by way of
compensation.

'Yes—but I'm never going to be able to afford p tikke this again.
It's only the advance from the magazine that's nitgoessible.’

‘Maybe you'll find a millionaire to marry.'

Kate slanted him a glance of wry humour. 'In Peokh&nd anyway,
| don't want to get married again.'



'Not even to a millionaire?'

‘Especially to a millionaire!" she laughed. 'l tirll go and have my
shower now. See you later.’

Kate spent another lazy afternoon sunbathing orflyingg-bridge,
and then joined Sean on the aft-deck for dinneeyTdined, alone as
usual, and she found herself wishing that Joshhesdather would
join them—it was nerve-racking to have to spendhsch time with
Sean, struggling to maintain a flow of casual srizdK.

It was a beautiful evening, the moon reflected ligaid silver in the
dark, tranquil water. 'Peaceful, isn't it?' remark&ean, stretching
lazily.

'Oh ... yes,' she agreed, aware of a strange temsstde her. She
stood up, and moved over to the rail. 'Can yougetei by the stars?'
she asked him.

‘Not in these waters—they're far too dangerousdrssvered easily.
'In open waters—yes, | could. But | prefer to ray satellite
navigation.'

She laughed. 'How prosaic!’
'‘But much safer.'

Yes, much safer, she thought wildly as he movetheorail beside
her. Stardust could have a very odd effect on #etheat! But she
stood her ground resolutely. After all, so whath& night was ...
undeniably romantic? She was immune—especially nasent
company.



Even so, her voice didn't sound quite natural todwven ears as she
asked, 'Which is the Pole Star? Do you find itsame way you do in
England?'

'Yes. Find the Great Bear first,' he told her.

She scanned the heavens, looking for patterng got it,' she
announced triumphantly. 'There it is. Which is Gazsia?’

Sean touched her shoulders lightly, moving heratze fexactly the
right way, and pointed over her shoulder so thatcsiuld look along
his arm to find the constellation. She could fesmisklf trembling at
his closeness, and tried to move away, but higfmgtill gripped her
shoulders and held her still.

‘Look there,' he said, pointing to three stars loinghe sky. ‘That's
Orion. And there, see—just above them—that one'ecca
Betelgeuse.'

'‘Beetle juice?' she repeated incredulously. 'NmA't believe you. It
couldn't be!’

'Oh, | assure you, it's quite true.' He spelledrithene for her. She
glanced up at him, laughing—and her heart thuddedhiing as
their eyes met. She stepped away from him quickly, arms
wrapped protectively around her body. What's wrohg?asked, his
voice softly taunting.

'‘Nothing,' she answered, a little too quicklys'ftist . .. just that it's
getting a little chilly now.’

'Oh. | thought perhaps you were worrying about wiaatmight come
up against down on the reef.’

'Of course not,' she countered, pride lifting headh 'I'm not afraid.'



'‘Well, you damned well should be. This is goindpgono picnic, you
know.'

She met his eyes defiantly. 'Of course, if youkhyou can't manage
it, we can always go back to Nassau, and | candmo¢her boat,’ she
reminded him in a mocking tone.

'Oh, | can manage it,' he returned, his voice wift anger. 'But can
you?' Without waiting for an answer, he turned amoht back into
the saloon.

They worked their way out along both arms of thef,reearching
carefully, but they found nothing. On the sixth d&gan went out in
the inflatable tender and returned to report thate was another reef
a little to the south-west that had possibilitesd that the channel to
it was clear.

The following day they took a rest from diving, aeating the
Barracudaclose to the second reef while the sun was dtigisest.
They had been diving twice a day to maximise bottone, and Kate
found it exhausting—not that she would have leihnSgaess that.

After the sparks that had flown on the first couplelays, things had
settled down a little. Sean was beginning to thaweeoor twice he
had even made her laugh with his dry sense of humbut Kate was
still rather wary of him. And yet when they wereidg together they
seemed to share an uncanny communication that Waesta
telepathic.

Sean had certainly proved his worth as a divingdgudbhe felt
utterly safe with him, knowing that he was awareewotrything
around them, confident that whatever arose, hedodehl with it. It
was nice to be able to relax and trust a diving gamon. Her



grandfather had been like that, with a healthyeesfor the potential
dangers even in such clear, shallow water.

Dave had often had his mind too fully occupied withatever he was
studying to take note of such vital matters astdepdrift, and it had
often been up to Kate to remind him of the passddene. And he

had taken risks, too—risks that had sometimes tieigdd Kate. But
that was what had made him the best in his field.

It was a long, lazy afternoon, with nothing to dd le in the sun. But
Kate couldn't relax. She was all too conscious $8&an was lying just
a few feet away from her, down on the striped aghton that fitted
over the coach roof of the forward cabins.

She couldn't help wondering about him, about thg alived. He
was a seaman to his fingertips, completely at hoatehere on the
water, at the helm of his boat. And what of thesotbart of his life,
when he was not at sea? She shuddered at the memibrgt dim,
smoky bar. Why would a man who could afford to eugacht as
beautiful as theBarracuda choose to rent rooms in such
disreputable place?

And did he live there alone? she wondered. Her moutved into a
cynical smile as she remembered the stunning MaXm. she
couldn't imagine that Sean McGregor would stintdethof female
companionship. He was the type of man who made wowesak,
with his level blue eyes and hard-muscled body.

A strange compulsion made her sit up, and creeptiilforward to
peer down from the flying-bridge. Sean was stredahé on his back,
his head resting on his folded hands, his whitk@édoaseball-cap
tipped down over his eyes. He was wearing only ia plafaded
denim shorts that looked as though he'd been Ilootinem, and the
muscular length of his body was lightly scatterathwough hair,
bleached almost white by the sun.



Kate watched as his powerful chest rose and fdil thie deep steady
rhythm of his breathing. She scarcely dared breagihgelf in case he
should hear her and look up. There was a latesnigtin in that hard,

masculine body, even in total relaxation, and scfaated her. She
wondered what it would be like to touch those srmaauscles, to

trail her fingers through that smattering of rowgils at the base of
his throat . . .

She turned away abruptly, her heart racing. What sl doing,
thinking like that about a man who was almost argjer? Quickly
she pulled on her T-shirt, and hurried down to ¢edsin. A warm
shower eased the tensions out of her body. Shadd@lthe ashes of a
dozen emotions were washing down the drain witiwider. She had
felt more since her arrival in the Bahamas than bkhd for
months—anger, exhilaration, sadness, guilt . . .

Her reaction to Sean's forceful male presence dlistoscked her.
She could no longer ignore the tentative stirrihgesire inside her.
She was going to have to get a firm grip on herselfie was going to
start picking up signals she didn't want to trarismi

She had little doubt that he would coolly take gnadvantage of her,
if she let him. And it took little imagination taugss that the sort of
man who frequented sleazy waterfront bars like Ruen Runner
would not be the sort to treat a relationship with a womanyv
seriously.

She stepped from the shower, and vigorously rubleeself dry. The
big, rough towel made her skin tingle and glow, asdhe opened the
clothes- locker she caught her breath—there wa#-&ehgth mirror
inside the door, and she had a sudden, startliegy af -herself,
naked. She stared at the reflection, at the deftdsr curves of her
body, and a hollow little ache began inside her.



An image drifted into her mind of a long, lithe hsibronzed body,
and she quivered in shock. What was happening t®@ 8ae had
dreamed such dreams before, but it had always baga who had
moved through them—ever since she had first met 8gan had no
right to trespass on such private territory.

She shook her head impatiently. It was only becabsg were
confined so closely on the boat that he could tleskér so. But he
could only temporarily disturb her peace of mindalfew weeks the
trip would be over, and she could go back to Ergjland forget that
Sean McGregor had ever existed. And thank goodoesisat!

She turned away from the mirror, and reached inéolocker. Her

hand hesitated, momentarily, over the black dimgsthen she pulled
out a pair of white slacks and a soft pink sweated, closed the door
firmly. Maybe it was only natural, after all, thsthe should feel the
occasional tug of physical need—she was young,hemchusband

had been snatched away from her when she had gy to learn

the pleasures of love.

But there was no need for her to indulge such thtsyghe scolded
herself briskly. It would be as though she werengainfaithful to

Dave. She had a job to do, and she was going td seeugh. She
could cope with Sean McGregor. After all, it wasydior a few short

weeks.

They dined, as usual, on the aft-deck, alone. Ite sif her good
intentions, Kate felt herself all too aware of asien between them, a
tension that had its roots in the primeval forceat tcould flow
between a man and a woman.

But Sean seemed indifferent to it, if he sensed #lil, as he lounged
back, totally at ease, on one of the bench-seaswéb wearing a
faded shirt of pale blue cotton, with the sleeva® tout, and the
muscles of his arms were smooth and powerful barfeatgleaming



bronzed skin. He was describing to Kate how heduiand caught
the shark that infested the warm, tranquil watéth® Bahamas, his
voice coolly matter-of-fact as he spoke of thinge &new must be
very dangerous.

'‘Aren't you ever afraid?' she asked, grudging thsepeéct he
commanded.

'Of course,' he said readily. 'The man who's nefexid is a fool.
That's where the excitement comes from—pitting yskill against
the forces of nature.' A faintly sardonic gleanhlg blue eyes. 'But |
always weigh up the odds," he added deliberatélg.no interest in
being a dead hero.’

Kate bridled at once. 'What do you mean by thdi@ demanded
angrily. He shrugged, his smile mocking her. 'Aosl yalking about
Dave?'

'l never said so,' he pointed out. "You thought.bf

'‘Davewasa hero,' she threw at him. 'He was the bravestInexer
met!'

'‘And you were crazy about him?'
‘Yes.'

He gave a hollow laugh. 'Yeah. Crazy. And you'ilestzy. Like an
adolescent with a crush.’

'l wouldn't expect you to understand,’ she threviiat. "WWhat on
earth would you know about love?"

'l certainly don't recognise the emotion you'refesufig from," he
returned.



'Of course not. | dare say your experience of logasists of a
dizzying roundabout of one-night stands.’

His eyes glinted coldly angry, and she felt hiseglager in insolent
appraisal over the soft, feminine contours of hehb

'‘Why should | stick around any longer when | canalld want in one
night?' he drawled with chilling cynicism.

Kate felt her heart thudding painfully. "You're..you're despicable,’
she retaliated hotly.

He lifted one eyebrow in mocking enquiry. 'l thotighr relationship
was strictly business,' he drawled with a taunsingle. 'Why should
you be concerned with my morals—or lack of them?’

She leapt to her feet, her self-control snappir@ssure you | really
couldn't care less how you choose to live,' sheapam. "You stick
to women like that. . . that Maxie of yours. Peedbn | wouldn't

touch you with a barge-pole.’

She turned him an aloof shoulder, and stalked b#okthe saloon,
his mocking laughter echoing in her ears. She stdrdown to her
cabin and slammed the door fiercely, and threwdiem to the
bunk.

She hated him! How dare he look at her like thatifahe were

judging what she looked like without her clothe® dmaybe the sort
of women he was used to were quite willing to sdtil a one-night
stand. Well, she certainly wasn't like that—andé&an McGregor
thought he could enliven the trip with a littleedlialliance, he was in
for a surprise!



Her glance fell upon the photograph of Dave, aredmsbked it up. A
small tear trickled from the corner of her eye. ;OWwish you were
here,' she whispered. 'You'd teach him a few maiiner



CHAPTER FOUR

THEY reconnoitred the whole length of the reef on tillWing day,
and then went back to study more closely anythnag had attracted
their attention. But in five days of diving theyufod nothing, and
Kate had to struggle to keep herself from becongagpondent as
day after day passed without success.

With nothing to do but lie around in the sun whie svasn't diving,
she was finding it difficult to channel her thoughaind more and
more she found them turning to Sean. But set aghgrsgrowing

attraction towards him was a nagging curiosity abdus evident

dislike of Dave.

She couldn't really make sense of it. He had actchee of believing

Dave could do no wrong, but that wasn't strictletrShe had known
that Dave could sometimes be a little wild, aditthpulsive. But if he

was quick to quarrel, he was even quicker to mgkepologising so
generously that there was never any rancour bdfweryone had

liked him—except Sean McGregor. Why?

She would have liked to ask him, but somehow ste'dknow how
to broach the subject. Maybe Joshua could have shrad light, but
he continued to ignore her. So she tried to pramy Josh. 'l expect
you were too young to have been with Sean and ralgdnd the first
time they found this wreck we're looking for?' sheggested as a
beginning.

But before Josh could answer, Sean intervened as due. 'Josh,
come and give me a hand with this distribution hameuld you?' he
called from the saloon.

'Sure, skipper, coming right along," Josh calledkbaheerfully.
"Scuse me, Miz Kate,' he added with an apologetites



Kate pulled a wry face as he went off to obey Seammnmons, then
with a careless shrug of her shoulders she clintbedadder to the
flying-bridge. She'd find out sooner or later. lRow, she was going
to settle down on the cushions in the floor-welt fofew hours'
relaxation in the afternoon sunshine.

She felt so comfortable in her privacy there noat 8he had taken to
discarding her bikini top to avoid getting pale kgon her tan. She
scrunched her sun-hat well down on her head teeptrdhe nape of
her neck, and laying her forehead on her armseiesdff drift on the

fringes of sleep.

Below her on the aft-deck she could hear Seamigliuietly to Josh.
Without troubling to catch the words, she let hiérksten to the
sound of his voice. It was a strangely attractivéc®, deep and
slightly roughened, as if years of sea air and snme rooms had
sandpapered his vocal cords.

The sun was hot on her back, warming her body tigiaugh to her
bones. The voices ceased, and she heard the metsteps moving
back through the saloon cabin. Restlessly she duoneto her back.
Deep inside her that uncomfortable ache of emimesl staYted
again, in spite of all her efforts to ignore it.

As the sun caressed her skin she began to slideainworld of
half-dreams, where her rational mind loosed itsllool her fantasies.
She saw a lithe, muscular body—blue eyes that ¢aunér—a hard
mouth that could curve into a fascinating smilé\.soft, languorous
sigh escaped her lips, and she smiled secretheativid images that
were swirling in her brain.

A sound close beside her startled her, and sheedpepges still
lustrous from her dreams to find Sean climbingld#ueler from the
aft-deck, not troubling to disguise his apprecrtsurvey of every
slender curve of her body.



'‘Excuse me," he drawled lazily, 'l just came upctweck the
radar-scanner.’

'‘Go away!' Kate sat up quickly, her face scarleslas hugged her
arms protectively over her naked breasts.

'l won't be a minute,' he answered, stepping ahedlying-bridge.
She stared up at him, struggling to clarify in hend where dreams
had ended and reality began. His blue eyes flickeneer her in
mocking amusement. 'What's the matter?' he asksttgdy.

She lifted her head, returning his gaze with ashrdignity as she
could muster. 'l suppose it didn't occur to youcal out or
something?' she managed to say. 'Josh always does.’

'I'm sorry,' he responded in the most unapologetice she had ever
heard. 'l didn't realise you'd be embarrassed. Mot sunbathe
topless these days.'

'Yes, well—maybe on a public beach,' she protestdt that's
different.’

One eyebrow lifted fractionally. 'Is it? Why?'

'You know why!" she cried, her eyes flickering wingry lights.
‘There are more people around.’

'Instead of just me," he finished, the intimateetasf his voice
confirming that he knew exactly what the differemees.

‘Mr McGregor, you promised me when | hired this tibat | would
be safe,' she reminded him, her voice quavering.

His mouth quirked into that crazily attractive seilOh, you'll be
guite safe,' he taunted softly. 'That is, if yosuse you want to be.'



He dropped to his haunches in front of her, arghadried to turn her
head away he caught her chin in his hand and cdecldeer to lift her

eyes to meet his. 'If you really don't want meotach you, little Kate,'

he murmured, very low, 'you must stop looking atlike that.'

Her heart was pounding so fast she felt dizzy. tHisnb brushed
lightly across her trembling lips, and for one wilganton moment
she was certain that he was going to bring to dileher crazy
fantasies. She was defenceless—too naked, too rablee His
fingertips slid slowly down her arm, and she fedtrdelf growing
weak . . .

But abruptly he turned away, and picked up herhli,sthrusting it
into her hands with a wry grin. 'Here, put thisaord come and give
me a hand with the scanner,' he said, his voio®alsas ever.

Awash with emotions she couldn't even begin to wlrashe turned
away from him, and pulled the T- shirt on over head.

'See if there's a small screwdriver under the daestal) would you?'
asked Sean, impersonally polite. Relieved—of couske was
relieved—that the dangerous moment of intimacy wast, she
scrambled across the helm seat, found a small rielacts
screwdriver in the glove compartment, and took atkbto him.
‘Thanks,' he said briefly, giving her the biggeesariver to hold for
him.

She watched in fascination as his strong handseudovkth deftness

and precision over the delicate connections, Hedichthat if she let

herself look up at him he would be able to reachém eyes the

thoughts that were burning in her brain. But thoslyé kept her gaze
lowered, she was overpoweringly aware of him, arel desire to

touch him was almost out of control.



When he turned to her and said, '‘Come here a mirgte started
almost guiltily, her mouth dry. She approached lyareluctant to
stand so close to him. 'Just hold this wire in @léar me, while |
tighten the screw,' he requested, and she did bslhleoping that her
hand would not shake too much. 'That's it," he ggldst. 'Just a loose
connection. | was afraid | was going to have tettie whole thing to
pleces.’

‘Do you know how to do that?' she asked, surprised.

He laughed drily. 'Of course | do. | can fix anyigpion this boat. It's
essential when you might be stranded on one afuh#slands, miles
from anywhere.'

'‘Where did you learn it all? she enquired curiously

‘Mostly from my grandfather,' he answered, exchaggcrewdrivers
with her again.

'Oh. | suppose there aren't many schools out hetkeoislands.'

He stared at her, his eyes sparkling with laugliterthe sun on the
sea. 'Of course there are,' he answered, richlysadiu

She flushed with embarrassment. 'I'm sorry ... I..."
'Did you think | was illiterate, then?' he teased.

‘No, but... | thought you were probably the typskg school and go
fishing,' she stammered.

'Oh, | was,' he admitted cheerfully. 'When | cog&t away with it.
The old man was pretty strict on that—he wantedorget a college
education.'



‘You went to college?’

‘Uh-huh." He closed the casing of the radar-scaramel turned back
to her, that quirkily attractive smile curving meuth. 'Not that | let
it interfere with the serious business of fishitiggugh,' he added.

'‘No—well, you'd have to keep your priorities rightouldn't you?'
she returned, matching his light tone. 'What did glo at college?’

'‘Played football and picked up girls,’ he told heicked humour in
his eyes.

'Football?' she queried, deliberately ignoring seeond half of his
statement. 'Oh, you mean that crazy game like rugtgre all the
players pad themselves up like Superman and spktieia time in
scrums?'

‘Yes, that crazy game,' he agreed, grinning. 'Aridke leave to
inform you, young lady, that you happen to be tajkio the second
best quarter-back on campus."

'Only second best?' she teased, her dark eyesglamtto his, full of
mischief.

‘The best guy turned pro, and went on to win theesBowl.'
'Oh, well. That would account for it.’

He leaned against the radar-scanner, and survegedwhh a
speculative gaze. 'That's better,' he remarked.

She looked up at him questioningly. 'What is?'

‘You're flirting with me.’



A swift blush rose to her cheeks. 'l am not," shetgsted, all too
aware that her trembling voice betrayed her tension

He laughed softly. 'Yes you are,' he insisted, Voise taking on a
note of husky intimacy. '"You're good at it, toe.uvshould do it more
often.'

Caught off-guard, she took swift refuge behind &esdift defence.
'You seem to forget that | recently lost my hushastte countered in
glacial tones.

'‘Oh, | haven't forgotten,' he answered, untroublgther anger. 'But
that was a year ago, Kate. You can't go on mourfangver.'

'‘And what gives you the right to tell me when | glibstop?' she
flashed bitterly.

He sighed in exasperation. 'Okay, | don't have ragiyt at all. But
don't you see that you're throwing your life awainging to the past
like this?'

‘Just because | don't want to be one of your omght Istands,’ she
threw at him in reckless fury.

He caught her arm as she tried to step past hichhsneyes taunted
her. 'Don't you?' he murmured provocatively. '‘Mayba should try
it. It might be just what you need.’

‘Take your hands off me!' she hissed fiercelyoh'tineed your kind
of therapy. You're nothing but a ... areprobate.'

He burst out laughing. 'Well, I've been called & fdings in my
time,' he taunted, 'but that's a new one.'



'l can think of a few more,' she told him in a witbhat would strip
paint, 'but I'm too much of a lady to repeat them.'

His lip curled cynically as he released his holdhenarm. 'Oh, you're
a lady all right,' he sneered. 'But don't give galirairs, little Kate.
Ladies like you, or tarts like Maxie—in my bed, y@uall the same.’

Her palm itched to slap his arrogant face, butssresed that he was
waiting for her to try. So with a flounce of frusted rage she turned
away from him, and hurried down the ladder to e $iaven of her
own cabin, where she threw herself on to the buankiembling
bundle of overstretched nerves.

It was some time before Kate felt sufficiently campd to venture
from her cabin. Eventually, refreshed by a warmagdroand dressed
in jeans and a white sweater, she went back upesaloon. She
picked up her book, and settled down to read, ¢gryanignore Sean.

He was standing on the aft-deck, his hands lodselye pockets of
his jeans, staring out across the open water,lrgptieeply the soft
evening air. The sun was setting, tingeing the anklouds in

delicate shades of pink and mauve, deepening tamalic indigo as
night swept in from the eastern horizon.

Josh came up from the galley to serve dinner. IEimghow tonight,’
he announced proudly. 'Fish 'n' chips.'

But when she saw what he had set out on the talileecaft-deck, she
laughed. 'l doubt if many English fish 'n' chip phoserve shark
cutlets,' she told him.

‘They don't know what they're missing,’ remarkearSelt's very
good.'



It was, too—tender and succulent, served with @@den chips and
creamy sweetcorn, laced with the inevitable peppers

But Kate was on edge throughout the meal. She khatxsomehow

she had to try to re-establish the idea of a bsgsimelationship

between them. She didn't want him to think thattwizal happened
up on the flying-bridge had upset her unduly. Shetjlast been a little
.. . startled by his sudden appearance, that W"&fter all, she had

sunbathed topless in the South of France with Dawd thought

nothing of it. It was a little different, here ind close environment of
the boat, of course, and she wouldn't do it again.

‘You were right. That was delicious. Josh is a \gopd cook,' she
remarked, hoping her voice didn't betray her tansldas he worked
for you long?'

'He's been sailing with me since he was knee-h#gan answered,
relaxing back lazily in his seat. 'His grandfativerked for mine.’

'Really?' asked Kate with polite interest. ‘Was rygtandfather a
shark-hunter too?"

Sean laughed softly. '‘No. He was a blockade- runner
Kate choked over her coffee. "What?'

'‘Prohibition,' he explained in a matter-of-factéorHe used to run
illegal liquor out of Mexico up to Florida.' Katéased at him, not sure
if he was joking. 'You don't believe me?' he teadédas rife in the

islands, right up to the repeal of the Volstead iAct933. Some of
the best families were involved. There was a gieat of money in

it.'

Kate eyed him sceptically. 'Did your grandfatherkma lot of
money?' she enquired.



'He did quite well.'

'‘And yet you choose to live above that awful baerehl met you?'
she demanded, unable to keep the scorn from hee.voi

He laughed again, faintly mocking. 'l own it," leédther. "You seem
shocked.’

'‘Well, itisn't exactly ... | mean . . .' Her voitailed away uncertainly.

'It's a dive,' he agreed readily. 'So what? Sadarshore leave want a
good drink at an honest price, not lace curtairmsgentility.'

Kate's cheeks flushed scarlet. 'lt's the most blerplace I've ever
been into in my life,' she declared, rememberirighaise hungry
stares.

His eyes glinted, taunting her. 'So | should hdperemarked. 'It isn't
at all the sort of place a respectable young lddykl visit.'

'So why do you live there?' she challenged.
'l like it. It's very convenient, right in the milédof town.’

‘Yes, but..." Her gaze shifted uncomfortably as strmembered
Maxie, with her scarlet lips and breakneck curves.

'‘But you don't think much of the company | keep®enhquired with
unnerving perceptiveness. 'At least | know thanyone is going to
stick a knife in my back, it'll be the sort | cages

Kate blinked at him in astonishment. His hard mdwt curled into
something close to a sneer. 'Such innocent eyitle, Kate,' he
murmured mockingly. 'It's hard to believe that weere married to
Dave Taylor.'



‘What do you mean?' she demanded, startled.

He leaned towards her, and she felt herself trerghike a trapped
butterfly. 'How long were you married before hedfiehe asked, his
voice soft but strangely compelling.

'Four months," she told him, wishing that she cdwdde told him
instead to mind his own business.

'‘Ah, maybe that explains it,' he mused.
'‘What do you mean?' she repeated, tears springingrteyes.

‘You never really had time to get to know him, gau?' he asked
quietly.

'l knew him well enough," she retorted, her voiceaking. 'Well
enough to know that | loved him, and | always wNb one else will
ever take his place.' She stumbled blindly to bet.fExcuse me,' she
mumbled, hardly even knowing what she was sayilm. rather
tired. It must be all the fresh air. | think I'lahe an-early night.'

She escaped down the steps to her cabin and dlosetbor behind
here quickly, leaning against it, shaking from headfoot. His
strange words were spinning in her brain. What arthehad he
meant? Why should he dislike Dave so much, wherhisyown
admission he had known him only a little, a lonmgetiago?

She sat down on the bunk and picked up the silfmed

photograph of Dave, and stared into those smily&s gas if seeking
an answer to the riddle. But she found no enlightamt, only more
guestions. Why had Dave never mentioned Sean'shvinat had
been at the root of their quarrel? Rivalry? MonAy®oman?



Suddenly it seemed that the dangers down on tHecoedd be the

least that she faced on this trip. A malicious twisfate had placed
her in the hands of a man who harboured a longistgngrudge

against her husband. It had begun to seem as thbagtreacherous
tug of attraction she felt towards Sean was evemsevahan

unfaithfulness to Dave. It was a betrayal.

With a sigh she put the photo down, and began toegely for bed.
Putting on the dainty, pale pink cotton Japanege-gtyjamas she
liked to wear, she climbed into her bunk and dreevdquilt up around
her. She read for a little while, trying to distr&der mind from her
present difficulties.

Before she switched off the light, she whisperesdé good night to
the picture of Dave, as she always did. But whelasitshe drifted
into the uncharted territory of dreams it was todfithat Sean's
marauding presence had slipped past her guard.

The tension tingled in the air like lightning th@léwing morning.
The few words that Kate spoke to Sean were sti#ted,she received
only cool monosyllables in return. She felt a ditdorry for young
Josh, who sensed the hostility and looked fromtorike other like a
bewildered puppy.

Kate almost wanted to pretend that she felt tealfiand didn't want
to dive—she felt to raw too face the closeness #hegys seemed to
share beneath the water, knowing that once the dias over
everything would return again to this rather uncomable normality.

But as the position of the sun and a glance atvaésh told her that it
was a little after ten o'clock she remarked as lgneemshe could, 'It's
time to get suited-up.’



‘Uh-huh,' grunted Sean, not looking up from the azage he was
reading.

She threw him a frosty glare, but it was wastedhisnstony profile.
Quelling the urge to shout at him just to startlen lobut of his
infuriating implacability, she went down to her cabo change into
her swimsuit. When she climbed back up on deckn Sees already
in his wetsuit and was checking the diving-gear.

Kate donned her wetsuit in silence, and it wastilt they were down
on the swim platform that Sean spoke. 'Are youy@ade asked.

'‘Just about.'

'Right. We should be able to get finished on taef today. I'm afraid
it looks as if we've drawn a blank again.' His tomasn't quite
friendly, but at least it was a little less remote.

'Oh, well," she sighed resignedly. 'If at first ydan't succeed . . .
Come on, then, let's eliminate this one, and thercawn see where we
want to go next.'

She let go of the ladder, and rolled into the seatersault that would
take her clear of the boat. As always she felt preguliar little thrill
of excitement at the prospect of a dive, a kindhefghtened
awareness that honed all her senses. The metallitds from the
boat and their own breathing- apparatus sang tikeesweird, surreal
orchestra; the sunlight filtered down in sapphirafts as if into some
vast cathedral. Her very skin seemed to pick upasgyfrom the
water, eddying currents and the disparate movenoéfith, drawing
a kind of map for her.

How she envied the fish, with their freedom to maveund in this
underwater world, unhindered by the need to calmirtown
air-supply. She had heard tales of divers who lwex glown to those



dangerous depths where nitrogen narcosis couldupeottat strange
phenomenon, poetically called 'rapture of the de&py®en the most
rational and experienced of divers could go shghthzy, and some
had been known to take off their air-tanks andwhtioem away.

But at a mere fifty feet there was no danger ofegigmcing such
bizarre effects—though a lapse of concentrationiccdwe equally
dangerous, she warned herself sternly, bringingrhed back to the
job in hand.

Their search along the outer arm of the reef sealnethed to failure
yet again. There was just once more stand of ¢oravestigate—a
forlorn hope, if she was honest. She checked héchaathey still
had eight minutes left, longer if they decided takenthis their only
dive of the day.

She borrowed Sean's diving-knife—the blade wasdoagd thicker
than her own—to prise up a growth of silvery starat. It was firmly
anchored to whatever was beneath it, and the weggmess of her
body in the water made it difficult to exert muchde.

Sean tried, as she glanced around to check thasehewvas safe.
Everything seemed normal, and she turned backan Seand then at
the same moment they both seemed to sense someathmhgurned
round again. There was nothing—too much nothinge 3imoals of
fish that had been skittering around them had \eais

And then with a chill of horror Kate realised withé slow, steady
thudding in the water was—shark. Even as the thiocryistallised in
her mind, an evil shape emerged from the blue-gfegralong the
reef.

Instinctively she reached out her hand for Seard &eit the
reassuring brush of his fingers as he carefullyoramred her behind
him. She gripped his weight-belt with one hand, irepsher



diving-knife from the holster strapped around hesy, land backed
slowly towards the reef, making no sudden movements

It was a white-tipped reef-shark, not large askshgo but not noted
for its friendliness. The fish came close—so cldbat every
murderous detail was clear—the black, staring ghaeyicious slash
of a mouth, filled with razor-sharp teeth. Closettil she felt as if she
could reach out and touch the pale, abrasive skin.

Its body was sleek and beautiful, so perfectly &thpto its
environment that it had remained unchanged sineeatfe of the
dinosaurs, long before the first mammal ancestbraan had even
begun to evolve. All those millions of years. Itsvan awesome
thought.

The fish slid silently past them, the powerful uladions of its caudal
fin propelling it in a smooth, deadly glide. Katepped Sean's belt,
fighting to hold her terror in check as the fismeed and came back.
Kill it" she wanted to scream—but she knew tharSeould never
risk putting blood in the water unless he had nerahtives left. If
there were more sharks in the vicinity, it coultradt them to a
feeding frenzy.

The fish passed them by again, closer still. Isebto be sniffing at
them, not sure if it fancied this strange, rubbemyature that had
invaded its world. Kate had heard that sharks tidke the smell of
wetsuits. 'Go away," she tried to transmit intot tthall fish-brain.
‘You don't want to eat us. We don't taste very.higlee realised that
she was very close to hysteria. They were trapgathsat the reef,
and their air was running out.

It was over in seconds. Without warning the fisinéa, and flashed
towards them, and the next instant it was twistawgy, blood
streaming from a wound in its head. But there wdg one cartridge
In the shark-stick. Before Kate even had time talise what was



happening, Sean had gripped her firmly around thestwand was
towing her swiftly through the water towards tharcage. Behind
them the water was boiling, but she didn't lookkbac

Sean bundled her unceremoniously into the shade aad swam in
behind her, closing the door. She turned instietyiin his arms, and
buried her face against his broad chest. The jeukyon the cage told
her that Josh was winding them to the surfacesdtreed to take an
eternity, though in reality it was barely a minupefore they broke
the surface, and she fumbled to remove her mo@tepso that she
could savour the sweet taste of fresh, natural air.

Sean lifted her out of the shark-cage as if sheevaerag doll. She
clung to him weakly, her legs buckling beneath laed he cursed
softly as he stripped off her face-mask and hetaaks. He unzipped
the heavy neoprene suit, helped her out of it geatid wrapped her
up in a cocoon of big, fluffy towel.

She hadn't realised she was crying until she feit kiss away the
tears from the corners of her eyes, but then heutmsought
instinctively for his, her lips parting hungrily &g responded to her
silent plea. Swirling heat invaded her tremblingyadlotting out the
horror of the crazed fish with a new and exquiséasation that spun
her out of control.

All the painful desire that had racked her bodythar past few weeks
surfaced irresistibly, and communicated itself withnton clarity to
the man who was holding her so tightly. She fedttlardness of his
body against hers, felt the vibrant tension of naataisal in him, and
she curved herself towards him in willing surrender

He lifted his head, and looked down into her uptdrface, laughing
as if bemused by her unexpected response. 'Heyrhurenured
smokily, 'if this is what happens when you gettaobi fright..."



Her cheeks flamed scarlet as realisation floodéol er mind, and
she struggled violently out of his arms. 'Let m¢' ghe spat at him,
her anger as hot as only seconds before had beedekge. He
released her at once, and she backed away nerysnalghing at the
trailing corner of the towel. 'Howlare you touch me?' she utterec
furiously.

He laughed. 'You're one crazy lady,' he declarkdkiag his head,
''ve got no more idea what's going on in that rixg brain of yours
than if you were one of those damned fish!'

‘Maybe | just don't like the bait you're offeringiie jibed.

His eyes flashed with anger. 'Maybe you just havasted enough of
it yet," he countered swiftly, moving towards h&he turned to run,
but the towel tripped her and he caught her qujdkiyning her in his
arms and lifting her almost off her feet.

She fought wildly to escape, but he was far toorgfrfor her. His
fingers curled in her wet hair, dragging her headkbpainfully,
warning her not to resist further. As his mouthctoed hers she
stilled, determined to remain cold and passive. $&é the
languorous sweep of his sensuous tongue over theatdeinner
softness of her lips, but still she clenched hethteagainst him in
defiance, until another punishing tug on her haicéd her to yield.

Then began an invasion that ravaged her mouthanfigrce demand
against which there was no defence. His hard hamd®d her body
intimately against his, reminding her all too clgaf the danger she
had so recklessly courted.

She acknowledged his mastery while stubbornly nefuso admit
any pleasure in it. But she was weakening, her leay/ responding
treacherously, her will imprisoned. And then athéd sensed the



moment at which she conceded defeat he put her fiarayhim, his
eyes burning but his voice harshly mocking.

‘There. Let that be a lesson to you,' he warnedhiyu '‘Don't start
something you haven't got the guts to finish.'

'l hate you,"' she snarled at him, her body trengbiinth reaction.
'‘Don't ever touch me again. I'll kill you.'

He laughed in cynical amusement. 'Don't tempt e Kate,' he
taunted her, 'that sure would be one hell of a twayo!'

She stumbled blindly down to her cabin and, stngpiof the
silky-thin swimsuit, plunged into the shower, legfithe soothing
warm water run down over her flaming skin, meltingh the salt
tears that streamed from her eyes.

In just those few moments up on deck, Sean McGrhgdrfinally
shattered the brittle shell with which she had aumded herself,
leaving her vulnerable—more vulnerable than she dast been.
Before Dave, she had had one or two boyfriends, dhtier own age,
as inexperienced as she was herself. They hadgasep no further
than a few clumsy kisses. And even with Dave, leefioeir marriage,
her body had been unawakened. It had been quyd@&sep things
under control.

But she had never known such a scorching swirleagation, even
with Dave, as she had felt in Sean's arms. Thésatan shocked
her. She had never thought she could feel sucaArangaesponse to a
man she barely knew, didn't even like. It was ampwal thing,
frightening—far more frightening than the sharks.

Maybe ... maybe it had been only reaction, afteredaction to the
terror of the sharks; relief, perhaps, and gragéittedhim for rescuing



her. But the prickly honesty of her mind would fetdther hide behind
that convenient excuse.

No—Sean McGregor held a power over her, try asrspat to evade

it. Tears of humiliation stung her eyes. How caahe defend herself
against him, when her own wild desires betrayedsbegasily? But
defend herself she must. He was a ruthless oppoaedtin victory

would leave her nothing—not even her self-respect.

A grim suspicion was gnawing at the back of herdni@ould he be
just using her as a pawn, to win some kind of bit#&enge against
Dave? She shook her head impatiently. She wadgpisg foolish.
The long hours of boredom were causing her imaiginabd run riot.

Nevertheless, she must be careful to avoid anstieere like that one.
With that thought held firmly in her mind, she tachoff the water
and stepped out of the shower. Ten minutes lategséd in shorts
and a T-shirt, her hair already drying into clustgrcurls around her
head, she went back upstairs.

'You didn't drink your chocolate after your dive,jzvKate," Josh
reminded her with his usual beaming smile. "You twamow?"

'‘No, thanks, Josh. | wouldn't mind a coffee, thquight's not too
much trouble.' She glanced at him cautiously, heeg&s faintly pink.
She was sure he had not actually been on deck gdurmar
embarrassing scene with Sean, but she wonderedilyneaw much
of it he and his father had witnessed from the®alo

She settled herself on the aft-deck, her feet wicipebeneath her, and
began to write up her log-book, sipping the coffeat Josh had

brought her. But inside she was quivering with i@mss she waited

for Sean to reappear.



But when at last he came out on deck his manneawaslaxed as if
nothing had happened. Kate envied him his abitithe so cool—it
was as if he had never kissed her.

'‘We might as well leave this reef to the sharks,shid. 'l thought
we'd take a break for a couple of days, run dowrmrie of the
out-islands.’

‘That sounds like a good idea,' she answered, diee wnly a little
unsteady. 'Where are we going to go?'

‘There's a place called Wrecker's Cay. It'll orlket us a couple of
hours to get there. We can dine ashore this evemiggu like.
There's a hotel that does a decent meal.’

‘That would be nice,' Kate agreed. 'How did itthetname Wrecker's
Cay?' she added curiously, relieved that she cstilldmanage to
hold a normal conversation with him after all thatl happened.

He sat down on the bench-seat opposite her, simgttis long legs
across the deck. 'There's a sandbank running oum ft, very
treacherous to shipping,' he told her. 'In thedalgs a lot of ships ran
aground on it. The islanders used to plunder thertheir cargo. You
can still see the skeletons of some of them, etexlus the coral,
though most of them were burned, or towed off ghtwater to be
scuttled well away from the island.'

'‘What happened to the crews?'
He drew a finger across his throat.

Kate shuddered. 'How bloodthirsty! It seems stratmyéhink that
such a lovely part of the world as this should hagen so much
violence and murder.'



'You'll have to meet my grandfather,' remarked S#d@ could tell
you tales that would curl your liver!'

''d love to,' she agreed eagerly. 'What's theltige? Should | wear
a dress?'

'If you like, though a lot of people don't bothehetout-islands are
pretty informal.’

'Oh, it'll make a change to get out of jeans,'sshé. 'l think I'll go and
get ready.’



CHAPTER FIVE

THE sun was setting as they approached Wrecker'spgaayting the
sky with wispy streaks of lavender and mauve. Kade almost
forgotten her reservations about Sean in the @aticn of going
ashore. It was fun to have the opportunity of pgtobn her best dress,
and making herself look pretty with make-up.

When she was ready, she surveyed her reflectitinadly. Her hair

was a little too short for sophistication, but the&o of dark curls
suited her fine-boned face. Her skin glowed wittoaey-gold sheen,
and her dark eyes were fringed by long silky laghes needed no
mascara. But she had added a touch of pearly shexdefine their

almond shape, and had slicked a shimmer of gloaahgur over her
lips.

The dress seduced by subtle definition of her ayremd swirled
around her feet as she moved. She knew that sheatasclassical
beauty, even by generous standards, but she hadaincfeminine
allure that might startle Sean a little after dafsseeing her in
tomboyish clothes. A small smile curved her de&catouth as she
stepped up into the saloon.

The effect was everything she had hoped for. Seas talking to
Josh, his back to her; as the younger man's eyeEned in surprise
he turned—and banged his head against the deckdszan that he
usually so automatically avoided. Kate gurgled Matinghter.

‘Well," he protested, rubbing his forehead ruefuifyyou're going to
suddenly turn up looking like that, you ought tm@&eut advance
warning.'

'Is that a compliment?' she asked demurely.

'You bet itis.'



She lowered her eyes quickly, unable to sustainntite of light
flirtation. 'Thank you,' she murmured. 'Is it tinzego?'

'‘We might as well," answered Sean. "Bye, Josh. ldavee weekend.
See you on Monday."'

'‘Are you planning to spend the weekend at the lioggl?' Kate asked
as Sean handed her across the short gangwaywottken quayside.

'‘No. Josh and his father are going to visit themity for a couple of
days,' he told her.

'Oh." She slanted him a glance of sharp suspiéhmy had he not
told her that they would be spending the whole edlkalone on the
boat? But after all, they would be in port. If hechme difficult, she
could always take a room ashore.

She drew her fine silk wrap closer round her shengidtoo aware of
that compelling maleness that he exuded, apparantignsciously.
He was dressed with casual stylishness in darkslacd a well-cut,
cream-coloured jacket, his cream shirt open attlieat, and he
walked with long, lazy strides like a wolf on theefpes.

A neat gravel path led through a garden, benedithatarandas,
decked with hibiscus and oleander that by day wdnada riot of
colour. Light spilled from lamps set low among flwverbeds, and
Kate realised that the odd electric whirring thegraed to make was
caused by giant moths, held captive by the hyprixsams.

They rounded a low hump of land that separatedyfiotit marina
from the hotel, and Kate paused, her eyes wideniagtonishment.
The hotel was much larger than she had expectadljrggly modern,
almost surreal in the clear night air. It was loagd low, a
honeycomb of bronzed glass and white concretemafhaith lights.



A wide, flower-decked terrace separated it from v@eep of
palm-shaded beach.

‘Very smart,' accorded Kate wryly, glad she hadsehdo dress up a
little.

'I'm glad you like it," Sean answered, a hint gfngss in his voice.

'l didn't say | liked it," she corrected him. 'kjusaid it was smatrt. |
dare say it's stacked to the rafters with millioes

*You have some objection to millionaires?"

She shrugged her shoulders to indicate her indifiez. ‘| suppose
some of them are probably nice enough as indivgjustie answered
doubtfully.

'‘What an odd prejudice,' he remarked. '‘Most youagen can hardly
be restrained from falling at their feet.'

'‘More fool them,' she concluded dismissively.

He laughed, not his usual cynical laugh, but a hao§ genuine
amusement. 'Shall we dine there anyway?' he suegyest

'‘Don't you have to book a table in advance?' shaiesd, reluctant to
let him buy her what was certainly going to be g\expensive meal,
but unsure of his reaction if she insisted on pgyor herself.

'l radioed in to let them know we were coming,exelained.

'‘Oh." She could think of nothing else to say. TWailked on down the
path, and in through the wide glass doors to tlgerfof the hotel.

'‘Good evening, Mr McGregor.'



‘Evening, Lucas. Busy tonight?'

Kate glanced in surprise at the immaculately- dr@stesk-clerk who
had greeted Sean with such deference.

'‘Quite full, sir," he told Sean with satisfactioBood evening, Mrs
Taylor,' he added with a polite little bow.

'‘Good evening,' she stammered in uncertain respafisaing Sean
to lead her into the large, softly lit dining-rooiihe tables were set
around a small square of gleaming parquet, whef@vacouples
danced to the music of a brightly dressed bandiqdathe local
lilting goombay music. Sean led her straight to ohthe best tables,
and flipped over a reserved sign.

"You must be a very important customer,' she conteaedrily as he
offered her a seat.

‘There are one or two things...'
‘Sean! What a pleasant surprise!’

An unmistakable frown flickered across Sean's fageas he turned
his voice was pleasant enough. 'Hello, there, Sengesaid. 'May |
introduce Kate Taylor? Kate—Serge Francois.'

A gleaming smile flashed from a darkly handsomerifaice that was
not quite so familiar to Kate as the name. Welctomé&/recker's Cay,
Miss Taylor," he purred, bowing over her hand watkiravagant
gallantry. Her mother would be swooning, she réddc
wryly—Serge Francis was one of her favourite siagétis warm
brown eyes moved in swift, approving survey of slender figure,
and returned to gaze with consciously exerted ntggmento hers.
'‘How long do you stay?'



‘Just the weekend,' she answered breezily, amugetebfleeting
uncertainly in his eyes as he sensed that his chadmot quite swept
her off her feet.

He recovered swiftly. 'Ah, then we must persuadmSe stay a little
longer, yes?' he suggested, not releasing her hanble turned
enquiringly to Sean.

'How long we stay is entirely foMrs Taylor to decide,’ Sean
responded drily. 'She has charteredBheracuda.’

'‘Chartered?' His expressive face registered sexpgsery.
'I'm hunting for a wreck,' she explained briefAn'old pirate ship.'

‘Ah!" Uninvited, he twisted a chair round from afjacent table, and
sat down. 'But that is fascinating,’ he declaretjmg earnestly into
her eyes. 'Tell me all about it.'

'Shall we order first?' interrupted Sean, the fglaam of amusement
in his eyes telling her that he had sensed ,thatvgis not much
Impressed by Serge's flattery.

Piqued, she turned to Serge the brilliance of Inates 'There's so
much to choose from,' she sighed, her eyes flistiitg him over the
menu. 'What do you recommend?’

'‘But you must try the crawfish,' he insisted warnfityhas but lately
returned to the tables—there is a closed seasonsg®.’

‘Very well, the crawfish,' she agreed at once.

'‘And meanwhile,' he went on smoothly, 'may | hdwegleasure of a
dance?’



''d love to." She resisted the temptation to gtaback at Sean in

triumph as she placed her hand in Serge's andhteelad her out on

to the floor. He encircled her with his arms, ahe gut her hand

against his chest to keep a little distance betwlesem as she caught a
whiff of his slightly cloying cologne.

*You have known Sean long?' he enquired politely.

‘No,' she answered. 'l chartered Beracudain Nassau two weeks
ago. | hadn't met him before. He was ... an actqaage of my
husband.'

'Really?' Serge laughed softly. 'l wonder when Seant into the
charter business?' he mused.

Kate stared up at him in amazement. 'But | thought thought that
was his business?' she queried, her brows drawethig in
confusion.

'‘But no, ma cherie.Did he not tell you?' He drew her closer as I
wove expertly among the dancers. 'He is the granddaNathan
McGregor." The name meant nothing to Kate, untiladded, 'He
owns this hotel.'

She gasped, and looked round quickly at their fdhieit was empty.
She sought among the dancers, and found him at, tedtsx than
those around him, his sun-bleached hair gleaminigarpinpoints of
light circling the dance-floor. He was dancing wattiluttery blonde
in a vivid cerise dress, and laughing at sometehewas saying.

Serge's glance followed hers. '‘Ah, | see Sean lagse@ no time in
renewing his acquaintance with the lovely Georgimaremarked, an
edge of sarcasm in his voice. 'He knows well howetertain

himself,n'est-ce pas?'



'‘She's very pretty,' agreed Kate in a strainedevoic

Serge lifted his shoulders in a dismissive shi8fge'is a charming
piece of fluff,' he remarked disparagingly, gazduyvn at Kate with
warm eyes as if to convey that he found her farenf@scinating. '‘But
of course, that is exactly to Sean's taste,' hecdath nice disdain. 'l
hear that the young lady he keeps in Nassau-idaslyngenerous
with her favours.'

Kate stiffened, and he looked down at her quicklgope | have not
offended?' he begged earnestly. 'l understoodHe.®ft the sentence
hanging questioningly.

'‘Not at all,' Kate responded, her jaw aching whig ¢ffort of smiling.
'‘Mr McGregor's private life has nothing whatsoeteedo with me.
Our relationship is strictly business.

He smiled slowly, caressingly. '‘Ah, that is gob&,'murmured, trying
to draw her even closer into his arms. 'l had gegbsat it must be so.
It is evident that you are not at all the type thmt friend Sean is
lamentably inclined to pursue. And of course, heenelallies with
married women. He is, in his way, quite old-fasleion

His tone implied that he was hampered by no suemginhibitions,
and Kate drew away from him, her eyes cold. '‘Doharee to keep
talking about Sean?' she asked tautly.

‘Many apologies,' he purred, satisfied that he defdmed his rival
enough. 'Alas, | fear the waiter is ready to sgwe, and so | must let
you go—at least for the present.' He conveyed &ek ko their table,
bowing over her hand as Sean approached. 'l mag twopee you
again while you are here?’



She bestowed on him her most charming smile, hoesan would
notice. 'Of course,' she agreed, letting her vtat® on a slightly
husky timbre. 'l would like that very much.’

He kissed the tips of her fingers, and withdrews,dmile triumphant
as he exchanged a few brief words with Sean.

But the cynical amusement in Sean's blue eyes dsdkehis seat
across the table told her that he was in no daofyjsuccumbing to
jealousy. 'Wine?' he asked, filling her glass withwaiting for a
reply.

‘Thank you.'

'‘Be careful of Serge,' he advised her, his voigaessionless. 'That
Gallic charm can turn on and off like a tap.'

‘Thank you for the warning," she returned, an xifle of ironic

humour in her voice. 'Rather a case of the poingathe kettle black,
don't you think?' He acknowledged the jibe witlaadsnic smile. 'As
a matter of fact, we were talking about you,' slemtwon boldly. 'l
understand now why we had no trouble getting atabl

He sat back in his seat, sipping his wine, that kimgc smile still
curving his hard mouth. 'l was going to tell yowabthat, before
Serge's unwelcome intervention.'

‘Why didn't you tell me before?'

He shrugged his wide shoulders in cool indifferenitalidn't seem
relevant to our business relationship,' he drawdednically.

Kate was spared the need to reply at once by theabof the waiter
with their first course. Then she asked levellypeb your grandfather



own only this hotel, or is there a chain of themoas the western
hemisphere?’

'He owns half a dozen,' he answered disinterestedly

'Really? And | suppose you'll inherit the lot?" gleesisted, her voice
dripping sarcasm.

‘Eventually.' His eyes warned her to stop tryindpa&it him, and she
fell silent, concentrating on her meal, which wasefient. So too
was the wine, though she was no expert: mellowgamden, with a
flavour so perfectly balanced that at first she haidfully appreciated
its quality. But now she was noting the deep, Batig undertones,
so different from the cheap, light wines she wasdu®—swift to

please, but sometimes a little disappointing ierédiste.

The dance-band had left the stage, and into thglesispotlight
stepped Serge, resplendent now in a black velvieasd white shirt
that foamed with lace at the throat. He sang sévensantic ballads,
in that honey-smooth voice, strolling among thddsba red rose in
his hand. Every woman he passed, from eighteenigiatye he
favoured with a little intimate flattery, and theiyes glowed as they
watched him move on round the room. At last, crognivords of
love, he came to Kate, and with a final eloqueniirish offered her
the rose.

She took it with a slight smile, uncomfortable retspotlight. He
finished the song, and turned to milk the applalesaying her in
blessed darkness again. She was aware of Seanivgaher across
the table, making it difficult to maintain her coogure.

The image she had built of him had been fragmeoyetie events of
the day—the gentleness and savagery of his kiss, t@n the
startling discovery that his life was not what lagl hed her to believe.
Her eyes travelled around the luxurious dining-reeneavens, he



must be the heir to a multi- million dollar forturidée could have any
woman he wanted! And yet he chose to live abovedleazy bar in
Nassau, and to chase light-skirted women like Mar@ Georgina.

Covertly she watched him, trying to put together figsaw pieces
that kept eluding her. Why had he turned his backha kind of
society to which his fortune would have given himtcanaticentre@
Into her mind came the words he had spoken, treatieg at dinner:
‘At least iIf someone is going to stick a knife iy back, it'll be the
sort | can see.' Someone . .. Who? Dave? Surgly.no

'‘What's wrong?' She glanced up questioningly as'Seeords cut
across her train of thought. "You were frowning."'

She smiled brightly across the table. 'Was 1? Q¥gd just.. . hoping
you weren't going to ask me to go Dutch,' she temapd quickly.

'l wouldn't dream of it. More wine? Or would yolefer coffee?'

'‘Coffee, please.' He caught the waiter's eye, addred the coffee.
Kate twiddled absently with the corner of her napkrying to sort
out the turmoil in her mind. '‘Why did you let maétkhyou were in the
charter business?' she burst out.

'l was afraid of what you might do if | refusedhelp you find this
damn wreck of yours,' he responded. 'You seemigiteehiot-headed."

'l could have managed without you,' she declaredelyes flashing
defiance. 'It might have taken me a little longleat's all.’

*You could have spent the rest of your life searghamong those
reefs.’

'If that's how long it takes, that's fine by mé&gé getorted, her eyes
glittering.



'‘And how would you support yourself?' he enquiraddenically.
‘There isn't much call for English school teactsemind here.’

'I'd find another sort of job,' she insisted olestaty.

'Doing what?' he mocked. 'What else are you trafioed Pulling
pints in a place like the Runner?'

'l wouldn't work there if | was starving!'

Sean laughed softly. 'l don't think I'd hire ycwg' drawled. 'l don't
think you'd be up to it.' Their eyes met in briehdict, and then Sean
rose to his feet, his mouth quirking into that degtingly attractive
smile. 'But since the problem doesn't arise,' liedd'let's dance, and
forget all these quarrels for a while, shall we?'

He took her hand before she could pull it away, dredv her to her
feet and into his arms, and they moved out onéalnce-floor. The
band had returned to the stage, and their liltingimswayed with the
slow, compulsive rhythm of the sea. He overcame ih&inctive
recoil, holding her far too close for modesty, ahd had to submit or
risk making an embarrassing scene.

So she let him hold her, let him move her to thesiojuand slowly,
imperceptibly, the male muskiness of his body irdhtier senses,
the warm strength of his arms melted the steetirshine. He danced
well, and Kate knew that every female in the plaes watching her
with envy—and her mouth curved in a secret smilsatisfaction.

The music changed, and the band began to play ka aod roll
medley. Sean took her hands, and began to jiveheithspinning and
catching her with faultless timing. The lively dangexhilarated her,
making her eyes glow and her pulse beat fastershadsmiled up
Into Sean's eyes, all hostility forgotten.



When the beat slowed again, she let him draw hel ivdio his arms
without resistance. She rested her cheek agamshist, and felt his
breath warm in her hair. She closed her eyes, lwdysthe whole

world faded away, until it seemed as though theeeewno reality
beyond the circle of his arms. A deep, femininensisBiveness
flowed through her; she had forgotten her defenaed, they were
crumbling behind her as she danced.

One melody drifted into another, and she had naught of
time—she could have rested there for all eterhitizen at last Sean
said softly, 'l think we'd better call it a nighow, Kate. The band
want to go to bed,' she opened her eyes to reaiibea stab of shock
and embarrassment that the place was virtuallyrtbesexcept for a
few waiters quietly clearing the tables.

'Oh!" she gasped, and drew away from him. The leexer grinned
at her, clapping his hands in ironic applause.fhieg flushed scarlet,
and she searched in bewilderment for their tableres she had left
her things. Sean was there before her, puttindpagrinto her hands
and wrapping her silk shawl around her shoulders.

The brush of his fingers was strangely electric, stme kept her eyes
lowered, aware that the last hour or more spentidgnn his arms
had once more edged their relationship towardsitimacy that she
didn't want to consider. She had meant to keepahiacool distance
this evening, but she knew that she had lost cbofrehe whole
thing. One minute she was snarling at him, the amiling. He was
playing with her, as he would play with a sharkhasline, luring her
on to his bait, letting her exhaust herself witruggling until he
could take her whenever he wanted her . . .

She shivered with shock at her own train of thoug§he was walking
beside him, back through the hotel gardens towtamlgacht marina.
The water was a swathe of velvety-black beneathkyatlsat was



spangled” with a million stars. The crescent ofwlaging moon rode
majestically, high above the horizon. Only a distglow, far out

across the dark water, betrayed the existenceheir aslands. They
could have been adrift in space.

But the tranquil beauty of the scenery could ndincthe storm of
emotion raging inside her, nor dim her acute awessnof Sean
walking along beside her. The sweet, heady perfafrfeangipani
filled the air, the sea whispered lullabies to $b& coral sand. There
was romance in the night, only to be resisted msehof strong
will—and Kate knew that her will had been weakebgdhe music
and the wine.

She stole a secret glance up at the man besidélbevas strolling
along with his hands in his pockets, totally ateedise strong line of
his jaw bespoke a nature that was always in carfbedn McGregor
was a man who took what he wanted from life, afidhe rest to turn
to dust. A shimmer of heat ran through her. Tonihlety would be
alone on the boat—and the cabin door would be mieb@gainst his
strength.

But no—that was not his style. He was far too pramsan to resort to
breaking down doors. It was the invisible barridrat he would
assault—and Kate felt herself to be all too vulbbra

The marina was quiet, the yachts bobbing and swaymthe gentle
swell. The Barracudawas in darkness. Sean stepped across °
transom, and turned to give Kate his hand as @ppast across the
short gangway. She hesitated for a second, feleéngglf to be on the
threshold of something quite beyond her experieMee she feared
to betray her nervousness, sure that he would gxplSo she placed
her hand reluctantly in his, hoping he wouldn'ticethow it
trembled.



But as she stepped down on to the deck he dideterse his grip on
her fingers, and she could not hide the apprehemsithe wide, dark
eyes she lifted to his. 'I've warned you beforeuabmoking at me like
that, little Kate,' he murmured, his voice low dngky.

"I... I don't know what you mean,' she stammered.

'‘Don't you? That's very hard to believe. You're mave young
innocent in spite of those big beautiful eyes. YeWween a married
woman—you know what you're asking for.'

She tried to draw away from him, but he held hexkbdrightened,
little Kate? But you want me to kiss you.'

'‘No | don't,’ she insisted desperately.

His soft laughter wrapped around her like a vetleak, drawing her
to him. 'Oh, yes, you do,' he murmured smokily.u¥eant me to do
more than kiss you.'

She shook her head dumbly, her resolve evaportithg heat of his
gaze.

'Yes,' he whispered urgently.

Still she shook her head, backing away from himnké&le no move
to stop her as she turned and half- ran to the dbtire saloon. She
tugged at it, but it would not budge. 'lt's lockeshe protested
frantically.

That's right,’ he agreed, his tone dry with mockery

'‘Please may | have the key?'



He leaned past her, ostentatiously taking cargatauch her, and
pressed out a combination-code to release the denngped lock. The
door slid open, and she darted inside, trying \ittle success not to
look as if she was running away from him.

He followed her, closing the door behind him, atabd blocking the
passageway through the middle of the saloon, efedgtbarring her
retreat to the safety of her own cabin. She statddm, trembling
from head to foot as she read the dark intentsreijes. He was not»
going to let her pass.

She sought desperately for something to say tokbtea tense
silence. 'Well, | suppose | should thank you foveay pleasant
evening,' she stammered with a nervous laugh.

'I'm glad you enjoyed it,' he responded evenlyelil the place was
stacked to the rafters with millionaires.'

'Oh, yes." She managed a brittle smile. 'l cergagdt hold of the
wrong end of the stick, didn't I? There | was, kinig you were just a
shark-hunter or something, and all the time yoa'lgig-shot hotel
owner. Pretty silly of me, wasn't it?"

He smiled slowly, knowingly. He was winning, witholiaving to
move a muscle.

‘Why did you let me make such a fool of myself® demanded, her
voice beginning to rise hysterically. 'l supposentist have been
pretty amusing, eh? Well, | don't think much of y@ames. They
aren't very funny.'

'Would it have made any difference?' he enquired.



'‘No, of course it wouldn't,’ she protested hotlyst because you've
got a few noughts on your bank account, it doesake me like you
any better.’

‘That's what | thought,’ he responded, his bluesegkaming
satanically. '"With most girls it can't fail. One ¥fhof money and
they're on the mattress before | even have tinaskkaheir names.’

‘How dull it must be," she spat sarcastically.
'Oh, itis," he agreed cordially.

Kate glared at him furiously, maddened by his cmf-assurance.
Her defences were in ruins, her blood was courtsiagjuickly in her
veins. She had to get away from him, or she woaltbkt. "Your love
life isn't a subject | wish to discuss,' she saitthwws much composure
as she could muster. 'l think I'll go to bed now.'

His cruel, sensual mouth curved into a smile of enackery. 'l had
much the same idea,' he suggested softly.

Her cheeks were flaming. 'l mean my own bed," sisésted, her
voice quavering as her heart raced out of cori@ne.’

‘Then you'd better come past me,' he challengekingn@o move to
stand aside.



CHAPTER SIX

HER pulse was beating so fast she felt faint. He waavwwng a spell
around her, luring her to her destruction with @rgtic power she
couldn't comprehend, couldn't fight. His eyes dhaxtowards him.
Her fingertips longed to feel the warmth of his enfiésh, her mouth
hungered for the taste of his.

She had forgotten everything—everything but the hayad kissed
her hours before, the way his strong arms hadhezlds they danced.
Drawn by that magnetic spell, she reached outraliiag hand to
touch the rasp of his cheek, the hard line of 4w |

Still holding her eyes with that mesmerising gdeeturned his head
and kissed the tips of her fingers, and then syyitdasingly, caught
them between his strong white teeth, holding theastdye,

threatening to bite them off unless she surrende®&u: moved
closer, and his hands slid round her waist. Shehigaprisoner, and
she knew that she would not be able to escapehantihose to let her

go.

His teeth freed her captive fingers as he drevagamst him, and her
head tipped back as she stared up into his smaleydyles. She put
her hands up against his powerful shoulders, amdyaee moved
down over the hard planes of his face, to rest hiyngn the firm,
tempting lines of his mouth, curved still in thaigktly mocking
smile, taunting her courage to finish what she $taded.

Shyly, tentatively, she stretched up on tiptoe, bngshed her lips
across his, feeling the tingle as of a thousanctrteshocks running
through every nerve fibre. She knew that he wabetely holding
back, tormenting her, and she played the moigiftiger tongue into
the corners of his lips, entreating a response.



Her heart was racing with fierce excitement, urdiegon to defy the
danger. He was luring her out of her depth, trigkiner into
abandoning her defences by making it seem as thiugére she
seducing him. But she had gone too far, and shetdidow the way
back.

When at last he swept her up, ravaging her mouth savage
tenderness, he met not even a feint of resistablee. curved her
pliant body against his, devastatingly aware afil@@ent male hunger
that inflamed her own to white heat. Her tonguekedasinuously
into his mouth, fuelling the fires that would consiher.

But he was taking full control now, plundering theeetest corners
of her mouth with a fierce demand to which she daurily submit.
Her shawl had slid from her shoulders, and shéafelhands stroking
down the length of her back to mould intimately othee base of her
spine; his kisses scorched down into the senskisdows of her
throat as her head tipped dizzily back.

She heard the roughened drag of his breathingarab land ragged as
her own; her spine was a quivering arc, every ofder flesh craved
his touch;

her mind was amazed by what was happening. His slahgdlowly
up over her trembling body, and as his long, cldireyers curved
over the swell of her breast she almost sobbed plghasure.

With slow, warm sensuality he caressed her, argussponses she
didn't know how to control. As his mouth returnecatkaim hers again
his hand slid inside her dress to smooth over iHegrsskin and find
the tender bud of her nipple, teasing it until &xguisite sensation
pierced her brain like incandescent wire.

He was leading her with consummate skill towardaltsurrender,
his kisses warm and enticing, his caress stirringildness in her



blood that she had never experience before. Buit beelifted his
head and looked down into her misted eyes.

'So, little Kate,' he murmured, his voice graveibft, ‘are you ready
to make do with second best after all?’

She stared up at him, uncomprehending—and thenysimemory
flooded back, painfully. Hot tears of humiliationasded her eyes,
and she tore herself out of his arms. 'No,' shpeghsNo way."'

His face hardened to a mask of stone. 'Run awagn,'tthe said
contemptuously. 'Go on trying to hide, if you cdast how long do
you think you can go on fighting yourself? You t&&ep that sexy
little body on ice for ever, you know—not with theat you generate.

She struggled for control of her voice. 'l hate yshe spat at him,
vicious as a cat.

His cool laughter mocked her. 'Do you? It doesedns to matter
though, does it?'

Surging fury threatened to explode inside her skatie longed for
something heavy to throw at him, but all she cofildi was a

cushion, so she threw that with all her strengtid, then turned and
bolted for the safety of her own cabin, slammingdbor and leaning
against it, the tears spilling over. He was rigtough she hated him,
it didn't seem to matter. Even Dave had never adb®r to such a
storm of desire.

She picked up the small photograph from the bedsddf, and sat
down on her bunk, staring at the smiling image Heart torn by guilt
as she realised that she was beginning to forge¢ ibaher growing
obsession with Sean. She was being swept on iraglpby the tide
of time, and she was leaving him behind. Thosetshappy months



of their marriage were beginning to seem like tlemory of a book
she had once read.

She looked down regretfully at the photograph. 4oy, Dave,' she
whispered. 'l can't help it.' She searched thesgiiace for a hint of
reproach. She had always done what Dave had wargedr argued
with him—except on the key issue of going to bethwim. She bit
her lip, remembering all too vividly how helpledseshad been in
Sean's arms. She curled up on the bunk, clutclieghotograph.
She loved Dave. But when Sean McGregor touchedelven when
he only looked at her . . .

She closed her eyes, living again the sensatiotigbtender caress,
the flaming heat of that kiss. She was burning il longing to
surrender to the driving animal hunger he had awakéner body.

There was a fundamental maleness in him that taLalieep core of
feminine submissiveness inside her, far beyondctiv@rol of her
rational mind.

She moaned softly, and turned her face into thdness of the
pillow. She had never dreamed that she could bebtamf feeling
such physical need, especially for a man she dmirét It called into
guestion everything she had ever believed abowwelembout her
values.

Once, it had all seemed so simple—love was a comemt of the
heart, the mind, and the physical union that fo#dwwas an
expression of that commitment. But with Sean, eing seemed to
flow the other way. Their bodies communicated otewel that
needed no involvement of the mind. And her head s@nning in
the vortex created by that powerful sexual force.

She wasn't in love with him. But her heart feltfaswere being torn
In two, just the same. Why did it have to be Seaxkégor? Even if



she could have been prepared to settle for whataseoffering, her
loyalty to Dave would hold her back.

And why had Sean let her off the hook so easilyfelbnly wanted to
get her into his bed, he could have done that kdapapuld have gone
on kissing her until she was helpless to stop Ninat was he trying
to do? Make her admit that he wasn't second best?

Shaking her head to dismiss these troublesome ki®ushe got up
from the bunk, and took off her dress. A warm,xe&lg shower made
her feel a little better, and slipping into heraygas she climbed into
bed. But her dreams were troubled, and it was yaleag night.

Kate could find no excuse for the cowardice thaut keer in her own
cabin until the middle of the following morning. &hwas all it

was—cowardice, pure and simple. She woke as dagedithe sky
with mother- of-pearl, but she lay in bed for hqueossing restlessly,
unwilling to go outside and face Sean, after thenévof the previous
evening.

A brisk rap on the door made her sit up quickly, ineart racing as
she called anxiously, 'Yes?'

'‘Kate?' Are you all right? It's gone ten o'clod¢His voice was crisp
and impersonal.

'Yes, ... I've got a bit of a headache, that's ale temporised
quickly.

He laughed in mocking sympathy. 'Don't tell me yeu'got
hangover!'



Kate smiled grimly. He had handed her a ready- nexdase for her
weakness last night. 'Well, | did have rather adbtwine,’ she
claimed with minimal regard for the truth. 'I'm nated to drinking.'

'l see.' There was a terse note in his voice. 'Wgolu like some
coffee?’

'Yes, please.’
'‘Black?’

'Yes, please,' she agreed with a grimace. She b&tekl coffee. She
heard his receding footsteps beyond the closed. ddbren he
returned, she had buried herself beneath the aiyadping that he
wouldn't notice that her colour was as healthyvas.e

‘Just put it on the floor,' she begged, making ymce weak with
self-pity.

'l didn't realise you'd had that much to drink laight.' He sounded as
if he wasn't entirely convinced by her act.

She peeped up at him cautiously between her |aleesas standing
over her, his arms folded across his broad chesexXpression grim.

'l told you, I'm not used to it,' she defended oesly.
'l see. No doubt that accounts for your uncharestiebehaviour.'

'I'm afraid | don't really remember much aboutshé mumbled, her
cheeks flushing.

‘Well, if you're that ill, you'd better stay in helkde advised her coldly.
'If you've no objection, I'll leave you to find yoawn way around. |
have other things to do today.'



'Fine,' agreed Kate, irrationally annoyed. Surélgttwas just what
she wanted?

'I'll leave you the door-code. Mind you don't farge he wenton in a
crisp tone. 'I'm not sure when I'll be back. Maylo¢ until tomorrow.
Will you be all right on your own?"'

'Of course.’
'Right. I'll see you when | see you then. Goodbye.'

'‘Goodbye," she responded with studied indiffere6te lay back on
the bunk, staring up at the ceiling. Where wasdiegy To spend the
day with the lovely Georgina? ... And the night?IM& what? She
didn't care. At least it meant he would leave hena

The sound of Sean's footsteps across the aft-dexledher told Kate
that he had left the boat. She got up, dressealbpsua pair of jeans
and a T-shirt, and then walked through to the gadied tipped her
unwanted black coffee down the sink. She made liessene
breakfast, and ate it with guilty haste, afraidt tSBaan would come
back and catch her out in her lies.

It seemed strange to be on the boat by herselfw&ished up her
breakfast things, and went back into the saloonv M@t she knew it
was a private yacht, not for charter-hire, the hmsoof luxury took on
even more significance. Sean plainly enjoyed a histio lifestyle
when sailing. There was a well stocked library afsia and books,
reflecting the best of modern taste. The navigatiand
communication system had all the latest technodgizardry.

Drawn by curiosity, she wandered back down to tre/érd cabins,
and stood staring at Sean's door, rememberinglitmpse she had
seen on that first tour of inspection. Almost &f @wn volition her
hand lifted—the door opened. The cabin was as upoamisingly



masculine as its owner. The big bed was covered Mondrian
patchwork of spice-coloured suede, the thick canaet a rich sienna
brown, the walls gleaming dark African mahogany.

On one wall was a display of framed colour photpgs and Kate
moved closer to study them. They were all of Seah warious
groups of friends, posing with prize catches offtal. Some of them
dated back as far as his teenage years, the fagasdnd young and
optimistic. He had changed little- there was thenesaquirky
smile—and yet ...somehow he had changed totallyway that mere
passing years couldn't explain.

As she examined the photographs, she realisedlieatvas looking
at a broken sequence. Two whole years were no¢septed. And it
was in those two years that the subtle changesokadrred. A

hardness had crept into the line of the mouth,aym had replaced
youthful pride in those level blue eyes.

Unexpectedly a tear welled up into the corner ofdy®. Something
had scarred Sean in those two years— and it wagtkorg to do

with Dave. But what? She was no nearer to guessegnswer to the
riddle. Deep in thought, she wandered back updastmny deck.

‘Ahoy there Barracuda!'

Kate glanced up to see Serge Francis waving tofioen the
guayside, confident of his welcome. He was weaanpale blue
jogging-suit, the top unzipped to display a thibktth of dark hair
across his chest, highlighted by a flash of golaicinound his neck.

'Hello," she said, hoping the lack of enthusiasrhanvoice did not
sound ill-mannered. Not that he was likely to netishe reflected

wryly.

'Sean Is not here?' he asked.



‘Not at the moment,' she admitted unwillingly.

'‘Ah!' He invited himself abroad the boat. Kate datvn, hoping he
was not going to come too close. 'What do you dih wourself
today,cherie?'he enquired, his dark eyes ablaze with Gallicrohar

'Oh, I'm going to be quite busy,' she answeredkdyitt have to write
up my notes while everything is still fresh in mynioh'

'Oh," he pouted. 'Could you not leave that todayd @ome
water-skiing with me?’

I'm afraid not.’

'‘But then you must have dinner with me,' he indistéou cannot
work all the time—you must eat, after all.'

Kate hesitated, her mind racing as she soughifexause, but none
presented itself. "'Thank you,' she said with a densmile. 'I'd be
delighted.’

‘It will be entirely my pleasure,' he throbbed hilyskShall we say
eight o'clock? | shall anticipate with impatience.'

He took her hand, and kissed the tips of her fingend then stepped
lightly back onto the quayside. Kate watched him jiohely back
towards the hotel, pausing as he went to exchangetiggs with
some of the guests, sign a few autographs. He laadypconscious
of the admiring glances of the women. He was aditai
good-looking, she thought in a detached way, btiheo type at all.
He was too dark, too contrived. Her taste ran teldeached hair and
cool blue eyes.

Where was Sean now? Making love to Georgina on sseukided
beach? More fool her if she let him, Kate thoughthwsavage



satisfaction. Didn't she realise she was no mae #&mother notch on
his belt? It wouldn't be anything special to him.

But all day, she sat in the sunshine trying toevup her notes, her
mind strayed again to images of Sean and Georguether, until
she was forced to admit that she was jealous.

She dressed for dinner in her ice-pink dress, &laee of tiny

luminescent shells at her throat. At least Seanocedsin to learn of
her dining with Serge, and realise that she hadspent the day
pining for him.

She waited for Serge on deck, not wanting to givedmy excuse to
come aboard, and as she saw him walking along ulagstde she
stepped across the gangway and went to meet him.

He took her hands, and gazed down warmly into kies.€Ah,ma
cherie' he murmured throatiljRavissante.'

Kate suppressed a smile of wry humour. She suspéuse he kept
calling her ¢herié because he couldn't remember her name. He v
certainly the epitome of male elegance in blackhdmjacket and
frilled evening shirt, and he moved with consciogimce. His
self-absorption was almost magnificent.

As they walked into the dining-room, Kate's eyesptswiftly round
the tables, though she refused to admit to hetisstifshe was looking
for Sean. He wasn't there, and neither was Geqrgithas Serge led
her to their table her smile was a little over-htig

'So,"' he began when the waiter had taken their ot me, what is
this sunken treasure you are seeking?'

His tone was mildly patronising, and Kate had telga surge of
irritation. She told him briefly about her projeatyare that she had



only half his attention. His eyes were roving armtime room, smiling
at every passable female in sight.

The waiter brought their starter, and Serge turoeder the full
kilowatt power of his charm. 'But, yes. It sounds#te fascinating,' he
declared, though Kate was sure he had hardly itenihg to her.

'How long are you appearing here?' she asked, ipgebst she was
turning the conversation to his favourite topic.

‘This time | am here for just three weeks,' he twd. 'Then, alas, |
must return to Los Angeles. | have an album tonekcand possibly a
television series.' He went on, talking about hifselling her about
his career. His monologue was peppered with manysamg
anecdotes and Kate felt as if she were watchingfiarepeated and
very smoothly delivered performance. But she ladgheall the right
places, glad to be able to relax and let the egediiit past her.

Suddenly out of the corner of her eye she spottetiuttery
movement, and a gleam of blonde hair. It was Gearghe was with
a party of guests who were erupting noisily inte tbom, their bright
sun-clothes and the souvenir coral they were clngclsuggesting
that they had just returned from a day trip. Mahthem had plainly
sampled a quantity of the potent Bahamian punched,Georgina
was having some difficulty in settling them at th@bles while
maintaining that sweet, feminine image.

Without consulting Kate, Serge beckoned to herh&scsossed the
room, and she accepted the chair he held for tarangrateful smile.
'‘Phew! I'm bushed!" she declared inelegantly assahdown.

'‘Had a busy day?' enquired Serge sympatheticliye some wine.'

‘Thanks. | swear, one of these days I'm going tbugnshoving one of
those creeps over the side.'



Serge laughed. 'You have been to the Sea Gardens?'

'‘How did you guess?' she returned with a sighrtéén hours of it.
Half-eight this morning we set off, and now it's—athnearly ten
o'clock? Serge, | tell you, it's too much. Always ithe same
dialogue. "Gee, look, the boat's got a glass botiiny don't you
walk across it, honey? Give the fish a thrill.nesar, one day I'll just
go crazy!"

She rambled on, but Kate wasn't listening. Her muad filled with
just one thought. Wherever else he had been allfkan hadn't been
making love with Georgina.

Serge's voice cut across her thoughts. 'l regmgtwech that | must
leave two such lovely ladies,' he purred. 'Busitime that | must
work a little for my living. | will return with proptitude." He
favoured each with a warm, intimate smile, and théh an elegant
little bow walked away.

'‘Dishy, isn't he?' remarked Georgina in a friertdlye.
'Oh . .. yes,' agreed Kate automatically.
‘And he knows it," added Georgina with a dry laugh.

Kate glanced at her in surprise, and then she &digho, nodding.
'He does rather, doesn't he?' she agreed.

Georgina smiled at her. 'You're here with Seann‘aou?' she
asked.

‘That's right,' confirmed Kate, glad that the swatilighting would
hide the soft blush that rose to her cheeks.



Georgina smiled wryly. '‘Ah, now that's what | calreal man,' she
sighed. 'Serge is dead jealous of him, of coursés &lways trying to
pinch his women. Oh ... no offence,' she addedkguic

Kate returned the smile. 'Oh, that's all rightg shid. 'l was under no
illusions. But as it happens in this case Sergeasng. I'm not one of
Sean's women.'

Georgina cast her a doubting look. "You were dapaiith him last
night for long enough,' she remarked drily.

'Yes, well | ... we ...

Georgina laughed. 'Oh, don't bother trying to eixplashe said
sympathetically. 'l think every woman he meetssfafl love with
him. I'm absolutely crazy about him myself. But warned. He's
strictly the love 'em and leave 'em sort. Don'tHeh break your
heart.' Her smile was brittle with self-mockerydafate felt a little
sorry for her.

‘Have you known him a long time?' she asked.

'‘About two years," said Georgina, 'but | couldait kreally know him
very well. | don't think anybody does. He's a vprivate person.'
Kate leaned forward, interested, and Georgina wantl know he
grew up in Nassau. His father died when he wasquting, and he
and his mother lived with his grandfather. | beliekis mother
eventually remarried—she lives in Miami now, butsees her quite a
lot. It's his grandfather that's important—I thimk's the only person
he really cares about in the world. He comes avesee him every
few weeks.'

'His grandfather lives here?'



'Round the other side of the island. He retirece layout ten years
ago, and left Sean to run the business. We dor'tnsech of
him—he's very old, in a wheelchair. The McGregaasehlived on
this island for generations, and when the old maderall his money
he bought it. There was another hotel here thenit buas flattened
by a particularly bad hurricane a few years ag&eaan had this one
built in its place.’

'l didn't think Sean had much to do with running kiotels,' remarked
Kate.

'Oh, he likes to give that impression,' said GewmgiHe says he hires
the best staff, and leaves them to get on witlr jbbi But he always

knows exactly what's going on, and if there's tte@mywhere he just
shows up, as if by magic, and sorts it out. Helmapretty ruthless if

anyone tries to mess him about, but the staffithaé been here for a
long time think he's the greatest. And I'll tellyd've worked in a lot

of hotels, but this one's the friendliest and tmathest run of any

I've ever known.'

Kate sat back, trying to absorb this new informatimto the
constantly changing picture of Sean she was bgjldirher mind.

The band had left the stage, and Serge walkedhetspotlight as his
pianist rippled lightly over the chords. He waspteadent in his
stage clothes, and Georgina laughed softly. "Wdpi®etty boy then?'

Kate laughed with her, amazed that she could sckiyufeel such

friendliness towards a woman to whom she had fething but

venom for the past twenty-four hours. Serge rejdithem when he
had finished his cabaret act, and Kate danced huthfor a while,

and then let him walk her back through the gardenthe yacht
marina.



At the Barracuda'sberth she paused, and smiled up at Serge rat
warily. 'Well, good night,’ she said. 'Thank you éolovely evening.’

He looked down at her questioningly. 'lI'd inviteuyaboard for a

coffee,' she added, mentally crossing her fingbtg,Sean might be
asleep.’

A flicker of uncertainty passed behind his eyed, 'Af course,' he
murmured. 'But | will see you tomorrow, yes? Peghgpu will like
to come water-skiing with me?"

‘Well, I'm not sure..."

'l shall come for you at eleven o'clock,' he saglif he had not even
heard her demur. 'Good nighta cherie.'

He tilted up her chin with one finger, and his héxsht over her.
Reluctantly she let him kiss her; it wasn't exaatipleasant, but she
found herself remembering the way Sean had kiseedTlihere was
just no comparison.

After few moments she decided he was getting liditecarried away,
so as politely as she could she disentangled hdérsel his arms, ‘|
really should go in now," she said demurely. 'Goigght.'

He gave her melting look, but made no further gitetm detain her.
Lifting her hand to his lips, he kissed her finge&ood night, then,'
he murmured. 'Sleep wetha cheriel will see you tomorrow.'

He walked away with a jaunty step. She watched daamher lips
curving with amusement. He really was impervioust Bhe would
have to try to think of an excuse not to go wateing with him. He
was perfectly capable of running them aground amesasolated
beach, and she could guess that he would be eddyto convince
himself that any resistance on her part was meysess.



Quietly she stepped down on to the deck ofBhgacuda,her heart
beginning to beat unsteadily as she wondered ih $e@a returned.
Would he have seen her kissing Serge? And if h@ ltadias too
much to hope that he might be jealous. But whenetheerself into
the saloon cabin, the silence told her that shealase. Holding her
breath, she crept forward to the steps leading dowwards the
galley. There was no sound. On tiptoe she apprakitigedoor to his
cabin and slid it open. It was empty.

She scuttled back to her own cabin quickly in dasehould return
and catch her prowling, and in a few moments she aualed up in
bed in her pyjamas.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHE woke early, to find that Sean had not returnedit A&s Sunday
she dressed a little more smartly than usual, white cotton skirt,
and a pretty embroidered top, and took her bretkia®n deck. It
was another perfect morning. The sun was climbirsixyaof pure,
vivid blue, and the sea was as smooth as silk.

Kate breathed in the fresh, salty air with a corgedrsigh. Serge was
only a minor problem. Tomorrow they would be saglimgain. Just
for a little while, all on her own, she could indalherself with idle
daydreams, seeing in her mind's eye that lean, utarsdody,
perfectly braced against the motion of the bodtesnoved around
the deck.

When she heard his voice she thought it was pdreofiream, until
he said again, 'Kate?' She turned quickly. He wasdeg on the
quayside, wearing only a pair of frayed and fadedim shorts, his
hands on his hips. Her heart skidded and begaedbfhr too fast.
'‘Fancy going for a sail?' he asked casually.iki&lyou to meet an old
friend of mine.'

'Oh, I ... I was going water-skiing with Serge ¢ shssembled, her
colour rising.

He lifted one eyebrow in faint amusement. 'Fallen the Gallic
charm, have you?' he taunted.

'‘No,' she protested quickly. 'l just . ..’
‘Then leave him a note,' he suggested promptly.

Under the spell of those hypnotic blue eyes shdédaduhink of a
single thing to say. 'All right,’ she mumbled. 'dnit be long.' Ten
minutes later she was walking with Sean along treyside, a bright



beach- bag over her shoulder, leaving a brief agoto Serge stuck
to the door of th&arracuda'scabin.

‘This way,' said Sean. 'Careful. Don't fall in.'

Kate glanced down at the small inflatable dinghyliog on the
water, and back up at Sean in cool amusementiraBhe repeated.
'‘Me? I've been messing about in boats since | wadmsgh.'

‘There's a first time for everything,' he teasedgchief dancing in his
eyes.

'‘We'll, this isn't it,' she declared confidenths long as you don't push
me.'

'l wouldn't dream of it,' he promised, adoptingramocent expression
and standing back as she climbed carefully intolittte boat and

moved forward to settle herself in the bows, hexchebag between
her feet. The boat was so small that as Sean #a¢ istern he had to
stretch his long legs on each side of hers, hisrbaghened calf
brushing against her smooth skin. She tried veryl ha take no

notice.

He started the powerful outboard motor, and thegpgwwiftly out of
the harbour, neatly avoiding all the other mariadfic. Once out in
open water, Sean steered away from the hotel,qgpssa wide curve
round the western tip of the island to traversesdsthern shore,
where the graceful palm trees grew right down &ogba and a maze
of sand-banks and coral stands patterned the damgeen water
with lacy wavelets.

Sean steered the small boat skilfully through thisting channels,
and Kate watched in fascination as a school ofesjVfan-tail
mullets, moving as one, darted out from the shaalave hull, or the
diaphanous blue parachute of a poisonous jellyfrgted by.



But though she avoided looking up at the man gjtéio close to her,
her awareness of him was overwhelming. She sough@ain for
something to say, some kind of small talk to madedppear as if she
were at ease, but her mind would not focus. She féel too
vulnerable—she should never have agreed to contehivit.

A sudden flash of silver alongside the boat stdrtier, and Sean
laughed. 'He's come to meet us,' he said, his vabevith pleasure.

Kate looked round quickly, and gasped as a sleapesidarted
alongside again and vanished. The next moment igrdgrsmiling
face lifted out of the water, and a dark eye regaiter with friendly
curiosity. 'A dolphin!" she cried in delight.

‘This is Salty," Sean told her, leaning out to lstrthe smooth head
affectionately. She stared in wonder, instantlytivaped by the
dolphin's spell. They had sailed into a shelteeggbn, where a tiny
beach of pink coral sand sloped gently into thegual blue- water.

Salty began to nudge playfully at the boat, rockingolently. 'OK,
Salty, I'm coming,' said Sean. 'Don't overturndirgghy.' He cut the
outboard motor, and let the boat run in towardssth@e under its
own momentum. A few yards from the shore he stgodamd let
himself fall lazily over the side, making a teriplash, and as Kate
watched, he sank to the bottom.

The dolphin turned swiftly, and swam down to himdadifted him
gently back to the surface. Kate applauded the cues
enthusiastically, and Salty lifted his head outhaf water and nodded
as if in acknowledgement.

The boat ran aground with a gentle crunch ovestigp sand, and
Kate jumped out to pull it safely up the beach. Tudphin was
frolicking in the crystal clear water; out of sheguberance he would
leap into the air in a shower of sparkling dropletsaring in an



effortless arc to slice back into the water withraba a ripple.
Sometimes he would flip over and crash down orbhik, stunning
the water with all his two hundred pounds in weight

He even let Sean ride his back, gripping his ddisakwisting and
plunging to dislodge him, and then coming backdatcggain. Kate
watched a little enviously. 'Would he let me dathahe asked.

'l don't know,' said Sean. 'You're a stranger.iTayd see.'

Quickly she stripped down to her bikini, and ratoithe water. At

once Salty moved away, cautious. 'Stand stilld s&@an, moving
towards her and watching as the dolphin circledlyarfew yards

way. She waited, all her attention on the sleekiahiand when Sean
caught her and tipped her neatly back into the mgte went under in
spluttering protest, her arms flailing wildly inuseless attempt to
regain her balance.

She came up laughing, and kicked a shower of sptaysean's face.
He caught her feet, but she was wet and slippedyeasily able to
twist out of his grasp. He began to chase her,Sailty came to join
the fun, rising beneath Kate to knock her off-ba&again and then,
as Sean cheered, he turned with a flick of hiseftddail to knock

him over too.

‘Thank you, Salty,' Kate laughed, gasping for heath. They played
like children, and at last, flattered by her urtstign admiration, Salty
allowed Kate to grip his fin, and took her on astivig, splashing ride
around the lagoon.

He deposited her back beside Sean, and let hdweshie smoothly
domed head. 'Oh, but you're beautiful!' she brehtinereverence for
this creature so intelligent and yet so playfulpsaceful.



'l thought you'd like him," remarked Sean, his ej@®wing the
dolphin's effortless display of aquabatic skillstiLinwith a last
spectacular leap, he was gone, vanishing beyonadhed barrier
towards the open sea.

Kate sighed sadly and began to wade up out of #ierto where the
boat was beached. 'I've never been that closedtpain before,’ she
said, pulling a big, fluffy beach towel from hergoand beginning to
rub her hair dry. '"How long have you known him?’

‘About five years. He just swims into the lagoonewlver he feels
like it. Sometimes he'll hang around for a monthhare, another
time he'll stay only a few hours.’

'Has he always been this tame?"

'l don't think "tame" is really the word for it,’ used Sean. 'He
chooses his friends, but if he decides to trusthysli share a joy for
living that mankind seems to have forgotten alllgbo

Kate lifted her eyes to his face, studying itssgyéines as if seeing it
for the first time. She had been wrong about sohsadt seemed she
had misjudged him completely. She had thought hitmaedened
cynic, wanting only to use her for his fleeting gdare. Could she
have been wrong about that too?

He seemed to read the question in her eyes. 'Klagefiurmured,
laying one hand along her cheek. She bent her &seaddbrushed her
lips tremblingly over the vibrant pulse inside sist. 'Kate!" His

fingers twisted in her hair, and for a long momthatr eyes met and
held. Then slowly he bent his head over hers, hanl tvarm breath
mingled, their lips melted together.

He found no resistance as his tongue swept intesebeet, sensitive
corners of her mouth, stirring that wild, wantospense in her blood.



She reached up, wrapping her arms tightly roundhbik, and his
hands moulded her pliant body to the hard lengthhisf The
scattering of sun-bleached hair on his chest agtisichafed against
her soft skin.

His kiss was deep, demanding, and she offered #wegyshe had.
Her pulse thundered in her ears, drowning out asy Whisper of
warning her rational mind may have uttered. Hissahmad folded
around her, sweeping her up, and her head swainlydizzhe laid her
back gently on the sharp sand.

Her bikini top seemed to melt away, and she falthands stroking
down the length of her bare back, felt the warnghmess of male
skin against the silkiness of her naked breastseor of exquisite
pleasure shimmered through her, communicating Wit him her

total arousal.

With a low growl he rolled on top of her, crushihgr deliciously

beneath his weight. Their mouths broke reluctaaphart to draw

breath, and his hot kisses began to explore theatielshell of her
ear, the sensitive hollow of her throat. His haa yasped over her
skin, his caressing hands inflamed her responserewée they

touched, and she moved beneath him in sensuouatiowi

In slow torment his lips moved down over the achipgness of her
breasts, tracing a flame path of kisses. His tongw&led in

languorous circles around the rose-pink peaks,thed his mouth
closed over one tender nipple and began to suakidyguntil she
moaned with the sheer pleasure of it. Her handedur his hair, and
her body curved against his in urgent hunger.

He lifted his head and looked down into her fade,dyes blazing
with a fire that scorched her brain. His hands didvn over the
smooth plane of her stomach, the slender curvemthigh, and then



trailed back up over the silken skin to seek thestmotimate of
caresses.

She quivered in response, ready to surrender—bhedsegan to
gently ease down the briefs of her bikini she frozsudden panic, a
thousand doubts and questions swirling into hedmin

'‘No!" she gasped on a faint breath, trying to pulay from him.

'‘What?' His eyes changed as he registered hamiasite refusal, and
suddenly she was fighting him, struggling to esdapeas he pinned
her down in the sand. 'What the hell kind of gameeyau playing

now?' he snarled savagely.

'‘Let me go,' she pleaded in a desperate whisper.

'Oh, just like that?' he sneered coldly. 'Switch switch off, just
when you say so? Oh, no, little Kate. That isni/ lits going to be.'

She lunged away from him, but he caught her imgrisoning hold,
trapping her right arm beneath his body and cagrctiie other in an
iron grip at the wrist. Then with his free handdegan to strip off her
bikini briefs. She twisted and kicked, but he wastbo strong for
her, and he didn't seem to care if he hurt her.

Her struggles were useless, and she sobbed im Odteat, 'l hate
you.'

'You said that already,' he reminded her tauntingly
‘Do you think raping me is going to make me fesl different?'

His laughter mocked her. 'Oh, I'm not going to rgpsa, little Kate.
I've never forced a woman in my life, and I'll bemthed if I'm going



to start with you. No, I'm just going to teach yalittle lesson, and |
don't think you'll forget it in a hurry.'

Her body lay helpless beneath his hand as he heldidwn, and
began to inflict a slow torture of sensuality, néte caresses of suct
exquisite skill that she felt herself dissolvindanguid rapture, try as
she might to control herself. Her breath was hobhenlips, and she
closed her eyes on swirling darkness, and stiletéer on.

He was playing with her responses until she hachoie secrets left,
no more will to fight him, defeated by a pleasuoeirsgense that it
flooded her whole being with a melting heat. Butreg moment of
final surrender she heard only his cruel laughaed abruptly he
pushed her away. Bereft, devastated, she curleshtapa ball of
despair, and sobbed her heart out into the sand.

It took a long time for Kate to recover some sembéaof composure.
As her tears subsided she became aware of Seaimsfaiose to her.
He dropped her bikini into the sand beside hert @essed,' he
ordered coldly. 'We're eating lunch up at the hpusgh my
grandfather.’

Kate stared up at him bleakly. She couldn't faceting anyone, not
yet. 'I'd really rather . . .’

'l really don't care what you'd rather do," herintpted her cuttingly.
'He's expecting us. You'll have the good manneradecept his
invitation.'

She flushed with embarrassment. For a moment shdeved if she
dare defy him, take the dinghy and return toBaeracudaalone. But

he forestalled her in a voice that would brook rsmdedience, 'Don't
even think about it," he warned harshly.



Her eyes flashed cold fury. 'Very well, I'll comghe said, her voice
sharp with resentment.

‘And you can take that tone out of your voice Atided threateningly.
'l not have him troubled, is that clear? Youskhave as if there's
never been any more between us than a simple lsgsiakationship.’

‘That suits me fine,' she retaliated bitterly. ‘fT$all | wanted from
the start.'

'‘Oh, yes?' he sneered, his voice a whiplash ofecgpit '"You asked
for everything you got. And you can think yourdaktky | let you off
so lightly.'

She flinched under his scorn, and turned away fnom her throat
tight with tears. Quickly she pulled on her clotlogsr her bikini, and
tugged a comb through her almost-dry curls. Thenmtked up her
towel and shook the sand out of it, and foldingaitefully put it back
into her beach-bag.

By the time she had done all that she felt a litttee composed, and
turned back to Sean, who was waiting for her ingualy. '‘Ready?’ he
grated.

She nodded, and he turned on his heel and walkeg twwough the
trees, leaving her to hurry after him. She dreatecprospect ahead
of her, but she would hide her feelings—and noy tueicause he had
so high-handedly commanded it. Her innate gooddingevould not
let her be rude to an old man who, she must conftss had an
enormous curiosity to meet.

The path led up a rough stairway hewn by naturebilte grey green
rock, to a small white clapboard bungalow that Elout over the
open sea. A wide verandah ran along the front, @nitl beneath its



shelter sat a very old man in a high-backed careeighair, a tartan
blanket tucked round his legs.

Kate thought at first that he was asleep, but ag tiiew closer she
realised that she was being subjected to a segrsliutiny from a
pair of eyes as blue and all-seeing as Sean'sreBinemed his gaze
levelly as she stepped up on to the porch.

‘Well, well. Good afternoon,' he said. His voiaHost none of its
vigour, though his hair was pure white, and tha skat covered the
craggy bones of his face was like crumpled parctni8o, you're
Kate Taylor, are you. Well, you're welcome here.'

He extended his left hand, and Kate shook it awlliyalYyou'll have

to excuse me for not shaking hands properly,’ hiel toer

mischievously. He lifted his right arm from thedslof the blanket,
and Kate realised with a shock that it ended itump.

‘Mislaid my damn hand forty-odd years ago," he axgd gleefully.

'Forgot the first rule of a shark- hunter—alwaysmaure your shark
Is good and dead before you swing it in-board.lddghed at Kate's
horrorstruck expression. 'Oh, it was just a littédler,’ he went on
proudly. 'Tiger-shark, no more than ten or twelgetflong. Gave us
some good sport, though—played him all morning feetee landed
him. And then, just as I'm about to slit him opesrap! He takes my
hand off, knife and all!"

'‘What did you do?' asked Kate with a shudder.
‘What did | do?' He chuckled richly. 'l cussed hihgt's what | did!

Kate joined in his laughter. 'I'm not surpriseti¢ said. '‘But how did
you kill him?"'



'Oh, that was his last move,' he told her. 'Afteatthe really was
finished." Abruptly he turned to his grandson. Ybhadn't tell me she
was such a pretty little thing,' he scolded him.

'Didn't 1?' returned Sean blandly.

‘You're a young dog,' the old man grumbled witls&attion. 'Go and
make yourself respectable. You know what Marthd saly if she
sees you walking round in those tatty old shorfsant of this young
lady. Can't you see she's not one of your usuty fiitle pieces?'

'‘Quite," agreed Sean drily. He glanced down at Kaite blue eyes
conveying nothing. 'If you'll excuse me, I'll godaget changed.
Lunch will be ready in just a little while.'

Kate flickered him a minimal response, aware thatdld man was
watching them and sensing the undercurrent of aan$hen Sean
had gone, he turned back to her and said, "Wetpsvn then, girl, if
you're stopping.'

‘Thank you, Mr McGregor,' smiled Kate.

'Oh, good heavens, call me Nat,' he insisted iraptyi. 'When a
pretty young woman calls me Mr McGregor it makesfes old.’

'l can hardly believe that,' responded Kate wisimgle. In spite of his
years, the old man was still an incorrigible fllite must have been a
very big hit with the ladies when he was youngbe, eflected. Like
his grandson.

He was regarding her with sharp curiosity. 'So,bkgan. 'You're
looking for the wreck of that damn pirate ship agai

'Yes,' answered Kate.



‘And how did you manage to persuade my grandsbelfpyou?’

Kate met his probing gaze frankly. 'I'm afraid ksomderstood things
a little," she explained. 'l knew nothing about rerctept his name,
which I'd found in my late husband's log-booksatllassumed he
hired out his boat on a charter basis.'

'‘Oh, you did? Your husband didn't tell you anythafigput him then?’

‘Nothing at all,’ she said firmly. 'Even when wesfiarrived at the
hotel | had no idea his family owned it.'

He nodded thoughtfully. Then slowly he smiled, appéy satisfied.
Kate wondered if he had suspected that she walslalggger, or if he
knew something of the quarrel between Sean and.Dave

After a moment she became aware that she was haitalped, and
looked up. Sean was leaning against the frame @fdtbor, now
dressed in jeans and a checked shirt. She turnectyss away
swiftly, her heartbeat racing.

‘Martha says I'm to show you where you can wash gands, before
lunch,' he said, grinning with a trace of self-mexgkas if the unseen
Martha had sent him on his errand like a small boy.

‘Thank you.' She stood up, and slung her beaclo@gher shoulder.
'‘Excuse me,' she said to Nat. 'l won't be long.'

‘You'd better not be,' he warned portentously. tNegets hopping
mad if a meal's kept waiting, and I'd rather fackuaricane than
Martha in a taking, any day of the week!'

Kate laughed. She was quite sure that the indoheitald man had
never been afraid of anyone in his life. Sean ledthrough a neat



hallway, with floorboards that gleamed from yeafspolish, to a
corridor at the back of the house.

'Here you are,’ he said, opening the door to an fadhioned
bathroom. "You've no need to rush. Martha saidHumen't be ready
for another twenty minutes.’

'‘Good. I'd like to wash the salt water out of myr-hat gets horribly
sticky if you leave it,' she said, trying to matdk impersonal tone.

'‘Make yourself at home,' he invited with cool hositty.

She stepped past him awkwardly, not looking upiat HHe was
speaking to her with the formal politeness of argger, and she could
almost feel the coldness emanating from him. Shereleeved when
he went away. She closed the door, pulled off"dmebroidered top,
and filled the sink with warm water to rinse heirha

Fifteen minutes later, her hair scrubbed vigoroubly and curling
riotously round her head, she was ready to go batsde. She could
hear the two men talking as she walked throughstiaowy hall.
Sean was leaning against the low rail that rangatbe front of the
porch, and as she looked at him Kate realisedstiatvas seeing the
face she had seen in those earliest old photografiltsace of that
hard cynicism gone. He was smiling down at his dfatter, and
there was a warmth in his blue eyes that made dwat khontract.

But as he glanced up and saw her standing judartsie hall his
features set into those familiar uncompromisingdinKate felt an
odd little stab of disappointment.

Nat McGregor smiled up at her mischievously. 'Atatts what | like
to see,' he approved with a chuckle. 'A woman whesd't need to
spend hours tatting herself up.'



'‘Now then, Mr Nat,' came a scolding voice behindeK&ime to stop
all this chattering. You come on inside now andehgour lunch.'

Kate turned as a portly island woman in a yelloaw#red dress
waddled out on to the porch, and laid her big, psegbul hands on the
wheelchair. Her voice was pure, musical Bahamiaa,consonants
softened and flowing like honey.

'Stop nagging me, woman,' protested Nat grumgihen't you going
to say good afternoon to our guest?'

The housekeeper turned her eyes to Kate. 'Goorhafte to you,'
she said coldly.

Kate was stunned by the unexpected wave of hgsshe sensed
from the woman, as chilling as the response sheréaelved from
old Joshua on the boat. '‘Good afternoon,’ she neanag say,
extending her hand politely. Martha ignored it, &mdjan fussing to
negotiate the wheelchair through the doorway. k&ttber hand drop
to her side, embarrassed.

'‘Martha rules the roost around here,' Nat inforrhed in a stage
whisper.

'Oh, go on with you, Mr Nat,' chuckled Martha atfenately.

‘"You look very well on it,' smiled Kate warmly, b#ing swiftly to
tuck in a trailing corner of the blanket. Marthaswaatching her, her
black eyes narrowed and suspicious. Kate triediitesat her, but her
cheeks felt stiff and she knew that she was blgst#he stood back,
and followed the housekeeper's stately progresshet house.

Martha's attitude puzzled her, as had Joshua'sose, it was to be
expected that Sean's people would take his sidsiguarrel with
Dave—»but that their rancour should still lingeryear after Dave's



death, and so strongly that it soured the natuiahdliness of the
Bahamian people, was odd. What could have arouged sitter
feelings?

The lunch was delicious—fresh crabs, baked in tigals, seasoned
with sweet peppers. Sean and his grandfather chiaizdy to each

other. And it was only the occasional sardonic mlea Sean's

changeable blue eyes when they rested on herettmtded her that
the things that had happened on the beach haceeatdfigment of

her fevered imagination.

Old Nat McGregor was a fascinating man. He hadllteough wild

times, and had known personally all the legendatygangsters who
were only characters in films to Kate. Eagerly ph@mpted him to
tell tales of those exciting years when he hadtihengauntlet of the
American coastguard to make his illicit fortune.

'‘Not now,' he apologised regretfully. 'I'm an olammand | have to
take a little nap after my lunch. But later—théried plenty of time.'

Kate glanced questioningly at Sean. 'We're nonsgiintil tomorrow
morning,' he reminded her coolly. 'We can spencdtbkt here.'

Her eyes flashed in anger at his high-handed manrmrt the
warning glance he slanted towards her quelled loedsvof protest.
So she had to seethe in silence until Martha cartake Nat away for
his rest. As soon as they were alone, she burstuoiously, "You

didn't tell me | was staying the night.’

He shrugged and rose to his feet. She followeddution to the front
porch, needled by his coolness. 'l want to go lhadke Barracuda
tonight,' she insisted contrarily.

'‘Why?' he asked, blandly ignoring her irritatidvlartha can find you
anything you need for the night.’



'l didn't want to come here,' she protested ungtedddon't want to
stay.'

'l thought you wanted to hear my grandfather'sie$@ he mocked,
his eyes as cold as flints. 'He enjoys telling thand he doesn't get
many visitors.'

'l do, but..." She turned away from him, unabl&ame her words.

'‘We're staying,' he said with an air of finaliton't worry, | shall

keep well out of your way. There won't be any rejoet of that torrid

little scene on the beach. From now on, you canhassured that |
have no wish to touch you.'

She heard him walk swiftly away, and turned in titboesee him
vanish the way they had come, back towards thehbdder legs
weakened beneath her, and she sat down on theefppfghe porch,
leaning against the rail, tears trickling down bleeeks.

What was the matter with her? She was reactinfjsheiwere in love
with him. But she couldn't be—it was impossiblet Hanan like that,
who had treated herewith such humiliating contempid yet she
knew that her wanton behaviour had warranted sunfspment. She
should never have let things go that far. He hatedm more than
turn the tables on her.

And in spite of what he had said, she knew thsih@ were to let him
see she were prepared to accept what he was gffdren would
respond. But all he was offering was a casual flangrief affair for
the duration of the voyage. Could she settle fst jnat?

And what of his quarrel with Dave? She still didaibw the cause of
it. The question flared in the forefront of her shiextinguishing all
other thoughts. She had to know.



She glanced around. The house was quiet, exceptdaha singing
somewhere in the distant kitchen regions. Seamaasiere in sight,
and his grandfather was asleep. If there were argsdo be found
here, in Sean's home, now would be her only chnfied them.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHE hesitated, unwilling to snoop when she was a gadbe house.
But her tangled emotions overcame her reluctaneebkeathing was
ragged as she rose to her feet, and tiptoed silémtbugh the quiet
hall into the sitting-room.

It was a big room, on the corner of the house, witidows looking

out over the open sea. The floor gleamed withtapatina of years of
wax polish on good English oak; the deep chairgwsgholstered in
dark green leather that had become a little scuffild age—not out
of neglect, the atmosphere of the room proclainied, out of a

reluctance to change anything that was much lolkdre was an air
of deep contentment here, of tranquillity. It wgsace to be happy.

There were trinkets on the polished tables, fagihgtographs in
silver frames, trophies collected by an old manainifetime of
adventure.

One long wall was lined with bookshelves, and Kedaded along it,
examining the contents. Among the book's were statknagazines,
shoe boxes crammed with old letters. And a pileplbbtograph
albums- some old, some not so old.

She opened one idly—it was full of fading sepianfsriof young girls
in flapper dresses and sharp- looking men in debl#asted suits.
She opened another: a young Sean on the waterdtddassau, a
huge blue shark at his feet; Sean in footballgmudly holding a big
silver cup.

She turned the pages. These were his college yearsghing young
faces, with that easy confidence that rich kidsrseeacquire early.
Groups of friends aboard a boat—smaller thanBhaeracudabut
carrying the same name.



And there, very much at home among the smiling Jaceas
Dave—page after page, as other faces came and dawg was
there. The last picture was of the two young memngng into the
camera, the best of friends. Then the picturegsiabruptly. There
were no more—just empty pages. What did it meaarGl Sean
had lied when he had denied that he had known Daatk—the

pictures spanned a couple of years. And Dave hagrnever
mentioned Sean's name—she was sure.

What had come between them? A woman? She searcisd |
through the photographs, but though there wereayptsrpretty girls,
perched on a knee or held in a casual hug, noneaagg regularly
enough to suggest that there had been anyone kpgeulasomehow
neither seemed to be the type to quarrel so figroeér a woman.
There was also the strange hostility of JoshuaMadha—surely
they wouldn't feel so strongly partisan if it hastj been one of the
squalls of young love?

Money, then? But again, neither seemed the saak® money that
seriously. Drugs? Had someone introduced the ricls' Kolly,
cocaine? But that would be more likely to unitersaad Dave, not
divide them. Serious divers took care of their lesdand didn't abuse
them with smoking or alcohol—or drugs.

She realised that she was moving into the realntseobizarre, and
shook her head impatiently. Suddenly she heardt®eos, and looked
up with a guilty start as Martha appeared in therday. 'Oh, | ...
couldn't resist looking at these old photos," stié quickly, showing
her the oldest album. 'Who are these people?'

Martha's expression was wary, ‘They's a bunchdbobtleggers Mr
Nat used to know,' she replied. '"You can ask hilmualthem, I'm
going to get him up now. He likes to talk aboutdiebtimes. He don't
get too many visitors no more, 'cept for Mr Seam ddne outlived all



his friends." She smiled broadly, but then remeedbdrerself; the
smile wavered and faded, and she stomped back thenmall.

A few minutes later she wheeled the old man, rerd$rom his nap,
out on to the verandah, and Kate eagerly broughaliums and put
them on the low glass table in front of him. Martiraught them iced
coffee, and settled down in a rocking-chair a fegtfaway and
picked up some straw-plaiting.

For the rest of the afternoon, Kate listened spaelfid as old Nat told
her incredible tales of the prohibition era, ofwitting coastguards
and wheeling and dealing with greedy suppliers anthless
competitors.

Sean found them there when he returned severakHater. His
grandfather shot him a penetrating glance. 'Andreffeave you
been?' he demanded sharply.

'Down to Deadman's Rock," Sean answered, unruffledanted to
see if there were any more coins to be found ardiadold wreck.'
He tossed a handful of worn silver discs on théestab

'‘Ah!' cried Nat, picking one up and handing it tat&. 'Spanish silver.
That's another part of our bloodthirsty historyuritlering the ships
that ran aground out there on the sandbank. Aride§ didn't run
aground of their own accord—well, sometimes wel ginem a little
help." His eyes were dancing points of mischief.y'M
great-grandfather, William McGregor, led a gangt ttoek twenty
ships in three months,' he added proudly. 'Of ayunse're directly
descended from Robert McGregor, the pirate. Saili#ld Captain
Woodes Rogers, and turned respectable with him wkamas made
Royal Governor.'

"You gonna sit there talking all night, or you garsome in for your
chow?' came Martha's scolding voice behind them.



'‘Ah, yes,' beamed Nat, 'I've worked up quite are&iowith all this
talking. Come on, boy," he added sharply to Seaake yourself
useful for once. Wheel me inside.'

Sean grinned, his expression softened as he lodkesh at his
grandfather. '"You'd better be careful,’ he advis&ate will think
you're a thoroughly cantankerous old man.’

'I'd think nothing of the sort!" she protested glyc

'Of course | am,' declared Nat with wicked gle'en ‘&ntitled to be.
I'm ninety-three years old. Outlived'em all—and fot finished yet,
not by a long chalk!

The food was as delicious as at lunch. Both Sedrhangrandfather
regaled Kate with tales of Bahamian history, aradrtAncestors' part
in it—usually a maverick part. Afterwards they wentt on to the
front porch again, and in the stillness of the hitjle swashbuckling
stories were marvellously romantic.

A hurricane lamp flickered on the low table betwéleem, casting
dramatic shadows over their faces, and Kate's éyksd again and
again to Sean's stone-carved profile. There wamarnkable likeness
between the hard-boned features of the two men, stwedcould
imagine that likeness being passed down througlergéon after
generation of McGregor men, from that first rutsldsuccaneer,
Robert McGregor. She could see Sean in that roleasily, and
smiled at herself in the darkness for her own &bbimaginings.

Martha came after a while, and insisted that tdenzn should go to
bed. He grumbled, but gave way, and Kate kisseddfiectionately
on his paper-thin cheek, and bade him a fond gagitt.n

As she watched Martha wheel the chair into the &ebs felt a warm
shiver run through her at the thought of sitting there alone with



Sean in the quiet darkness. She glanced at hinfneoseéemed totally
oblivious to any tension in the air, lounging batla cane armchair,
his long legs stretched in front of him.

As Kate sat down again opposite him, he coolly mesaithe story he
had been telling, as if there had never been amytbetween them.
She listened to his deep, soft voice, hardly heatime words, her
mind filled with memories so vivid that her pulsegan to race and
her cheeks were faintly pink beneath her tan. Thatgry ache
gnawed at her—he was so close, she could just @acand touch
him, let him draw her into his arms . ..

The sky was drifted with dark, mysterious cloudsyving high and
fast across the face of the stars. The silencendrthem was woven
with sounds—the whisper of the sea over the cdrnall®ws, the
rustle of the breeze in the high heads of the gwas and
coco-plums, the night-song of the tree-frogs. Tlaeé of the lamp
puttered in its glass dome, giving off a strandgsbynely smell that
mingled with the aroma of the mosquito coils thaptkthe insects
away. And beyond that, drifting hauntingly on thght air, was the
sweet perfume of the flowering shrubs that surrednithe house.

Kate sat quietly, watching Sean, listening to tbensl of his voice.

The sleeves of his check shirt were folded back bigstrong wrists,

and his hands moved occasionally as he talkedtnéting the action.

Sometimes he would glance at her, his eyes smalgnlge spun tales
of the daring adventures of his ancestors, defjimegauthorities or

the elemental forces of nature.

Almost consciously she was making a memory, etchirgyy detail
of this beautiful, bittersweet evening into hereso that she would
never forget it.

It was very late when Martha appeared in the doptwaask if they
would like another cup of coffee before they wenbed. She was



wearing a pink housecoat and well-worn slipperd,faar tone hinted
strongly that she had come out deliberately to menthem of the
time.

'Is it that late?' remarked Sean, glancing at hasciv 'Don't you
bother, Martha. I'll make it. Would you like sonkgte?"

'Oh... yes, please,' she managed to say, relucidnat drawn back to
reality.

‘All right,' said Martha grumpily. '‘But don't yowgnaking a mess in
my kitchen.' Her tone was scolding, but she beanpest Sean fondly
as he towered over her.

'l wouldn't dare," he returned teasingly, and degppn affectionate
kiss on her forehead. 'Good night, Martha.'

'‘Good night, Mr Sean,' she answered gruffly.
‘Good night,' added Kate hopefully.

Martha looked at her warily, but then with reluctarallowed herself
to thaw a little. 'Good night, Miz Kate,' she mumea, and then
vanished into the darkness of the house.

Kate sat back, and closed her eyes, a strange chellgrcontracting

her heart. All the differing images of Sean wersew together into
a complex whole. She remembered the way he hadigdidrer on

their dives together, the way he had killed thelsktzat had attacked
them. He was the sort of man a woman could easily herself

coming to depend on.

And then there was that smiling warmth he reseriggedthose
favoured few who enjoyed his affection and truse kad never



looked at her like that. For one of those smiles wbuld do almost
anything . . .

The rich aroma of coffee drifted to her nostrilsdahe opened her
eyes as Sean came back on to the porch with tveanstg mugs,
which he set down on the table between them, reexihe pile of
photograph albums. Without giving herself time kanpwvhat she was
going to say, she picked up the one that helditttanes of Dave, and
opened it.

'l found this when | was looking at the old photgts,' she began,
her voice taut, her heart pounding painfully. Sbeldn't read the

expression in his eyes. 'l didn't mean to pry,' ath@ed nervously. 'l

just wanted to look at the old pictures, and tiiiia was on top. |

only glanced at it to see what was in it.'

'Only glanced?' he repeated coldly.

'‘Well, naturally, when | saw the pictures of DaM®oked again,' she
said. She didn't even know why she was lying—it s@gransparent.

‘Naturally," he sneered.

‘There are a lot of them,"' she rushed on, turninegydages with a
trembling hand. "You were friends once, weren't3ou

'‘No.'
‘But . ..

'l said we weren't friends,' he snarled, the cald/ fin his voice
freezing her bones. 'Dave Taylor didn't know theanneg of the
word.'



'‘Why did you quarrel?' she asked tensely. 'Whapaaed? Please tell
me.'

For a long moment their eyes held in the flickergigw of the
oil-lamp, and then abruptly he stood up. "Your rasmat the end of
the passage, on the left,' he rapped brusquelpd@mht.’

He turned and walked away, vanishing into the sivadzeneath the
trees. She stared after him with wide, strickerselfier mind empty,
her body numb. An icy chasm yawned between theohsae didn't
know how to cross it.

After a while she found the strength to get up @mdh search of the
room she had been allotted. The house was very. @lie could hear
Nat McGregor's harsh breathing behind one door,thaa soft

snores behind another. She found the door at thefetime corridor,

and opened it.

It was a small but pretty room with an old-fashidreak bedstead
covered with a hand-made patchwork quilt of suneNoy shades.
There was a rag-rug on the polished floor, andeaaimgly ugly old
porcelain sink in one corner.

She took off her clothes, and washed out her hikimowing that it
would be dry by morning. Then she slipped nakeaéeh the cool
cotton sheets, and lay on her back, staring upeashadowy ceiling.

The ache in her body was almost unbearable. Shgelutye pillow,
but she could find no peace. She felt as if shewemg torn in half.
Once she had been sure that she could never lgoa@as much as
she had loved Dave—but now, like the rising suaS®ad filled her
whole horizon, dimming her memories.



She heard Sean return, heard him moving aroundlyginghe room
next to hers. Heard the creak of the bed as hed@yn. So
close—just a few steps away.

The touch of the sheets against her bare skin waslcaress, and
she turned her face into the pillow to stifle a moé pain.

With sudden, bewildering clarity she realised tbla¢ was in love
with him, beyond all doubt or question. None of #rguments she
could put forward against it could convince herzgraeart. That he
was a confirmed cynic, who treated women like plangs; that he
was a millionaire who could buy out her father'sBrimavel business
fifty times over; that he lived in a sleazy waterft bar that

frightened the life out of her. Even that unrectettiquarrel with

Dave. None of it mattered.

And now that she had made this earth-shatterirggpdesy, she asked
herself bitterly, what could she do about it? itamly wasn't love he
was offering in return. If she went to him now, egted his terms,
what would happen? Probably he would just takechkelly and then
send her away, just another one-night stand. And did, how would
she face tomorrow? She hugged the pillow, and sb#keith her
tears.

They left soon after breakfast. Kate bid farewelbean's grandfather
with regret, smiling wistfully when he expressedape that she
would visit him again. 'l would like to," she saithcerely, 'but when
this trip is over, I'll be going straight back tadtand, and | doubt if
I'll be able to afford to come back to the Bahafeas long time.'

'Oh, well," the old man sighed. 'Remember us wékn. Good
memories chase out the bad.'



She looked at him, startled by the unexpectediahus the past. But
Sean interceded, shaking his grandfather's thid had promising to
be back in a couple of weeks.

‘That's right,' nodded Nat comfortably. 'And domu go dropping
the price too much on those package bookings ae@®@sach.'

‘Am | likely to?' queried Sean.

'‘No. | taught you well, and you're a McGregor— ahdt means
you're no fool," declared Nat belligerently. 'Offuygo now. And
watch out for the weather.'

Kate glanced up in surprise at the flawless blye '&ut it's going to
be a lovely day," she protested.

'‘Oh, | daresay it will,’ the old man nodded sagébyt that's no
guarantee tomorrow will be the same. | wouldn'tsoeprised if
there's trouble brewing out there over the oceanesdiere.’

Sean took the warning seriously. 'No problem,'dsiged him. 'We'll
be out of the coral bank at the first sign of trieub

Kate glanced back as they walked down the pathwand to the
pair watching from the verandah. The old man lifkesl frail hand
and waved back, and after a moment's hesitatiorthlastanding
behind his wheelchair like a stern guardian angedd a hand and
waved too in cautious friendliness.

Then a bend in the path hid them from view, and fiew minutes
they were back on the beach, where the dinghy d/iaitesre they had
left it the day before. There was silence betwdemtas they rode
back to the yacht marina, and tied up alongsidétreacuda.



Josh and his father were already aboard, and daskd over the rail
to help her aboard. 'You had a nice weekend, MiteRehe asked
cheerfully.

‘Yes, thank you, Josh,' she answered with a warihe siWe've been
round to see Mr McGregor.'

She caught a swift, hostile glare from old Joshefoie he turned
away and went below decks, and a brief, wordleshange between
the two younger men. Oh, damn them all! she thoogbdsly. She
was sick of all these mysterious undercurrentsrfAmow on she was
going to keep things strictly business. Her moutisted in a small

smile of bitter self-mockery as she went down to ¢ebin. How

many times had she told herself that? And everye tshe had
weakened.

She picked up the photo of Dave, and sat crosgetégn her bunk,
staring at it bleakly. It was strange how, in sorsk time, the image
had come to mean something so different. Not least-ifferent.
The pain had gone, and with it—to some extent—thik.g

She recognised now that if it had been the othgrmavand, if she had
been the one killed, she wouldn't have wanted Daveloister
himself and never fall in love again. If only itudd have been
someone other than Sean McGregor who had broughit ghe
change! The rest of the trip was going to be exgétgmifficult to say
the least.

With a sigh, she put down the photograph and waok loip on deck
as Joshua was casting off from the quayside, amdtslod by the rail
watching as Wrecker's Cay slowly shrank and disagek from
sight. She gazed bleakly out at the empty horiZtwe island might
never have existed. That evening dancing in Seanis, the frenzy
of those moments on the beach, might have beename than the
dreams of her fevered imagination.



By midday they were back at the coral bank, weagengtiously into
the labyrinth with the sun almost overhead. Katel¢mot imagine
how Sean could tell one channel from another, bisgemed to know
exactly where he was. She was not at all surpmgezh she spotted
one of the red marker buoys that they had noenetd after the shark
attack.

They passed that reef, and wound further into rbs@cherous maze.
They dropped anchor in the lee of another half-moesf. The
scenery was breathtakingly beautiful: the mauvegaedn masses of
the coral gardens alternated with the sapphire diitiee open water.
Though they were at least five miles from the ngfaland, several
pretty butterflies and small birds had taken a fbrest on the
superstructure of the boat.

'‘We'll dive right away.' She turned quickly as Setimbed down
from the flying-bridge. 'While the sun's still higthe went on
impersonally. 'Forty-five minutes should be enougitake a look
along the reef, and then we can decide where we¢ teatart.'

'Fine,' she responded, pleased by the cool tofeiofoice. 'I'll go
and get suited-up.’

The reef wall was very steep, and thickly woodethviaranching
bushes of golden acroporian coral that masked amyoars that
might be there. They finned slowly along, ten featn the coral cliff,
searching for patterns. The reef seemed to be lcongyed with
cracks and gaping holes at its base—at leastppdrntvas.

Kate looked more closely, her heart beginning tt ladittle faster as
she realised that she was looking at a tumbled rmo&ssooden
planks, thickly encrusted with coral. Instinctivelye turned to Sean,
her eyes shining behind the perspex window of heedmask. He
nodded, giving her the '‘okay' sign, and they swacioser.



Now Kate could distinguish the outline of a cannOnly the end of
the muzzle was visible—it was the unnatural regwylaf the coral
outcrop that gave her the clue. Sean marked it with of the
inflatable red buoys, and she moved on along tle¢ @&refully
examining every intriguing shape.

She knew that there were only seven cannon abdedBelle
Etoile—Philippe de Mercort had relied on speed and marraéility
to run up close to the clumsy treasure ships, a@doseigh to sling up
the grappling irons so that the pirates—expert e@eal and agile as
cats—could swarm up the ropes and engage in twdtraand bloody
battle.

She had identified three more cannon, all iron ditdeaders of the
type know as demi-slings, before Sean touchedretaremind her
that it was time to return to the surface. She eddeluctantly, and
began to fin upwards, reminding herself firmly to glowly and
breathe out evenly as she went.

She rose obliquely through the water, and surfacdg a few yards
from the Barracuda. 'We've found it, Josh!" she cried, waving
excitedly. 'Oh, | can hardly believe it"

'‘Can't you?' enquired Sean sardonically as he cdfalose beside
her. 'l thought you had no doubts?’

She caught the cynical gleam in his eyes, and &gpihess turned at
once to defensive anger. 'l never doubted thatais where,' she
countered frostily. 'l just didn't think we'd fimidso quickly.'

'‘We were lucky," he conceded as he swung himselbruggo the
swim-platform and turned to give her a hand up.



'So it seems,' she responded, ignoring his assestas she climbed
the ladder to the aft-deck. Josh helped her obeofliving-gear, and
wrapped in a towel she sat down to drink her hotolate.

The sea water trickling out of her hair was a l@dsdisguise for the
tears that were welling from the corners of hersey¢ow that they
had found the wreck, it would be a matter of onfg\a days before it
was time to return to Nassau. Some photographse soeasuring
and mapping, a little salvaging of the small, mdegabits of
wreckage—it would not take long. And then it wobklall over, she
would be going back to England, and she would neseiSean again.

‘You're supposed to be pleased about it." Kateddakp in shock,
wondering how he could have read her thoughts.Woigund your
precious wreck. Now you can prove what a super-bDarge was.'

She glared up at him, stung by his cold cynicigdi. course I'm
pleased,' she retaliated swiftly. 'l was just wigfine could have been
here himself to share it.'

‘Not on my boat," muttered Sean.

Kate slanted him an angry glance. 'Why didn't yge him?' she
demanded in a voice sharp with tension. 'Why wgmittell me why
you quarrelled?’

Suddenly he was leaning over her, tilting her fayggéo his. 'Because
| wouldn't want to shatter your illusions, littleake," he sneered softly.

'l don't think I'd believe anything you told me abbim, anyway,' she
told him, returning his contempt.

‘Then I'd be wasting my breath, wouldn't 1?'



She jerked her head away from him impatiently. Has vguite
invulnerable to her poison darts—was there no chirtks armour?

He moved away from her to sit on the far side efdieck. 'So what
happens now?' he enquired in a sardonic drawil.

With an effort of will she pulled herself togethdid like to have a
look inside the wreck,' she said, 'and then | ¢art &king pictures of
it.'

"You can develop your photographs here on boaroufiike," he told
her. 'The galley can double as a darkroom, andamy some basic
equipment. You can't make prints, of course—it widag impossible
under these conditions.'

She nodded. 'lt doesn't matter. | want to make sparencies
anyway—they're better for publication.' Kate hasilafor a moment.
'I'd like to be able to get in touch with Mr Thonops and let him
know that we've found her,' she added.

'You can use the ship-to-shore. You'd better bookal this
afternoon.’

‘Thank you. Do you know how much it would cost @il ¢.ondon
from here?'

He shrugged indifferently. 'Forget it.'
'l want to pay you,' she insisted.

'l said forget it,' he repeated sharply. 'Just tdo@ntion my name,
okay? | don't want to be besieged by a hoard of teuna
treasure-hunters wanting me to help them get thiees&illed.’



‘Very well,' she said tightly. 'I'll book the calbw, before | have my
shower.’

Mr Thompson was delighted. 'Good girl," he approvéée'll do a
Six-page spread. Lots of photographs. Can you a@'th

'Yes, | can,' she assured him, careful to speak distinctly so that
he could catch every word. 'Do you want me to wsamething to go
with the pictures?'

She waited the long seconds until Mr Thompson'seveame back
through the white noise on the long-distance li@écourse. Let me
have a couple of thousand words. We can alwaysitciipve want
more space for the prints. How soon will you bekhad=ngland?"

'‘About a week,' she answered. 'I'll call you asnsa®| get back.'

'Fine. I'll look forward to seeing you—and the pigraphs.
Goodbye.'

'‘Goodbye ..." But the connection had already g@ael dShe put down
the headset of the radio-telephone with a smali, figd leaned back
in the navigator's seat, rubbing her hands overfhez. She felt
wrung out, exhausted.

One more week, and then she would never see Saan Bgrhaps it
was just as well. There seemed to be little hopesobnciling the
conflict in her heart. Sean was colder towardsthan ever, and she
knew now that his quarrel with Dave must have bedwout
something quite important. She felt as if she weziag called on to
take sides in a dispute she didn't even understand.



CHAPTER NINE

THE next day Kate undertook a more detailed examinatfdhe site,
exploring carefully the maze of caverns beneath tinabled
deck-planks. She wore a diving-helmet, with a ligifining out from
the middle of her forehead; a fine nylon line casted her to Sean
who waited outside on guard.

Inside she found the remaining cannon, which hagh lom the other
side of the deck, and finally another large masoaodl that positively
demanded attention. As she chipped away at theigimgy coral, she
knew that she had found the anchor: 'iron anchdfrefch design,
circa 1700'. How strange to think that Dave had beethiatvery
spot, seen what she was seeing now, all those ggatrs

A double tug on the line reminded her that shedrdy five minutes
bottom-time left. Pausing only to collect a coupiénteresting lumps
of coral from the debris and sand at the bottora,feliowed the line
back through the labyrinth to emerge with religbithe open water.

She surfaced carefully, using her buoyancy-jacetaunteract the
extra weight of her finds. Sean rose beside hadyr& help her if she
needed it. But within a few minutes she was sabelgk on the aft-
deck, and Josh was bubbling with excitement, caradrthat she had
found sunken treasure.

'l doubt it, Josh," she told him, laughing. 'If e anything in those
clumps, it'll be no more than pewter or bronze. @eta bowl and
some vinegar and we'll have a look.'

To Josh's disappointment she proved to be right.cump yielded a
cheap pewter drinking-cup, and the other an iroggda handle,
almost rusted away.



On their second dive of the day, Kate took Davetenwater camera
down with her to the wreck-site. It was far fromsgao take
photographs at that depth— the water distortedaszkedistance, and
absorbed most of the light. She took a light-regdand handed one
of the two powerful strobe-flashes to Sean, indngathat he should
direct it on to her subject— one of the cannon—fraittle above
her left shoulder. He picked up her instructiorstantly, though he
was still constantly alert to any dangers in théawaround them.

She took several shots of the cannon, bracketirg aptimum
f-setting to get a range of results, and then mowedo the next
subject she had chosen. She shot several cartridgesim,

photographing every detail of the site to buildaugpomposite mosaic.

When their time was up they surfaced together armhsback to the
Barracuda. 'That was good, remarked Kate as she pausedeon
swim-platform to take off" her flippers. 'l just pe they come out all
right.’

"You can develop them after lunch," he suggested.

Kate glanced at him, wishing she could detectgusnt of warmth in

his impersonal tone. But there was none. Alreadydb-operation

that existed between them below the water had kadijsand that
invisible barrier had risen again. There was a weadness in her
heart as she passed the precious camera up toahoshblimbed the
ladder to the aft-deck.

‘Thanks, Josh,' she said as he took her diving{geanse it for her.
'‘Leave the camera—I'll deal with that.'

After lunch, Sean pulled a crate of photographiciggent from one
of the underseat lockers in the saloon, and cartrigdough to the



galley for her. 'l think you'll find everything yameed in here,' he told
her. 'Chemicals, tanks, thermometers, whatevadith the doors
closed, the light-seal is pretty good. Don't worgbout
ventilation—the air-conditioning can deal with that

She watched as he taped black card across thessthnd changed
the light-bulb for an orange safe- light. 'You eanty have
everything you could want aboard this boat," sl s&iving to hide
her nervousness at being so close to him in thBnemhspace of the
galley. The dimness lent a dangerous intimacydatmosphere, and
she couldn't stop herself edging uneasily away finam certain that
he could hear the unsteady pounding of her heart.

'‘One of the advantages of being rich,' he drawledhat you can
afford to buy anything you want.'

'How pleasant for you," she countered causticatyng by his
sardonic manner.

tis.".

'You can't buy anything that really matters, thgugihe added,
deliberately needling him. "You can't buy friengshkior love.'

'‘Maybe not,’ he agreed mockingly. 'But you can bthe
pretence—and after a while you can get so you durtice the
difference.’

She stared at him bleakly. 'Why are you alwaysyscal?'
Suddenly he had trapped her against the sink-oisitsneering face

inches above hers. ‘Maybe life's taught me a femgtidessons you've
yet to learn, little Kate.'



She twisted away from him, putting her hands upresg#is chest in
an instinctive gesture of defence. 'l hope | néhaare to learn,’ she
hissed 'Not if it would make me as disagreeabloas

She could feel the tension of anger in him, andgedoher eyes,
expecting a storm. But abruptly he turned awayitepher staring at
the door as he closed it firmly behind him.

Pulling herself together with difficulty, she foct@erself to turn her
full attention to the job in hand. The chemicalsevpowdered, and
needed very careful mixing, and she had incredsediln-speed a
little to make up for the amount of light absorlithe water, so she
had to adjust the time she allowed in some of thelbping stages.

It was a very precise process, requiring all herceatration. She
worked with the deftness of experience—Dave hadddhis part of
the work tedious, and had left it to her as sodmedsad been satisfied
of her competence—and for a while she was ableutoajp other
thoughts from her mind. She even found herselfisqi@s she
worked—one of the infectiously simple goombay sosfs had
heard on Josh's radio.

The strips of colour transparencies were still fafygvhen she had
finished developing them—they wouldn't clear uttigy were dry.

She packed the equipment away, and carried thestrips through to
hang them up safely in her own bathroom. Then st@ Wack up on
deck to write up her notes.

It had been a very hot day, and Kate was gladettol breeze that
sprang up towards evening. The sunset was magmifis@shing the
sky with crimson and purple. They dined as usuathenaft-deck,

alone. The silence lay heavy around them, and ereiththem chose
to speak more than the merest politeness demanded.



Kate went to bed early, but she didn't sleep welages of diving

among the coral wove patterns in her mind, ancehes echoed with
the memories of Sean's words—'You can buy the pecete And

again she remembered what he had said beforeni¢sne is going
to stick a knife in my back, it'll be the sort Incaee.’

What had happened all those years ago to make ditmasd, so
cynical? And would there ever be a way back for-hiback to the
human race? A small, sad tear trickled down heelchi¢ ever there
was, she would not be there to share it. She glealple, because she
was Dave Taylor's wife.

She picked up the photograph, and studied it iljteltmust have
been some kind of crazy misunderstanding, she was But it was
too late to put it right now, even if she knew hdwar too late.

She turned over, punching the pillow into a momnfatable shape,
and tried to make herself fall asleep.

Next morning she finished photographing the extemd the
wreck-site. She took her time—she was in no hwnyanture inside
those claustrophobic caverns again. She could atahet why Sean
had described it as dangerous—to an inexperieneediticould be a
death-trap. It was a relief to escape to open wagain, and over
lunch she was tense, knowing that she had to goihtxthe wreck
that afternoon to finish the photographs.

But she hid her feelings from Sean, fearing his keog more than
she feared the dive. After lunch she settled hiesekthe aft-deck,
trying to draw a sketch-map of the wreck-site; ibutas difficult to
visualise what lay beneath the water.



The weather was even hotter, and by the time tiiobeck came Kate
was glad to go back into the water, even if itmiglan facing the dive
into the labyrinth of theBelle Etoile. She worked steadily, and
managed to finish all the photographs she wantedke before it
was time to surface. After her shower she develafig¢tde remaining
film strips, and hung them up with the others.

When she went back up on deck, she found thatthdédad changed,
losing its blue-green clarity. It was flecked widaden grey, and by
late afternoon choppy little waves were breaking itsptranquil
surface. The radio was tuned to a local hot-gosfalon, and the
fervent tones of a hell-fire preacher were regularterspersed with
weather reports.

There was a hurricane brewing out over the Atlarthe forecasts
predicted that it wouldn't come too close to théh&aas—but a
hurricane could be a peculiarly contrary beast.rdheas no cooling
breeze that evening, and the sunset was almost

beautiful—flaming shards of amber light slicing dbgh massive
banks of blue-black clouds. Kate gazed at it, heath stilled in
wonder.

When at last she turned away, she saw Sean staindimg doorway
of the saloon, watching the sunset too. 'Wasn'lovely?' she
remarked, trying to smile.

‘Very nice. It's going to be quite a storm."'
'Is it safe for us to stay here?' she asked.

His eyes glinted with mockery. 'I'm not risking rbgpat for your
damned wreck," he told her. 'I've marked the chiatintne weather
gets too bad we'll run for Nassau.'

'‘Why not a nearer port?'



'l don't want to be holed up on Andros for daysad,' he answered
brusquely. "You've got your photographs. Another daso should
be all you need to finish the job.'

Kate's heart twisted in pain. Just another dayoar.s and then she
would be back in Nassau, catching a plane backgtaad. And she
would never see Sean again. Suddenly all she wamthnlwas reach
out and touch him—~but he had already gone backh&aloon, nd
she could only follow him, her face a mask to thée feelings as she
sat down opposite him at the dinner table.

The boat was moving on that long, slow swell, cbiemastic of an
impending hurricane. There was a tense expectaniteiair, as if a
vast elemental orchestra were tuning up. The cunteould rise
within the next twenty-four hours.

But whether theBarracudarode out the fringes of the storm or wa
forced to run before it, her own small drama wasast over. Josh's

skill with grouper cutlets was wasted on her pal&iee could eat

little, and pushed aside her plate with a disnttIsigh.

'I'm not very hungry,' she explained to Sean wheglanced at her
guestioningly. 'It's this heat.'

He nodded without saying anything. Kate sat bac#,talf-turned in
her seat to gaze up at the night sky, a studykyshades of darkness.
High, fast clouds raced across the face of the shad the moon was
a sickly yellow. It was going to be a hot, troubledht.

The ranting tones of the evangelist on the radidemidate's head
ache. 'Isn't there anything else on?' she demainggatiently. Sean
shook his head. 'Oh, there must be!" she snapmtiihgyup to go
over to the radio.



'‘Leave it alone,’' ordered Sean flatly. '"We've gohé¢ar the weather
reports.’

'‘Oh, damn!" She sat down again, a frown creasindptoav. She felt
imprisoned by the heat, wishing something explosreald happen
to clear the tension in her head. Sean sat readingagazine,
apparently impervious to the sultry atmosphere. Wauld shake
him, she wondered recklessly. What would turn oat ttvild,
dangerous anger? Her fevered imagination begapimoasscene of
torrid drama, in which he carried her off to hivica taking no heed
of her struggles.

But when she glanced cautiously towards him, herage to speak
the opening lines of the script failed, and instehd said thinly, 'l
think I'll go and lie down on my bunk.'

Sean glanced at his watch. 'It's early yet," hearked indifferently.

'l know. But I'm bored. | might read for a bit.'é&tvent down to her
cabin and took off all her clothes. Another quibkwer cooled her a
little, and she lay down on top of the bedcover @oded her eyes.

There was a kind of desperation in her heart. Tanigas their last
night on the boat—she felt it with a brooding cerya And she

wanted to spend it with Sean, wanted to lie nakddd arms, feel his
flesh against hers. Just one night. To hell withdoow. She wanted
him, wanted to feel him need her, wanted to fintivahat it would be

like on the other side of that great chasm thaiddny them. Would
they maybe .. . just maybe . . . find that thengdl@de a tomorrow for
them after all?

No. She shook her head brusquely. There could bhemorrow. She
must not let herself think like that. The fireside her raged hot
enough, without her adding the fuel of her wildtésmies. One night



with Sean would be a night of paradise, but tha tret would follow
would take a long, long time to fade.

But the long, sultry night alone in her bunk wamiegatory itself. Her

spirits were sinking with the mercury in the baré@ngand she barely
slept. From time to time she could hear Sean odo&hua moving

about on deck, checking the anchors.

It was reassuring to know that, if the storm reacdtem, she would
be in safe hands. Sean would never take an unegesk with the
Barracuda—he knew exactly where the narrow divide lay betwee
courage and foolhardiness. And he had no need ¢t af
bravado—he had nothing to prove. As she sank airnas restless
dreams her memories went with her, haunting heutr the long
watches of the night.

At long last the darkness began to pale. Kate kielin the bunk to
look out of the port-hole; the sunrise was obscurgdow-lying
clouds along the horizon, and above them great bedmale gold
light shafted out across the purple sky. Alreadyas uncomfortably
warm.

She had a cool shower, blessing tBarracuda's luxurious
distillation plant that gave her such free usere$h water, and then,
dressed as lightly as possible in shorts and &looon top she went
up on deck. She could only stand and gaze in awskstvonder at the
massive inky clouds that seemed to roll up almasbbthe sea.

Two hundred miles away, near the eye of the sttdrenwinds would
be devastating. Out here on its very fringes tleevsas a brooding
grey, and theBarracudawas rocking quite strongly on her ancho
chains.



'‘Can we dive today?' she asked Sean as he walkadttle side deck
from the bows.

'If it gets no worse,' he responded briefly.

She hesitated for a moment, reluctant to broaclsubgect of money
with him again. But it had to be sorted out. 'Ppeha. perhaps we
might as well settle up now. If you could just tek how much | owe
you?'

He turned to her in mocking enquiry. 'l beg yourdos?'

'‘My bill. For chartering the boat and . .. and gt&ng. Will it be all
right if | pay by cheque?'

He gave a sardonic laugh. 'Oh, you're offeringayp me?' he taunted.
'‘Let me see, what should | charge for dancing wihu? And
flattering your feminine ego with kisses? Oh, arakimng love to you
on the beach—that should be worth a few dollarss-dediscount for
not finishing the job, of course.’

She stared at him, bewildered and hurt by hiswoidls. 'Stop it,' she
begged. 'Why are you saying things like that?'

‘You raised the subject of money.'

She blinked back the tears that were stinging es.€Look," she
managed to say, 'we had an agreement that | wbalder your boat
at the standard rate. Anything that ... that hapddmetween us is
beside the point.’

'‘But I'm not in the charter business,' he reminued

'l know.' She looked down at her hands, twistingenlap"” 'I'm sorry
| made that mistake. But I still want to pay.'



'l don't need your money. This whole trip's cossléhan | might lose
on the turn of one card.’

‘That doesn't make any difference,’ she insistédl avgnity. ‘It might
be only pocket money to you, but it's importantrie.'

His lip curled in an unpleasant sneer. 'Oh, | forgtu're the girl
who isn't impressed by money. Forgive me. Suclyiitieis so rare a
quality.’

'‘Have you ever stopped to consider that maybe pawspuld like to
be friends with you, but you never give them tharde?' she
suggested bitterly.

'Oh, yes?' His tone was coldly mocking. 'What alyouwt, little Kate?
Would you like to be my friend?' Before she couddeshd herself, he
had dragged her to her feet, and pinned her baaikstghe wall of
the saloon cabin. 'What sort of friend would yo®'dee demanded
harshly. 'What sort of lover? Would you be as Idgaine as you are
to your dear, departed husband?’

She closed her eyes, too weak to fight him. "Yootwae, don't you,
Kate?' His hand roved down over her body with rogghtleness. 'Go
on, admit it," he persisted. 'l can feel the way's@responding.’

Tears trickled down her face as the inevitable waklelesire his
touch aroused clashed head on with the pain hts cmhtempt was
searing into her heart. He drew her into his aims$,his voice was
like cold steel. 'So how about it, little Kate? Hae go to bed? How
would you like to make love to a murderer?’

Her eyes flew open, and her heart froze in shoekmidde no attempt
to stop her as she backed away from him. His fage & hard as
granite and so was his voice. 'So much for yourlyre®uthed

platitudes,' he snarled. 'How often do you think keen that look in



people's eyes? Friends? Oh, yes, everyone wahesfteends with a
millionaire—until they hear the gossip. Then theleiecomes just a
little too fixed— you know what | mean? So | thillkstick with the
miscreants and cut-throats down at the Runnerkthan. I'm one of
them, and they take me for what | am."

Kate's eyes had not left his face. She didn't kiitne were telling the
truth or not—her mind was numb. She just stood stadced at him.
And then as if released from an evil spell sheddrand ran down the
steps to her own cabin.

She stood in the middle of the cabin, tremblingendy. Surely it
couldn't be true—he had just been trying to frighkeer. Stepping
into the bathroom she caught sight of herself enrtirror above the
sink. Her eyes looked huge in a face that was alsbeaath her tan.
Her hands were shaking, and her stomach was irs kNot it wasn't
true. She would not believe it.

She washed her face, and changed her clothes agarmg as if in a
dream. The sultry heat was making her head acldeslamknew she
hadn't had enough sleep. That was why she hadHaadstrange
nightmare; that was all it was—she had fallen gslaed dreamt the
whole thing.

Warily she crept back up to the saloon. She coe&t Bosh whistling
in the galley, and old Joshua was on the aft-dedy{ing one of the
underseat lockers. But there was no sign of Seanditih't appear
until it was time to dive, and his manner was bugsgnd impersonal.
She matched her manner to his, trying to preteat ribthing had
happened. But she couldn't meet hi§ eyes.

They both wore helmets to dive; after days of ¢leanquil waters it
was unnerving to find visibility reduced to no mehan twenty feet,
and to have to concentrate on resisting the dralgeoturrent.



But even so, conditions were no worse than thogehsld often
experienced in the English Channel, and once stiggbaused to it
she found her confidence returned. They were surgethe site,
taking measurements with a marked wire line, arel rstted the
results on a special pad attached to her weigltt- be

Sometimes they were visible to each other onlyhayiights on their
helmets, and it was difficult to keep the wire tagainst the
movement of the water, but they worked steadily sicceeded in
mapping the stern half of the site. Now that she leack among the
wreckage, Kate could visualise clearly again whattsad seen on the
first day before the fog came down to obscure titglla distance.

Back on theBarracuda,she began to draw a detailed diagram of tt
site on graph paper. Josh kept her well suppli¢d @an after can of
ice-cool sea-grape soda, and she was grateflidaait-conditioning
in the saloon. But her mind was fidgeting, anddogrcentration poor.

Try as she might to ignore it, she couldn't fongataat Sean had told
her. It was a nightmare—but she hadn't dreamétbitz could it have
happened? Not in cold blood, of that she was caednA fight,
perhaps, or a car crash? And in what way had Daea mvolved?
She couldn't bear to think about it. Resolutely shvaed her mind
back to her work.

The storm was getting closer, and the heat wasstlombearable.

For the umpteenth time she glanced at her watahast nearly half

past two. At the sound of Sean's approaching fepssshe bent her
head diligently over her graph paper.

'‘We can make one more dive,' he told her crisplgu’d better get
ready now. | want to be out of here in an hoursTéiour last chance
to finish whatever you want to do—once we get te$da, I'm not
coming back.'



Visibility down on the wreck-site was even worseesd than ten
feet—and the swell was becoming strong enough ta peoblem.
Nevertheless they were able to measure out thardohalf of the
wreck, and glancing at her watch Kate saw thahsldea few minutes
left before it was time to surface. The sea wasimgag rougher; bits
of coral debris were avalanching down from the,raefl one of them
bounced off her air-tanks with a loud clang. But slad to make the
most of this last opportunity.

Touching Sean's shoulder, she signalled to himghatintended to
go back inside the wreck, to look for more smakfacts to salvage.
He shook his head, but she insisted, swimming dimeugh one of
the gaps before he could stop her. She had breuggttbag with her,
and she worked quickly, filling it with any lump$aoral that looked
as if they could conceal something of interest.

Suddenly there was a loud roar, and the next ingt@ncavern was
collapsing around her. Instinctively she threw ep Imands to protect
her head, screaming silently in the watery darkassgood and coral
cascaded down. It seemed to last for hours.

At last the rumbling stopped, to be replaced bgame silence. Kate
twisted wildly in panic, but she was trapped by doet, and her
face-mask had filled with water, blinding her. Steached out
desperately for Sean, terror ripping at her hésatwas there at once,
taking both her wrists in a reassuring grip, anelfeft him urging her
to be calm.

She was breathing too hard and too jerkily, usimdner precious air
too quickly, but under his influence, conveyed dhipugh the touch
of his fingers, she steadied a little. Then he ndeaway, and she felt
the weight that was trapping her lift a little—lmatt enough for her to
wriggle free.



Panic rose inside her again—how much air did ske keft? If only
she could see! Calm—she must stay calm. Sean wealtlie her.
She made herself hear her grandfather's quiet \asdee taught her
how to clear her face-mask. Automatically she fold the
instructions, blowing out hard through her nosdigplace the water
with air again.

Now she could see what was trapping her foot. Asnudsplanks,

concreted together by the encrusting coral, hal@rfahcross her
ankle, and with a sick feeling she realised howleaer leg could

have been crushed. The water tended to anaestpeiisebut she
could wriggle her toes still, so she was fairlyestinat she wasn't
badly hurt.

But a glance at her air-gauge told her that sheohfda few minutes
supply left in her tanks—her panic had more thambtked her rate of
consumption. She touched Sean's arm and showetth@igauge. He
nodded, and turned quickly back to the task ofifigder, shoving
aside planks and throwing up a swirling fog of ssft.

She tried to be patient, but she could feel thg dfaesistance as her
air-tanks emptied, and in another moment she haijtal to Sean
that she needed to share his air. His supply wieelldinning low too,
from all the activity, though he had wasted non@anic. She tried
not to let herself think about what would happethdt precious air
ran out before he had freed her.

He gave her his mouthpiece, and she took two gosatlis, and then
closing her eyes tightly to shut out her fear gtéim go. She had to
force herself not to hold the air in her lungs—attdepth it could

cause hypoxia—and slowly she breathed out, blindigting that

Sean would bring back the air before she drowned.

She could hear him behind her, dragging asidedhereted planks.
He came back with the mouthpiece just as she wgiartiag to feel



dizzy, his arm comfortingly around her waist as Breathed his air.
She gazed up at him, wishing she could tell hinslad felt—but in
that wordless world she could only hope that helccaaad her
message in her eyes.

She gave him back the mouthpiece after her seceadb A sort of
quiet resignation had come to her. The seconds tekiag away,

the darkness was rolling in. Suddenly the presagenst her ankle
was gone, and with a convulsive jerk she twistee, fleaving her
flipper behind.

Her lungs were screaming for air, but Sean wasethaushing the
mouthpiece between her lips, and she took a desmgedous gulp.
They were out of the wreck, and rising slowly fréme bottom, and
she clung to him helplessly as he crushed her langdorced her to
breath out. She took a second breath, and thevokehe air-supply
back for himself.

But it didn't matter. She could see the pearlesgiemt of the surface,
only a few feet away, and then she was lookingitgpa cloud-strewn
sky that she had thought she would never see aGampletely
overcome, she began to cry.

Sean jettisoned both their weight-belts and ammk$aand made her
drop the net bag, to which she was still clingilgast convulsively.
Then he began to tow her towards the boat. Joshrdaided that
something was wrong, and had climbed down the laddehe
swim-platform to help Sean get her out of the wadad old Joshua
was leaning over the transom.

Somehow they manhandled her aboard, and laid ven dently on

the aft-deck. Her ankle was beginning to throb vp#in, and her
head felt light. Sean helped her take off her wetand then he knelt
beside her to examine her injury with gentle care.



'l think it's only bruised,' he said. 'I'll get adlor to have a look at it
when we get back to Nassau.' He stood up, and [stgpping off his
own wetsuit. '"You'd better lie down for a whileg'Wwent on. ‘Can you
stand?'

"I... I don't know." All she wanted was to feel larsns around her
again. Why think about tomorrow? Without Sean, sirght not have

lived to see tomorrow. She didn't care what hetted&he didn'tcare
about anything but the aching hunger inside hehdkelped her to
her feet she leaned against him, exaggerating leakmess as an
excuse.

He frowned anxiously. '‘Perhaps I'd better carry,ybe said. As he
scooped her up in his arms she let her head rastsidnis shoulder,
and her heart began to race. 'Weigh the anchordadwedus out of
here, Joshua,' he called as he manoeuvred hegthtioe saloon door
and down to her cabin.

As he set her on her feet she kept her arms atwsmack. 'I'd like to
have a shower,' she said softly. 'l don't likargtthe sea-water dry in
my hair." As he hesitated she added daringly, 'Yl help me? Just
in case | slip?'

She felt him tense, and peeped up cautiously tiriweg lashes. His
mouth had compressed into a hard line. Without e picked her
up again and carried her into the shower, and seh her feet,
holding her firmly away from him.

The warm water ran down over their bodies, and Ked&ched in
fascination as it trickled in tiny rivulets througfre rough smattering
of hair across his wide, bronzed chest. Almost necmusly she put
up her hand, and began to trace a path througbutti@g patterns.
She could feel his heart-beat, fast and strongdibrteer fingertips.



He caught her hand and snhatched it away, so $&d tlie other, and
he caught that too. 'Stop it, Kate,' he warnedhtarShe gazed up at
him, and a small smile of certainty curved her rhotte grasped her
shoulders, and shook her roughly. 'For Christ'e ssiop it.'

She wrapped her arms around his waist, and présseashole body
against his, burying her face against the hard wofallis chest, her
hungry mouth savouring the taste of his flesh. &haras no
mistaking the dangerous tension of male arousdlinm and she
marvelled that he could still control himself &t al

‘Kate!" His voice had thickened huskily. "You ddaibw what you're
doing. You must be in shock.'

She looked up at him, her dark eyes glittering., '@h I'm not,’ she
whispered hotly.

For one tense moment she thought he would brealk &om her.

But then with a sudden savage fierceness he pusdrdaack against
the tiled wall, one hand imprisoning her, as wigwaft movement he
peeled off her wet swimsuit and let it drop arouret feet. She
surrendered without restraint to his mastering ngfite as he
half-dragged her from the shower and threw her dawmss one of
the bunks, to take her with an urgent demand tloatidvbrook no

resistance.

The Barracudawas running before the storm, her powerful engin
throbbing as she surged through the water at Ipgleds her bows
plunging into the troughs between the waves.



CHAPTER TEN

As Sean's harsh breathing returned slowly to nohmeashifted his
weight from Kate, and lay beside her, looking domto her face, his
eyes defended against all her efforts to read whatin his mind. At
last he said gruffly, I'm not going to apologiséal was your own
fault.’

'l know,' she answered steadily. She must not cngtuntil he had
gone.

He sighed, and looked away from her, and then baatiactantly.
'‘Does your ankle still hurt?' he asked.

'Not much.’

He stood up. 'You'd better rest till we get backlassau,' he said. 'I'll
radio ahead for a doctor to come and have a log&at There was a
gentle note in his voice now, but his kindness wal/ another
barrier between them. He felt responsible for resralise he was the
skipper of the boat, and she was injured—not becheshad made
love to her.

He looked around for a towel, and helping her tagihe rubbed her
hair dry for her. ‘Do you have a nightgown or sdmreg to put on?' he
asked.

'‘Pyjamas,' she told him. ‘Under the pillow.'

He found them, and helped her into them, and thedtied her
comfortably into bed. 'Go to sleep,' he said spéityd then bent over
her swiftly to drop the lightest kiss on her foratie

She fought back the instinct to reach for his hdedy him to stay
with her. She had given herself willingly, and nshe had no right to



make demands on him. He went out, closing the eothr a firm
click, and the silent tears welled up slowly, comirom deep inside
her.

She had known that it would be like this, but timaide it no easier to
bear. She had tried to reach out across that yawaiasm he had set
between himself and the rest of humanity, but sttt been able to
touch him.

TheBarracudawas like a living thing, surging through the waits
engines pounding with a deep, driving rhythm like beat of a heart.
Taking her back to Nassau. And yet there was sanggtoothing in
the smooth, rapid motion, and as she lay back agtie pillow dark
waves of sleep rolled over her, drowning her.

She woke as the steady note of the engines chafidey. were
coming in to Nassau harbour. It was dark, and tiggyaroaring of the
wind told her that the hurricane had followed thikame. She lay
staring at the ceiling as the boat manoeuveredcherrdugh water,
reversing into her berth with a gentle thud, ane slound of the
engines died.

A few moments later there was a tap on the doa.sahup quickly,
calling, 'Come in,' in a voice that betrayed all bager anxiety.

But it was young Josh who peeped round the dosrdhark eyes
shaded with worry. '"You feelin' better now, Miz Kat he asked
sympathetically.

‘Yes, thank you, Josh,' she answered.

‘Mista Sean said | was to pack up your things @ar.yHe gonna carry
you up to the house.’



'‘But | can walk,' she protested quickly.

‘You'd better keep the weight off that ankle utiité doctor's seen it,'
came Sean's voice as he stepped into the cabin't 'Bather to get
dressed. I'll wrap you up in one of the quiltgsit't far.’

She didn't argue. As he folded her up in the bidf gund picked her
up in his arms she felt very small and vulneralleging for just one
word from him to let her know that he cared evéittla for her. But

none was forthcoming, and she felt like a thieabhg a secret
pleasure from these few precious moments he heldbse.

The Barracudawas pitching like a rodeo-rider on the angry wave
but Sean bore her safely up on to the quaysidé sisei weighed
nothing at all. The sky was filled with hurrying rédaclouds that
completely obscured the stars, and the streets alarest empty.
Here and there a shutter banged, a tin can rolledsheet of paper
sailed through the air. Odd snatches of music ovesation wafted
on the wind.

Josh hurried along beside them as Sean strodeoaptfre harbour
towards the Rum Runner, and opened” wrought-iroa gathe side
of the building that Kate had not noticed on hestfvisit. A flagged
path, between riotous beds of bright hibiscus téed wide flight of
stone steps and an elegantly porticoed front door.

Kate's eyes were already wide with surprise whermtor opened, as
if they were awaited, and Maxie welcomed them iatbeautiful
marble hallway. 'Heavens, you poor thing!" she d;rigzvarmly
sympathetic. 'It must have been awful, being trdppes that!" She
shuddered. 'I've made up the bed in the guest ld@ryou said,
Sean, and there's coffee on the stove. Are youriihghe added to
Kate.

‘A bit," admitted Kate. '‘But | don't want to putwto any trouble.’



'Oh, it ain't no trouble," Maxie promised with adej friendly smile.
‘There ain't many customers in tonight—the othars manage well
enough without me for a while.’

Kate managed a small smile. Maxie looked sensdtieher
gleaming blonde curls tumbled from a ribbon highooe side of her
head, and she wore a shimmering blue jump-suit watld have
been a disaster on a less perfect figure. 'Out pfleague,' Kate
thought ruefully. She had let herself forget abilaixie's existence
these past few days, and it was embarrassing ndac&her, after
what had happened only hours before. She seemeavoguessed
nothing—but maybe she was used to Sean being bfufiaiand had
learned to take no notice.

Sean carried her up the stairs, with Josh and Makewving. On the
top floor he turned into a large bedroom, charnyirddl-fashioned as
if it had been furnished in the 1930s and rarekydusince. Maxie
hurried forward and turned back the bed-clothed, &®an set Kate
down carefully on the cool white sheets.

‘Thank you,' she murmured, keeping her lashes kdverer eyes
that were filled with unshed tears.

At that moment the doorbell chimed. 'That's thetoigcsaid Maxie.
'He timed that well.' She hurried from the room.

Josh put Kate's bag down on the floor, and smitdaea shyly. 'I'd
best be getting back to help my pappy now, Miz Kdte said.
'‘Bye-bye. Take care. Hope | sees you again befandeaves.'

'Oh, yes, of course, Josh,' she said quickly, ktiue the awful
finality of his words. 'I'll come and say goodbye.'

He grinned, and then he too went out, leaving lwreawith S" in. It
was the first time they had been alone since thieeastating



moments in her cabin, and she watched him covaglyne moved
about the room, checking the shutters, turning bedside light for
her. He seemed to be feeling as uncomfortableeawah, but neither
of them spoke until the doctor came into the room.

Sean greeted him as an old friend. "'Tom. Thankfgowoming so
quickly.'

'‘My pleasure,' the doctor answered as the two nm@oks hands.
'‘How's the old man?"

‘Very well. The arthritis is troubling him a littlédut apart from that
he's his usual self.’

‘The old dog. He'll clock up his century yet. Ndven, young lady,’'
he added, turning to Kate. 'What have you beem®p t

'I'm fine, really,' she insisted, 'l've just gdieav bruises, that's all.’

She lifted her leg out from under the bedclothesrgeyly, because
it was rather painful. Her ankle was swollen and tedness was
turning a vivid purple- blue. The doctor examingdgently but
thoroughly, making her wince as he manipulateddhm.

'‘Well, it seems you were pretty lucky,' he remarkath masterly

understatement. 'You haven't broken anything, artbr't think

you've even sprained it. That bruising will go dawia day or two. In
the meantime, just keep it rested.' He sat onitteef the bed and
took her pulse, and shone a light into her eyes.BNmps on the
head?' he asked.

'‘No,' she told him. 'l ran a little short of aiytdt was no problem.’
She glanced swiftly up at Sean; his blue eyes westng on her in
concern, and her heart skipped so violently sheafrasd the doctor
might notice it. She looked away quickly.



'‘Well, just take it easy for a day or two, eh?' doetor advised her.
'You can't do much else with this storm brewing' ddded as a
sudden gust of wind rattled the shutters. 'It'lkbeping us all indoors
for the next twenty-four hours, | reckon.' He stagg and grinned at
Sean. 'She'll be all right,' he said cheerfullghibuldn't worry about
her. She's tougher than she looks.'

Sean nodded. 'Good. Have you time to stop for sooffee? Or
maybe something stronger?'

'l won't say no,' the doctor agreed. 'By the wayehyou seen this
new running back that's supposed to be signingherDolphins?
They say he's faster. . .

As the two men went from the room Sean glanced ba&ate, and

gave her a brief smile. Her spirits soared cradlyst for a fleeting

instant, she thought she'd seen . . . she colldrstre . . . just a hint
of some kind of special warmth. But even as sheetder eyes to
treasure the moment, Maxie came back into the raom,the tiny

bubble of happiness burst. 'I've brought you sowigee, and an

omelette,' she announced, setting down a tray®belside table. "I
hope you like it.'

Kate sat up again quickly. 'Oh, thank you. Thank yery much. It's
really very kind of you, letting me stay like this.

Maxie's warm smile flashed out. 'Oh, that's okagin't no trouble at
all. And anyway, it's Sean's house, not mine. y @aht the ground
floor.'

Kate stared at her in blank astonishment. 'Bubugt ...?"

‘That we lived together?' enquired Maxie with déatasg frankness.
'‘No such luck. We're just good friends, as the rgpygoes. We



practically grew up together. My mum used to bedrandfather's
cook.'

'Oh," murmured Kate in confusion. 'l. . . | just. .

'Oh, | ain't saying we're like brother and sistilaxie amended. 'In
fact, there was a time, before my second marriadgut | blew it, as
usual. I'm a walking disaster area when it comesda.'

Kate laughed. 'l find that hard to believe,' shd sacerely.

'It's true," Maxie affirmed. 'l seem to bring o trat in them. Oh, not
Sean—he's been a real good friend to me, pickedpeyery time |
got myself in a mess. When my third husband ditechedwell... |
didn't even have a roof over my head, and | wefi'tyou how | was
having to earn my living. When Sean found out alitplie came and
fetched me back here, and gave me a respectabl@ndihe’s putting
both my kids through school—and neither of thenhasecontrary to
what some of the gossips will tell you.'

'‘Anyway,' she added cheerfully, 'l expect you'redj and I'd better
get down to the bar, though | don't reckon we'Neh#oo many in
tonight. | hope you can sleep, with this storm bhayv But at least if
we get some rain it'll cool the air down a bis #06 stuffy | can hardly
breathe. Good night. See you in the morning."'

'‘Good night,' Kate managed to say as Maxie went @dasing the
door firmly behind her. She lay back against théows, staring
blankly at the ceiling. Maxie's words were swirlimgher brain; the
picture they had painted, of a gentle, generous, maiched the
iImage that she had sometimes glimpsed so eludredind the stony
mask he chose to wear.

But now the voyage was over, and she didn't evenvkhhe would
come back to say goodbye.



Though she wasn't really hungry, she made heraelfhe omelette
that Maxie had brought her, and drink the coffe®l then she slid
down under the covers, suddenly realising that slas still
dreadfully tired, although she had already slepts&veral hours as
the Barracudahad sailed home.

The wind wailed mournfully around the house, amarfroelow she
could hear faint snatches of music drifting up frim@ Rum Runner's
bar—haunting melodies of love that tugged at hartheShe fell

asleep as the first drenching shower of rain frow approaching
hurricane pattered against the closed shutters.

She was deep in watery darkness, and somethinghaldeg her
down. She twisted violently, trying to break fr&ean! Sean! Help
me, please!

'It's all right, little Kate. I'm here.' She wastlgered up gently in his
arms, and he stroked her hair comfortingly. It yuess$ a bad dream,’
he murmured soothingly. "You're safe now. No neecty.'

But she was sobbing painfully, clinging to him ishe would never
let go, burrowing into the folds of his blue cot@ssing-gown until
his skin was warm against her cheek. The male maskiof his body
filled her senses, and slowly her panic subsidedtlzer feelings rose
inside her.

Dimly she became aware of the storm raging outditiere was no
more music from the bar. She touched the collarSefn's

dressing-gown, realising that he must have bebrdnvhen her cries
had disturbed him. Resolutely she tried to focus tménd, and

untangled herself from his arms.

'‘What time is it?' she managed to ask.

'About four o'clock.’



'Oh." She kept her eyes lowered, shy. 'I'm somdh't mean to wake
you.'

'l wasn't asleep.’

Something in the tone of his voice made her looktgphis eyes, and
what she saw there told her that it wasn't thenstbiat had kept him
awake. She hesitated, unsure—there were so masyianueestill to

be answered. But questions could wait until tomerréate had
given her one last chance to reach him and* sha'tgang to throw
it away. Heat shimmered between them, and slowdy thnelted

together, their lips meeting in a kiss that stirted smouldering
embers of their earlier encounter.

Kate curled her fingers into the crisp hair at tfag@e of his neck,
reaching up to him yearningly, holding nothing baskhe plundered
deeply into the sweetest corners of her mouthiftéellner across his
lap, his hands caressing her body through the dwmtéon of her
pyjamas. And then she felt him brush the fabrid@sfelt his long,
clever fingers curve possessively over her nakeddtr Her tender
nipple ripened in response, and the pleasure wakinedigh her in a
warm flood.

Without a word he picked her up, and carried heosscthe corridor
to his own room. The bed was big and comfortali wsarm from
his body, and she drew him to her as he laid hemddéie was all
tenderness, as if to make up for the harsh wayduetfeated her
before, and their bodies communicated as perfeaslythey did
beneath the water.

He stripped her slowly, savouring every inch of Wwarm flesh as he
uncovered it, and she pulled off his dressing-gathrilling to the
latent strength of the hard muscles across his,btnaking her
fingertips down the cleft of his spine, challengthg exciting danger
of a barely restrained male response. If she hadtbis one night,



she wanted it to be a night that would sear hedrfonever. And she
would make sure that Sean remembered it too, remesdther amid
all the other one-night stands.

Their bodies entwined, exchanging pleasure forquiesg the touch of
flesh against naked flesh inflaming them both. $&asuous tongue
swept languorously over the sensitive membraneseof mouth,
plumbing the sweetest depths. Her fevered bloodseoithrough her
veins, swirling her into a world of carnal pleastae beyond her
wildest imaginings.

Their mouths broke apart as they dragged air e tungs in harsh,
ragged gasps. His kisses dusted scorching heathmrefiuttering
eyelids, the delicate shell of her ear, and dower dkie vulnerable
curve of her throat. His hands caressed her rigfgng breasts, and
she moaned softly as with exquisite skill he teaBedender buds of
her nipples until they hardened in response. His And tongue
joined in the game, nibbling and suckling and mgkier cry out with
the intensity of the pleasure.

And then he moved on, over her smooth, downy stanfaer slender
thighs, and she quivered beneath his touch, imyv#wvery intimacy,
responding wantonly as he led her to unbelievabights of ecstasy.
His eyes and hands and melting kisses savourey pagrof her, and
in return she explored his strong masculine badgjrig the ways to
arouse that fierce animal hunger in him.

Their hearts raced in a thundering duet, and Kate mardly aware
that she was crying as he took her, knowing oné/ gheer joy of
being one with him, of soaring free and wild like thurricane winds
through a sky of dark, swirling clouds — to crasid dall at last,
spent and exhausted, still tangled in each otheams.

Afterwards he cradled her gently against his sherylgnd murmured
softly, 'Go to sleep, little Kate.'



Those were the only words that had been spoker siatad carried
her into his room. Her heart ached to tell him gt loved him—but
so many unanswered questions still lay between.them

This moment was so precious, so perfect, that simet evant to spoil
it. So she feigned sleep, letting her breathingpbexrdeep and even,
her body heavy. She knew that he was still awakisi@e the storm
was raging at the height of its fury, the wind @énwain lashing over
the rooftops, and slowly a pale glimmer of dawrmptrato the room.

Carefully Sean laid her down on the pillow, and exgilently away
from her. She watched him secretly from beneathldsres as he
walked over to the window, and stood gazing ouvben the slats of
the shutters at the grey, stormy sky. He stoockthara long, long
time. Her eyes grew heavy, and closed.

She opened them as she heard the sound of theldsorg, and sat
up quickly, her voice strangled in her throat. l4é lyone—without a
word. His clothes, which had been thrown over archeere gone
too. She turned her face into the hollow of théopilwhere his head
had lain, too broken even to cry.

She woke again as the door opened. It was fuliglatyland the storm
was a little quieter. She started up, hope sungiidjy inside her. But
it was Maxie, a warm smile curving her generous tm@s she came
into the room carrying a breakfast tray. Tearsgtkate's eyes, and
she blushed in embarrassment that Maxie should Herdthus in
Sean's bed.

Maxie put the tray down on the bedside table, amathed on the
edge of the bed. 'He's gone,' she said. It wasatansént, not a
guestion. Kate nodded dumbly. 'Don't feel too bladua it,’ Maxie
said gently. 'He's always like that.'



Kate took a deep, steadying breath. 'Will he coawk®' she asked.
Maxie shook her head. 'Not until you've gone.'
'‘Why?' asked Kate bleakly.

Maxie shrugged her slim shoulders. 'He just doéikr'to let anyone
get too close,' she explained.

Kate reached out an urgent hand, and gripped Mawgst. 'Maxie,'
she whispered tensely, 'he told me something awfikold me that
. .. that he'd killed someone.' Maxie stared dotwhea blankly. 'It
isn't true?'

Maxie shook her head. 'lt wasn't Sean,' she $twda's ... itwas.. ..

Her voice faltered, and her face went white. Stealtto pull away,
but Kate held her in a frozen grip. 'Tell me," sfeemanded in a
strained voice.

Tears rose to Maxie's eyes, and she sank down thre tedge of the
bed again. 'Didn't you know?' Kate shook her héadidn't realise
who you were,' Maxie went on. 'It was so long agaelve years. I'd
all but forgotteh it. But the night before you sdi] Sean told me.'

'‘What happened, Maxie?' pleaded Kate desolately.

Maxie sighed, 'l suppose | have to tell you,' steceded. 'l wish it
didn't have to be me." She paused, staring dowreafeet. Kate
waited.

'Like | said, it was twelve years ago,' Maxie beg&ean and Dave
had met at college—some sort of exchange scheney bhbcame

real good friends. They used to spend nearly all time on Sean's
boat, the oldBarracuda.There were girls and parties all the time, ar



they were always going off shark- hunting or divifgg sunken
treasure.

‘Then Sean happened to tell Dave about that oidepghip, and after
that nothing could stop Dave going to find it. eyt went off one

weekend, and when Dave got back he was so excitel@ rang all

the papers, and the radio stations, and told thenwds going to
mount an expedition.

'‘Sean wasn't so keen—he said the wreck was tooedaungy But
Dave wouldn't listen to him. He roped in some fdgmwho used to go
diving with them sometimes, and badgered Sean hatégreed to
take them out again. Anyway, the second day they weere, there
was a terrible accident. It was Sean's turn toolpestde crew, and
Dave had gone down with the other three...’

Kate's eyes widened as the story began to weaatteaipthat echoed
a memory in her brain. 'They ran out of air!" skheéip.

'Yes.' Maxie looked at her searchingly. 'So youldidw.'

Kate shook her head. 'Not that it was Sean. No eohe tried to
avoid me when | first arrived, and didn't wanta&g me out to find
the Belle Etoile.'

Maxie nodded. 'It brought it all back to him, timguest and the trial.
The way all those people he'd thought were hisdisdoegan to doubt
him, began to make excuses for staying away. Hex@mreally
trusted anyone since then, except the few of usstdad by him. I'm
sorry, Kate,' she added gravely, 'l know Dave wag yusband, and
that | shouldn't speak ill of the dead, but I'veereforgiven him for
what he did to Sean. | couldn't believe it wheaw $iim standing up
there in the witness box and swearing on oathitlnad been Sean's
fault.’



'‘But ... it was the air-tanks. They weren't fill@@perly. If Sean was
top-side crew, it was his responsibility, espegialith inexperienced
divers who might forget to check for themselvesvdis negligence,
criminal negligence ...’

Maxie looked at her in surprise. 'Surely you dbelieve that?' she
demanded sharply.

'l ... but.... then what did happen?' Kate asked,sure if she
wanted to hear the answer.

'‘Sean said Dave kept them down too long. He sawmk Dargot to

make allowances for their inexperience, and they'thused up their
air more quickly than he did. He said they probatyicked when
their air ran out, and did something wrong, and'shashy they

drowned.'

‘But one of them survived,' Kate argued urgentiyhat did he say
happened?’

Maxie's eyes darkened. 'Look, so far as Larry veaserned, Dave
had saved his life. Whatever Dave said, Larry atjeeiéh it.'

Kate lay back against the pillows, her mind in $ho&o what
happened at the trial?' she asked. 'Did Sean goson?’

'‘No," said Maxie. 'The judge said it was one mavisd against
another's, and ruled it was insufficient evidence.'

Kate let go her breath in a long sigh. 'But youdsd it was Dave's
fault, don't you?' she asked.

'Yes, | do.' There was utter conviction in Maxsce.



Kate closed her eyes as the tears welled up.sNe protested. 'Dave
wouldn't lie like that.'

‘Do you think Sean would?' challenged Maxie angrily
'1 don't know. | don't really know him at all.’

'‘Don't you?' insisted Maxie 'You've been sailinghwhim for three
weeks, diving with him, sleeping with him. I'd hatr®ught you'd
know him pretty well by now.’

Kate opened her eyes and stared at her. 'Where, islaxie?' she
demanded urgently.

Maxie evaded her gaze. 'l don't know,' she demurred

'He's down at th&arracuda,isn't he?' Kate persisted, reaching fc
her pyjamas. 'I'm going to find him, and ask hinsel{: | don't care if
he doesn't want to see me. I've got to know thé.tru

Maxie sighed. 'Okay, yes. He's down atBagracudg' she admitted.
'‘Only don't tell him | told you where to find hirdow's your ankle?'
she added sympathetically as Kate set her fooegygn the floor.

'It'll get me as far as the harbour,’ vowed Katenlyr.

Maxie gave her a wry grin. "You know, | really ouigih be scratching
your eyes out,' she mused. 'But | think I'll wishuytuck instead.’

As Kate emerged from the shelter of the buildirgs wind hit her
full force, almost bowling her over. She struggiohg the quayside,
limping painfully, drenched to the skin. The stotmssed boats
battered against each other on an angry grey seae $iad been



badly damaged, but th@arracudawas well built and expertly tied
up.

The deck was pitching violently, and Kate regretted brief glance

down into the boiling water beneath the stern. igla deep breath,
she paced the steep rise and fall of the boat,thed jumped,

grabbing the rail as she landed. She let go hetlorie a sigh of

relief, but the battle was only half won. She ded)gerself round the
aft-deck until she reached the main door, and dyujmlessed out the
combination of the lock.

The force of the wind made it difficult to slidestdoor open, and she
half-fell down the steps, and turned to wrestledber shut. As the
deafening howl of the wind was muffled by the ahgsbf the door
she heard a noise behind her, and turned. Seastaading in the
doorway to the for'ard cabins. He hadn't shaved, laa jaw was
rough with stubble. In his fist he was clutchingadf-empty bottle of
whisky, and his blue eyes glittered with cold Hagti

'‘What the hell are you doing here?' he growled.

'l wanted to see you,' said Kate, breathless frenfight against the
wind.

‘Well, | don't want to see you. The one-night staieder. Thank you
for being a real good lay. Now get out of here.'

‘You're drunk,' she accused, stung by his cruetisiadhough she had
expected no better.

He gave a hollow laugh. 'Not nearly as drunk asgiéimg to be,' he
vowed grimly. He turned his back on her, and vasilsdown the
steps to his cabin.

‘Sean, | just want to talk to you,' she pleadeltipiong him.



He turned and confronted her again, his hard moutked into an
ugly sneer. 'What do you want, Mrs Taylor?' he dedhead bitterly.
‘Do you want me to tell you that you were differéram all the
others? That | was in love with you? Well, do you?"

She stared up at him bleakly, tears stinging hes efean, please...'

'‘Because it's true,' he grated. 'Go on, laughal{ske—a big, sick
joke.' He turned away from her again, and threwskiifrdown on the
big oval bed, taking a deep swig from the whiskitlbo

She moved uncertainly towards him.

'l knew | was in trouble from the first moment ixsgou,' he went on
bitterly. 'That first night in the Runner—rememitleat? You walked
down those steps, and you looked like a pearl —autdfal pearl
among all that dross. | wanted you right then, ebenigh | guessed
at once who you were.'

Cautiously Kate sat down on the edge of the buek,dyes never
leaving his.

‘You've been driving me crazy ever since.' He aasgusted glance
at the whisky bottle. 'Look at me, trying to drowry sorrows in
drink." He put the bottle down on the floor, arftelil his hands to grip
her shoulders. 'l should never have let you talknteetaking you out
to look for that damn wreck. | should have stuckhwmy first
Instinct, and stayed well away from you.

'‘But | couldn't. You got under my skin until | coalt leave you
alone. Last weekend—I decided to get away fromfgoa few days,
to try to recover my sanity. Then first | let myfsstay and have
dinner with you, then | spent the whole time thimkabout you, until
| had to come back and fetch you.



‘Then, on the beach, just for a moment, it seemmddaugh it was all
going to come right after all. But it was too muorhope for, wasn't
it, little Kate?' Absently he twirled a finger radione curl of her hair.
‘The past was too strong for us.'

The sorrow in his voice twisted her heart. 'Why lgoit you tell me
what happened between you and Dave?' she whispegedtly.

He closed his eyes. 'Why did you have to come lwpkor me?' he
groaned. 'Why couldn't you have gone back to Emgland left me
with the memory of last night?'

She gripped the front of his shirt in tight littists. 'I'm not going
anywhere until you tell me the truth,’ she insidtectely.

He opened his eyes again, and gazed up into heérsrgiig to see
right into her soul. 'The truth?' he repeated rtaloity.

'Please, Sean,' she begged. 'Otherwise I'll nevsuie.’
‘You're not sure now?"

She shook her head. 'Not any more. | only knew Baxersion—he
didn't even tell me himself, | heard it from somea@itse. | had no idea
it was you, until Maxie told me.’

He was watching her warily. 'So now you know bo#rswons,' he
said, his voice so guarded that there was no esipresn it at all.
'‘Which one are you going to believe?'

'Is yours the truth?' she asked tensely.

'Yes.'



She took a long, steadying breath. Suddenly eviexytvas falling
into place. She nodded slowly. 'Then | believe Y8he stood up, and
moved across to look out of the port-hole. Theibane was passing
now. Soon everybody would begin picking up the @sedhe sun
would come out, and life in the islands would retto its usual
tranquillity.

'It would have been so like Dave to forget the tirslee mused sadly.
'He used to get soinvolved... | don't think hereneant to lie. He
just wouldn't have been able to face up to whatl higne. He

probably completely convinced himself that it wasiyfault.'

‘You're still in love with him," said Sean, his geirough with pain.

'Yes. | think | always will be, in one little comef my heart.' She
turned back to face Sean. 'But | think | know hiattér now—and
myself." She smiled wryly. "You were right, you knd did have a
sort of adolescent crush on him. | was a little ethian an adolescent
when | met him—I'd been a bit sheltered by my p&reinsuppose.
He seemed like, oh, some hero out of a romanti@lndwaybe it
could have grown into something more adult—I'll @eknow.'

'‘What will you do now?' he asked gently. A softdiiuose to her

cheeks, and her silken lashes swept down. 'Dofvagk to England,’

he urged. 'Stay here with me. | can offer you esgl&inshine, and the
most beautiful coral reefs in the world. And | loyeu,' he added, a
trace of uncertainty in his voice, as if he wagtkelunsure that that

would count.

A tiny glow of happiness was growing in Kate's lhe&dn one
condition,' she teased. He lifted an enquiring ey@b That we don't
have to live over the shop.'

His rich laughter filled the room. 'You mean thenRar? No, we
don't have to live there if we don't want to. Magaild do with more



space anyway when her kids are home from school.civelive
where you like.'

She smiled happily. 'Then it's a deal,' she agreed.

He held out his hand, and she took it, and letdmaw her over to sit
beside him. 'Just tell me one thing, little Kate,'asked gruffly. 'Am |
still second best?

She shook her head, smiling down into his eyes. $ie@ whispered,
reaching out one trembling hand to stroke his rocigéek. 'l love
you, Sean.'

He wrapped his arms around her, and bundled hendowto the
bunk beside him. The whisky fumes on his breathoatrmade her
faint. 'Phew! Youaredrunk!" she protested.

'l know,' he mumbled, drawing back. 'I'm sorry. Ar@u going to
make me sober up before | can ask you to marry me?’

Kate reached up and drew him down to her againwkigpthat she
had a better way than mere words to give him hswan



