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"l warned you from the start,"

Burt Sharaton said. "You had no right to come betwilancy and
me."

But putting an end to her sister Nancy's affairhwitim was a
responsibility Charlotte had just had to take dne'& told him her
sister refused to cruise with him on his yacht,Wiste Cockatoo.

Unfortunately, her plan hadn't worked and Charlotées caught in a
trap of her own making. For Burt was determined thiae couldn't
have Nancy, he would take Charlotte instead!



CHAPTER ONE

JADE green sea edged by snow-white surf, coral creand s:
shadowed by feathery casuarinas and stiff-leavéagpaslid away
beneath the sun-dazzled wings of the jet-linet amde its approach
to a runway. A lake, deeply blue gleaming jewegld&mnong a setting
of dusty sage scrub tilted skywards. The planeteiglitself. Wheels
hit tarmac and in a few minutes the terminal buaddiat Nassau
airport came into view.

Her dark brown eyes sparkling with excitement anddghumour,
her short almost black curls bobbing springily &e svalked and
talked with the middle-aged couple who had beercbempanions on
the flight, Charlotte Mason made her way with a dned or so
people, most of them tourists, some of them busmes who had
come to spend a week or a few days on an islatiekisun during the
month of February.

In spite of the numbers of people arriving it didake long to clear
Immigration, collect luggage and clear Customsshs walked into
the entrance hall of the building Charlotte lookeodund expectantly.

Bahamian porters trundling luggage, their whitethteiashing in
their dark faces, shouted to each other and toepgsss in lilting
tuneful voices. Tourist officials smartly dresseadorightly coloured
clothes, like birds of paradise, in yellow, sugerkpand even purple,
collected together the tourists they had come teti@ed herded them
towards the exits where taxis were waiting to whiském off to the
huge many- roomed hotels where they would stay.

'Is your sister here?' asked Mrs Dodd, the womath wihom
Charlotte had travelled on the plane.

'‘Not yet, but | expect she will be soon,' replidta@otte.



"We're off to the hotel now, on Paradise Islaraigd $r Dodd, wiping
his sweating face with a large white handkerchighew! | don't
know about you, but I'm feeling the heat alreachn'©wait to change
into shorts and sandals.’

‘And | can hardly wait to get into a swimming poshid Mrs Dodd
with a chuckle. Being short she had to stand orntd®s to reach up
and kiss Charlotte's cheek. 'We did enjoy your camyon the plane,
love," she added, her eyes twinkling with affecti@on't forget now,
when you're back in England look us up in Oxforh Jave you our
address, didn't he?'

‘Yes, thank you. | hope you have a super holidag.he

"You too, dear, and | hope you find everythingligight with your
dad and your sister."'

‘Come on, Marge,' urged Mr Dodd. 'They're wantisgaiget on the
minibus. We might see you in Nassau,” he addeddingdat
Charlotte. 'Cheerio, for now.'--"

Her bulging shabby suitcase at her feet, Chanedttehed the couple
go through swinging glass doors. Now that she veak bvith both
feet firmly on the ground the excited anticipatwhich had kept her
going on the flight across the Atlantic was quicklaporating and
she was beginning to feel limp with tiredness. Degge woollen
trouser suit she was wearing had seemed perfegthbée to wear for
travelling on a plane, but it felt thick and hearyd she wished she
was dressed in a sun-dress like the one the itallvebman who was
coming through one of the swing doors was wearing.

The dress was made from thin lavender-coloure@eathd the hem
of its calf-length skirt was edged by a deep &t its low-cut bodice
was held in place by narrow straps which curvedr dke smooth
suntanned shoulders of the woman.



Charlotte blinked and looked again at the gracefulrving neck and
shining auburn hair of the woman who was just ramgpgun-glasses
from her eyes.

‘Nancy!" Charlotte called, and waved an arm vigslpuHey Nan,
I'm over here!'

Since Nancy didn't seem to notice her Charlott&gucup her case,
struggled with it through a queue of tourists, wiere waiting to be
conveyed to their hotels, and staggered towardsikr.

‘Nan!'
‘Charlie, at last! How are you?'

Nancy presented a thin sun-tanned cheek to Chaldahthusiastic
kiss of greeting and stepped back to eye her aliic

'‘Charlie, that suit—it's awful, so unfeminine,' shenarked in sisterly
disapproval. '‘And your hair—whatever has happeogetr hair?'

'I've had it cut." Charlotte grinned a wide gamimgvhich showed
her perfect teeth and lit up the dark depths oflyes. She shook her
head so that the curls bounced. 'Wash and wealt,it.dNo trouble to
keep it like this," she added, looking beyond Nateythe man
standing behind her.

He was tall, about six foot one, she guessed, etk straight hair
was golden, bleached here and there to the cofatraw. His skin

where it showed on brawny forearms and legs asaledeby the

short-sleeved blue shirt and brief white shortsMas wearing, had
been tanned to an even bronze colour. About thiwty-he looked in

perfect physical condition, but his handsome faas marred by an
expression of boredom as he looked about him.



'‘Who is the white god standing behind you?' Chelathispered to
Nancy.

‘White god?' exclaimed Nancy, her beautiful amlyeisevidening in
puzzlement. 'What are you talking about?"

‘That's how he must look to the dark people in i$lend, aloof and
lord of all he surveys yet wishing he wasn't heghtrnow, bored out
of his mind with the doings of mere ordinary masthike us.’

Nancy turned quickly, almost guiltily, to glancetla¢ man. Then she
went up to him and to Charlotte's surprise smiletim and slid a
hand in the crook of his right arm, the dark redhefr painted
fingernails glowing like rubies against the goldgreen of his skin.

‘Burt, I'd like you to meet my not so little sist€@harlotte,’ she said.
‘We've always called her Charlie because she's sutbtmboy.
Charlie, this is Burton Sharaton. He drove me bermeet you.'

Jade green, the same colour as the shallow sdsadgeen swirling
about the shores of the island, was the colouroéyes. They were
large and heavy-lidded, set between thick fringégad-tipped
lashes and under slanting fair eyebrows. Charlaffeered him her
right hand and his big one closed round it firmigainst her palm his
felt rough.

'Hi, Charlie,’ he drawled, and his smile was a fbceol flash of

white—too cool for Charlotte, who felt dismisseddameneath his
notice. With her chin at a different angle she kdkight into the

sea-green eyes, feeling irritated because shechiadk up because
he was so much taller than she was.

'You've been sailing,’ she said. 'Recently too.’

Surprise glinted in his eyes and his eyebrowsdiftightly.



‘How do you know?' he demanded.
‘Your hand is calloused from pulling on ropes.’

'You're very observant,’ he replied, releasing hand with a
suddenness which betrayed his dislike of her remark

‘Yes, | am—very. It's necessary for me to be in wirk,' she
retorted, her glance going deliberately to heresstfingers which
were resting so possessively within the crook sfamm.

'What sort of work?' he asked, sharply, and shkddaip again. A
shiver of alarm tingled down her spine becauseeless were no
longer the warm green of jade but the cold greemcefand his
eyebrows had a wicked frowning slant to them.

'I'm a newspaper reporter,' she said.

'‘Ha!" His short laugh brought the blood stormingntp her cheeks. 'l
thought you had a nosy look about you,' he jeered.

For a strangely dangerous moment their glances held furious
and defiant, his scathing and derisive, then heetlito look down at
Nancy. With a slow deliberate gesture he covereditigers resting
on his arm with his own and squeezed them genthyirsiimately.

'You should have warned me, sweetheart, that yaiersis a
newshound,' he drawled. 'l can see you and | \aMehto be careful
how we behave while she's here.’

Sweetheart.The casual endearment applied to her sister by t
handsome arrogant stranger made Charlotte's bloihdAnd what
was worse than the way he was looking down at Narag/the way
Nancy was looking at him as if he were indeed sgogtwhom she
adored.



'‘Can we go now?' she said abruptly. Somehow shechsitp them
from making love to each other with looks and haots in such a
public place.

Nancy turned her head and came back to reality.

'Is that all your luggage?' she asked, pointinthéofilled-to-bursting
case.

Charlotte nodded. Burt Sharaton moved away, shapperd
authoritative finger and thumb and a Bahamian poxearing a
brightly patterned shirt and a jaunty wide-brimmsttaw hat,
appeared, to heave the heavy case on to his tweladh&uck.

Outside the building the sun was very hot and bragid the air was
warm and moist. Charlotte poked about in her lasgtehel bag,
found her sunglasses and slid them on. She folldMaatty, whose
arm was still linked with Burt Sharaton's, acrasa tcar park and by
the time she reached the elegant tomato red araincte/o-door

American convertible she was 0ozing sweat and legah lforced to
remove her suit jacket.

Her case was stowed in the capacious boot of theawcd Burt
Sharaton tipped the porter lavishly, judging by than's delighted
grin.

'Like to get in?' he asked Charlotte when he hdddked the car
door. He had let down the folding roof of the cad avas holding part
of the long front seat forward. He gestured towdingsback seat.

'‘Can't | sit in the front?' Charlotte asked. Th&es room for three on
the long seat and if she could sit there it wolddabway of keeping
him and Nancy apart. Again she met the spine-ofil§lance of his
green eyes. 'l haven't been here before and éddikee everything as
we go along,' she added.



'You'll see plenty from the back seat since thef isodown,' he
replied in cool clipped tones. 'Get in.’

She didn't like the way he spoke to her as if skesva child or a
servant he could order about and she turned teister.

‘Will you sit in the back with me, Nan?' she said.

‘No, I'll sit with Burt. Go on, Charlie, get in. We hung about here
long enough. Your plane was late landing and Buod lahave been
waiting nearly three- quarters of an hour for you.'

'I'm sorry," replied Charlotte, a little huffilyYou shouldn't have
bothered to come,' she went on, looking directBat. 'l could have
got a taxi.'

'‘Oh, get in, love, do," Nancy urged with a touchropatience. She
gave Charlotte a push. 'l told you I'd meet you kinalve.'

Reluctantly Charlotte gave in and settled herseltre wide cream
seat. The other two took their places in the froihie car started up
and swept smoothly out of the car park on to aovaroadway edged
by dusty- looking palms and sage scrub. Warm ahed past her
face and ruffled her dark curls.

Staring at the square set of Burt Sharaton's bsbadlders against
the back of the front seat, she wondered whatstateut him which
had rubbed her the wrong way. He looked and moseflree owned
the earth. Perhaps he did, she thought with a vy, glancing
around the sumptuous interior of the car. Perhapsdas one of those
American millionaires she had read about.

And he was behaving as if he owned Nancy too, limrghts rushed
on as she saw him raise a bronze arm furred wittiegeglinting
hairs and slide it behind Nancy's shoulders to dramsister close to
him.



All her own training in how to drive a car dictaté¢dat it was

dangerous for him to drive with only one hand amdteering wheel,
and she was just about to lean forward and tell $amwhen she
realised with something of a shock that althoughdar had a left-
hand drive he was driving on the left-hand sidehef road, which
seemed to her to be even more dangerous. Sevesglassed going
the other way and in all of them the driver wasrgjton the left side
of the car. It was very puzzling and disturbing siiitbogical. She felt

that one of them might have an accident at any tainu

'‘Why does everyone drive on the left-hand sidehef toad?' she
asked.

'‘Because the Bahamas were once a British colonyret@ the law,’
replied Nancy.

'‘But they aren't a colony now. They're independsaid Charlotte. 'If
they have to keep to the left why don't they impocars with
right-hand drives?'

‘Some of them do, but most of the cars imported hez made for the
North American market and in both the States andaGa traffic
travels on the right- hand side of the road,’ egpBurt curdy, and his
tone of voice indicated he was very bored by thgesit. "You'll get
used to it after you've been here for a while. Relad sit back,
there's no danger.'

In other words, shut up, thought Charlotte, makandace at his
unsuspecting back, and instead of sitting backlsaeed forward,
placing her arms along the back of the front seathat she could
speak to Nancy.

'Luke has a new car,’ she said, determined to daivevedge
psychologically speaking anyway between Burt and digter by
mentioning Nancy's husband. 'It's a Rover, darkmymith pale green



interior. He's just been promoted to project manafp the
construction of a new power station his comparbuigding.'

Nancy made no comment, nor did she turn her haatkdd, much to
Charlotte's amazement, she nestled her head a@airts shoulder
and placed one of her hands on his bare right thigh

The narrow road joined another wider road which nebbeside a
long stretch of cream-coloured sand shaded by soees which
looked very much like pines. Beyond the sand theemaas clear
green, shading as it became deeper to sun-dapmigdotse, and
about a mile out from the shore surf tumbled incadss of white
foam over a coral reef.

'It's hard to believe it was snowing when | lefgtamd this morning,’
Charlotte went on. 'We've had an awful winter, Nty cold and
heaps of snow. Luke was telling me there were bead,drifts in the
cul-de- sac where your house is and twice he'sdady out before
he could go to work.'

'Itisn't my house, it's his,' said Nancy coldlyrgy at last into a reply.

'‘Well, it's the house where you live with him wher're in England,’
countered Charlotte serenely. 'That's why | cajbitrs.'

This time Nancy didn't retort, but her shouldeiffested. The car
slowed down to take a sharp bend as the road cawegl from the
beach. Instead of trees and sand a high limestafiedged the right
hand side of the road. The purple bells of bough@#as and the
trumpet-like flowers of scarlet hibiscus flauntdtemselves in a
splash of vivid colour against the stark wall. Tigh gateways
Charlotte caught glimpses of pastel-shaded walls
expensive-looking villas and well-tended gardensrghwhirling
sprinklers kept lawns green. Red pantile roofs gldvierily in the



sunlight against a blue sky which was faintly steshwith feathery
white clouds.

‘This is Long Cay,' Nancy announced, and Burt Sbaraithdrew

his arm from behind her shoulders. He swung thacaoss the road
and between two gateposts. It swooped round thel hena

well-made private road and came to a stop besitleosstoreyed

cottage with lime green walls and white shutters.

'‘Will you come in for a drink, Burt?' Nancy askett's almost
sundowner time.'

‘Not this evening,' he said as he turned off trggrenand opened the
door. 'You'll be wanting to hear all the family ggsCharlie has to
tell you.' He spoke ironically as if he found tdea of having to listen
to Charlotte relate family news extremely tediond atepping out of
the car moved away to open the boot. Over her deotNancy gave
Charlotte a dark malicious glare.

'‘Why did you have to go on about Luke in front afr®' she asked.

'l thought you'd want to know about him. After glhu are married to
him." Charlotte's eyes widened to gold glinting viamopools of
Innocence.

'‘Oh, don't give me that look!" flared Nancy, hernoamber eyes
flashing angrily. "You did it deliberately.' Heidlflips thinned and she
spoke between her teeth. "You might as well knofereeyou drop
any more bricks—my marriage ended when | left Emgjland came
out here to live with Dad.'

'Does Luke know that?"'

'If he hasn't taken the hint yet he soon will," blasnapped, and
wrenching open the car door she got out and wespéak to Burt.



By the time Charlotte had struggled out of the bseéat of the car.
Nancy had gone into the house and Burt Sharaton pasng
Charlotte's case down by the trellis porch overhuwgh
bougainvillea which shaded the front door. As hreed to go back to
the car he almost walked into her and for a moroetwo they faced
each other in challenging silence.

‘Thank you for bringing Nancy to meet me and favidg us back
here from the airport,’ she said at last, stiff gndkly with pride
because she didn't like being beholden to somdondidn't like.

'‘But you wished | hadn't bothered. Right?' he tethrhis eyes as
hard as green ice and his well-shaped mouth cudmgeasantly.
‘You let it show too much, baby,' he drawled pratoely.

'‘Let what show?' she asked.
‘Your disapproval of me.’

'l can't help that. | suppose you consider yourselbe above the
usual rules of morality which govern the behaviotimost people,’
she countered daringly.

'‘What the hell are you getting at?' His eyebrowsatsld fiercely.
‘Nancy happens to be married.’

'S0?' He shrugged with an indifference which maeleitch to slap
him.

'So why don't you leave her alone?'

His eyes narrowed and he stepped towards her tertower her
threateningly, his lips curving back over his sgyamhite teeth in a
snarl.



'Listen, newshound, Nancy and | are adults and wieado together
Is none of your damned business,' he said softtly rmanacingly.

‘And I've had enough of your sort, gossip-writard aews reporters,
making capital out of how | choose to conduct g, Iso keep your
nose out of my affairs, or by God I'll make youfetif

'It's not you I'm concerned about," she retortedtsgly, refusing to
back down. 'lt's Nancy. She's my sister and | losedearly.’

‘That doesn't mean you have to be her keeperditesldly, turning
away to the car and swinging open a door.

'Yes, it does. She has to be protected from her besuty and
weaknesses and I'll do anything to prevent herngome like you
from ruining her marriage to Luke,’ she said, foilog him,
determined to let him know he wasn't going to Hageown way with
Nancy now that she had come to stay at Long Cay.

‘Anything?' He had slid behind the steering whédhe car and his
eyes glinted with a devilish green light as he tddra glance up at
her. 'Such loyalty amazes me but doesn't impress and it's
probably misplaced,’ he jeered. 'And before yout stéerfering |
think you should ask Nancy to leave me alone.’

'l will, you can be sure of that,' she snapped.

‘You're going to find her answer surprising,’ herrvea softly, his
mouth curving in a curiously saturnine smile whicéwrrowed his
eyes so that they became coldly gleaming slitgybf.IHe started the
engine of the car and she had to step back asganlie reverse it.
Nibbling anxiously at her lower lip, she watched thig vehicle turn
and move off along the curving private road wittlaay insolent
grace, a characteristic it had borrowed from itgedr Within seconds
it was hidden from view round a bend screened bysthiky green
leaves of oleander bushes.



'‘Charlie, aren't you coming in?' Nancy spoke framporch. She was
frowning and looked a little pale.

‘Yes, of course.' Charlotte walked back to the paired picked up her
case. 'ls Dad in?'

'‘No, not yet He'd have been out here like a shaotgicome you if he
were. Rosie says he phoned earlier from the hoteday he was
delayed and wouldn't be here until six.’

Charlotte staggered into the house with her caddednt drop with a
thud. Raising a hand, she wiped sweat from her aod looked
around the room into which she had stepped. ltwvds and long. Its
floor was covered with fluffy sage green carpet &adwvalls were

painted the same silvery colour. Several deep ouasli armchairs
were set about it and, like the long chesterfiehgclv took up part of
one wall, they were covered with rose-patternedyaetonne. At

one end of the room under a window looking out othex front

garden was a dining table around which four chagse set and at
the other end a wide glass door opened on to a paliere

bougainvillea and other flowering vines tumbled ivellises.

'‘Whew, it's hot!" gasped Charlotte. '"Where canovwsdr and change
into something cooler?'

‘Upstairs. This way,' replied Nancy.

She started up the staircase which led right up fiee living room to
a small landing on to which four doors opened, pmidted to one of
the doors.

‘That's the bathroom,' she said. 'The only oneaftaid. This house is
quite small, only three bedrooms, and Rosie hasdinbose, so
you'll be sharing with me, in here.'



They entered a bedroom which had sloping ceilingd &avo
windows, one at the front of the house and onenfpthie sea. There
were twin beds side by side covered with patchwourtts and a
couple of chests of drawers. A long mirror glintedthe front of the
door of a walk-in closet.

'Who is Rosie?' Charlotte asked as she unlockeddsar.

‘The housekeeper,' replied Nancy, sitting down e of the beds.
She kicked off her high-heeled sandals, curleddgs under her on
the bed and lit a cigarette from a package lyinghenbedside table.

‘But | thought you kept house,' said Charlottéholught that was why
you had stayed on here, to keep house for Dad hetd found
another housekeeper.'

'Oh, | keep an eye on it for him,' said Nancy vatehrug, 'but Rosie
does all the cooking and cleaning.’

‘Then what do you do all day?' Charlotte askedntpk dress out of
her case. It was made from crease- resisting pelyesirquoise in
colour and scattered all over with a tiny flowettpm in white. Its
skirt was gathered into the waistline and its seolput neckline had
a draw-string. The sleeves were full and gathemeat the elbow. It
looked cool and she hoped that it was.

'l have fun,' Nancy said airily. 'l swim and suritgatind sometimes
go sailing with Burt.'

'‘But you don't like sailing," exclaimed Charlottéou would never
come sailing with me.'

‘Sailing in a luxury yacht like Burt's is very difeant from messing
about in a twelve-foot dinghy,' retorted Nancy paisingly. '‘And a

small reservoir in England just doesn't comparé whe sea around
here.'



'l suppose not,' muttered Charlotte. 'Does hedivéis yacht?'

'‘Only when he's sailing about the islands. You &haee the
Sharaton house, it's fabulous. There's a bathroomviery bedroom
and there are six bedrooms.

His mother used to invite friends and relativestay with her during
the winter months. That's how she came to startd¢img Cay Beach
Club. She bought the whole of the Cay and had thel hand
housekeeping cottages built. Burt owns them nowe. I8ft them to
him in her will when she died last October.'

'Is this house one of those cottages and does &atditrfrom Mr
Sharaton?’

'‘No. This house goes with Dad's job as managdreoClub.' Nancy
blew out smoke and gave Charlotte an underbroweacgl 'Listen,
Charlie, Dad is very lucky to have this job and'{tchave to try and
be careful about what you say to Burt while yostaying here. It
wouldn't do for you to offend him.’

"Why?'

'‘Because since his mother died he's been Dad'sogenplMrs
Sharaton was a very kind and understanding personappreciated
the difficulties Dad had in finding another jobeafhe'd been fired by
the big syndicate which took over the Aquarius Huotleich he used
to manage.' Nancy inhaled again and blew out moreks. 'You
wouldn't like him to be fired again just because'gdeen tacdess to
his boss, would you?'

In the act of unzipping her pants Charlotte pausedtare at her
sister. How lovely Nancy was, she thought, with fegly chiselled

features, curling auburn hair, smooth long armsgmadeful legs; as
lovely as their mother Lilian had been; lovely anctim of her own

wayward desires.



'Is it because Burt Sharaton is Dad's employerybate more than
polite to him and more than friendly with him?' sisked sharply. 'Is
that why you paw him every chance you get?'

'l do not paw him!" Nancy's eyes flashed indignaatid she sat up
straight.

‘Then what were you doing at the airport slidingiyband up and
down his arm and in the car when you stroked hghthOh, yes, |
noticed,' Charlotte jeered as Nancy's face flughddll red. 'Short of
kissing him you were doing your best to turn hintlois afternoon.’

‘How can you be so disgusting as to suggest tvags | was doing?'
Nancy was on her feet now.

‘Well, how could you be so disgusting as to touaman like that
when you're married to Luke and have vowed to ibftd to him?'
retorted Charlotte, stepping out of her pants asdihg them across
the other bed. She began to slide off her nyldmts$igvhich had been
So necessary in London at this time of the yead ¢p remove them
from her hot sticky legs.

‘I might divorce Luke, that's why,' flared Nancy.

'‘Oh, no!" Charlotte sat down suddenly on the edgbe other bed.
'You can't do that, Nan!

‘Why can't I? | want to be free so | can marry Burt
'Has he asked you to?'

'‘Not yet." Nancy's small but passionately curvedutindilted in a
secretive smile. 'But he wants me,' she addedysoftl

'| daresay he does if you're always making up to thie way you
were this afternoon. And he has the look of a piraho wouldn't



hesitate to steal another man's wife if he toakn&y to her,' muttered
Charlotte.

Nancy laughed and her auburn curls danced pro-{vetaton her
bare shoulders as she swaggered across the romuntey her
reflection in the long mirror.

'He won't have to steal me. | want him as mucheawdnts me. For
me it's just a question of changing marriage pastread that goes on
all the time these days,' she replied, leaning &dno examine her
complexion in the mirror.

'l know. It's going on so much it's becoming complane and
boring,' sighed Charlotte. 'But do you honestlyidaed a man like
Burt Sharaton will offer to marry you to get whatWwants?' She had a
sudden vision of ice-green eyes set in a sun-gildedh-jawed face
and she shivered a little in spite of the room.uddbest leave him
alone, Nan,' she said urgently. 'He's dangerous.'

‘And that's what makes him so fascinating," saitidya'But don't
worry, Charlie, | can take care of myself. Give anedit for some
experience in knowing how to lead a man on and kmgwhen to
stop. He'll find out I'm not as easy as | seem, lapdhen he'll be
wanting me so much he'll be willing to give me dnygy | ask,
including marriage, if | want it.'

'l think I'm more inclined to give him credit fom&wing how to
seduce a woman and then ditch her after, he's takah he wants
from her,' said Charlotte dryly. 'Nan, leave hirora.'

‘Nice of you to be so concerned, duckie,’ drawleddy, smiling at
herself. 'But I'm in so far now | don't want toriurack or to stop.’

‘But you can't possibly like him more than Lukegtpsted Charlotte.
‘Nan, when | go back to England at the end of midhg, come with



me, break the spell this place has put on you. @oc&e back in
England and with Luke again you'll forget all ab8utrt Sharaton.

‘Never," said Nancy fiercely, swinging round.KElibeing spellbound.
And | like this place, the comfort and the luxurifke the sun and the
sea and the long dark nights. And I'm not gointetve Burt alone.
He's the best thing that's happened to me in tladendf my life. He
... he's ... well, he's a man of gold. He's weatthg is likely to be
wealthier when his father dies. He's handsome arwhh give me all
I've ever wanted, elegant clothes, jewels to wleagrious houses to
live in and servants to wait on me. Right now hatsane, and he can
have me on my terms.'

'‘But he doesn't love you like Luke does," arguedri{oitte stubbornly.
She was secretly appalled by Nancy's attitude. Nievall the years
they had lived together had she known her sistéetgrasping and
mercenary.

'‘Luke loves me?' Nancy gave a short mirthless lal@fu've got to
be joking! | imagined he did once and | imaginetbyed him. |
married him for love, fool that | was, and look wheppened. |
found myself alone all day, cooped up in a subuhmarse having to
clean and cook, tied to a man who loves his workentioan he loves
me.'

'‘Luke doesn't love his work more than he loves \de.loves you
very much. He's been miserable without you the f@stmonths
while you've been out here with Dad.'

‘Then why hasn't he come here to see me?' chatleNgacy, her
eyes hard.

"You must know why. He's written to tell you whydaio ask you to
return to him. He's been very busy at work and..."



'You see?' jeered Nancy. 'Work, work—he's always lpsi work
before me.'

'‘Only because you wanted him to be promoted s@tlkel @arn more
money to buy a new car and so you could move ihig@er house in
a more elegant part of Reading. He could hardlyeexpromotion
unless he showed his bosses he's wiling to workl take
responsibility, could he? Anyway, do you really ibeé¢ Burt
Sharaton will be any different? Do you honestlyided he would
spend all his time with you—if he married you?'

'‘Burt doesn't have to work like Luke does,' arghiedicy.

'l don't suppose he does, if he's already wealdaid Charlotte
scornfully. 'How dull to be him and have everythmgney can buy
already. No wonder he looks so bored and no womelsrooking for
distractions. Can't you see, Nan, that's all yoe far him—a
distraction, a pretty new plaything he'll cast asas soon as he tires
of you?'

Nancy went pale and her eyes flickered with ungastaWalking
across the room, she found her sandals and slitt&einto them.

'l don't care,' she muttered defiantly. 'As longhagyives me what |
want I'm willing to play with him for a while." Theound of tyres
crunching over gravel followed by the toot of a'sdrorn came
through the half- open window. 'There's Dad, sbded, going
towards the bedroom door. 'When you've changed cmrhéo the
patio. He likes to have a drink and watch the setrbgfore having
dinner.

By the time Charlotte joined her father and sistethe patio the sun
was hovering, a round ball of crimson fire, abdwedark blue line of
the horizon. Suddenly it slipped below the lineeBky flushed with
rose and orange light. Purple shadows gatheredt @aleyatio and



amongst the fragrant exotic shrubs the cicadasrbtgar repetitive
night chant.

'It's good to have you here, Charlie,” Grant Masaid gruffly as he
hugged his younger daughter. Tall and dark-haitexlHerself, she
thought he looked thin and a little haggard in fiilekering yellow
light of the two candles which glowed in globegytass on the small
glass-topped wrought iron table at which he anddfarere sitting.
‘What will you have to drink?' he asked.

'‘What are you drinking?' She sat down on the vaciaait .
'‘Rum punch concocted by Rosie from fruit juices endonut milk.’
‘That will do for me, as long as there isn't toachhoum in it.'

'I'll fetch it for you while you have a chat withaD," said Nancy
generously. 'Would you like another, Dad?'

'Please.' He handed her a tall glass and she wey ®@wards the
house.

'‘How long are you going to be here, Charlie?' Geahkied.
‘Three weeks, all my holiday for this year.'

'‘Good. Nancy tells me Luke drove you to Heathroww thorning. Is
there any chance of him coming out for a holiday?'

'l don't know. He didn't say.' Charlotte studiechHrom under her
lashes and decided to plunge. 'Dad, about this Bharaton,' she
whispered, leaning towards him.

‘You've met Burt?' he sounded surprised.

‘Yes. He drove Nancy to the airport this afterntmmeet me.’



'Did he? Well, that was kind of him."
'l wouldn't call him kind,' remarked Charlotte cacailly.

'Hmm. Sounds to me as if he rubbed you the wrong'waid Grant,
giving her a sharp glance.

'‘He certainly did, and | rubbed him the wrong wag.t Charlotte bit
her hp. 'Will it matter, Dad?' she continued anglguNancy says it's
important that | don't offend him because he's yowr employer.
Would he fire you if | spoke out of turn?

'I'm not sure," he said, frowning. 'l have to admixouldn't like to

cross him in any way. I've a feeling he's come bepheck up on the
management of the hotel and that he's watchingwpariicular.' He
drew his breath in a short sigh and rubbed his exgasily. 'You see,
love, | got this job because | knew his mother geayo in Witherton.
She helped me out of the mess | was in after thainbss at the
Aquarius Hotel and as a result | think Burt Shamasosuspicious of
me.' He paused, then added dryly, 'He's not hisefa son for
nothing.'

‘Who is his father?'
‘Lionel Sharaton, President of Polygon Corporatiorer heard of it?"

'Yes, | have.' Charlotte frowned as she searcheaneenory. 'Isn't
that the corporation which controls the Marling leog Company at
Witherton?'

‘That's right. It's an Anglo-American conglomeratgh financial

interests in many different sorts of businessed, laonel Sharaton
was the driving force behind its original formatidde inherited a
business empire from his father—a chain of departrs@res in the
States—and from there he expanded through a sériake-overs so
that now he owns the controlling interest in vasionanufacturing



companies all over the world which supply his stonath goods.
Marling Hosiery is just one of them, and Burt Shamn& mother was
Linda Marling, the only child of Daniel the last ¢fie Marling

family.'

'l suppose when Lionel Sharaton took over the Mgrbusiness he
took her over too,' remarked Charlotte dryly.

‘You could put it like that. It was a business nae, although quite
a successful one, for all that." Grant's eyes tlgohkwith warm
affection. 'l can just imagine you and Burt strikisparks off one
another. You're both very forthright and | don'pgase he's used to
having a young woman stand up to him. Usually thiks gre all
fawning over him, hoping to be asked to be the g Burton
Sharaton. As you've probably guessed, he's alr@sshithy and
when his father dies he could inherit millions.'

'The next Mrs Burton Sharaton?' Charlotte exclaimésgl he
divorced?'

'‘No, believe it or not. He married young—anothesibass marriage.
It lasted only four years, his mother told me, anded when his wife
died in some sort of accident. Apparently they had a child, but it
had also died. Linda used to get very upset whertalked about it
and | always had the impression there was som@sotystery about
both deaths. She told me his experience had mades&ty cynical
and reluctant to consider marriage again, he hel aulifficult time
with his wife.'

‘Hah!" Charlotte laughed scornfully. 'l feel sofigr the woman,
having to put up witthim for a husband.’

'‘Now go easy, Charlie,” Grant rebuked her. 'l seaBurt is a tough
character. If you don't like him my advice to ysistay out of his way



while you're here. It shouldn't be too difficulte keeps pretty much
to himself, sailing that big ketch of his about thlands.’

‘He hasn't kept so much to himself,' she repli¢anty has found him
accessible. Dad, she's just told me that she'kitlgrof divorcing
Luke.'

'‘Good God!" he gasped. "Why?'
'So that she can be free to marry Burt—when ahd ésks her.'
‘She can't be serious!

‘She is, very, so serious I'm worried about henveHgou seen how
she behaves when she's with Burt?'

‘No. I'd no idea she'd seen all that much of hiue been very busy
lately. Running the hotel and the beach club esasty with the labour
situation as it is. Twice this season we've haklegrand tonight after
dinner | have to go to a meeting with union nedots' He sighed

again wearily. 'All right, tell me. How does Nanoghave when she's
with Sharaton?'

'Like those young women you were talking about. falaers on him.
It's quite sickening.' Charlotte made a grimacdisfust.

'l see.' He looked suddenly very sad. 'So he'sstison she decided to
stay longer."'

‘What do you mean?’

'‘She was all ready to go back to England three svegio after I'd
found and hired Rosie. Then Sharaton arrived. Heectb see me
here and naturally | introduced him to Nancy. That meeting
seems to have been enough to make her change hd' iHie

rumpled his hair worriedly, then gave her a quiakzglance. 'You



know, Charlie, it's possible they've fallen in lovgéh each other, in
which case there isn't anything you or | or Luke da about it'

‘But marriage, Dad,"' Charlotte argued. '‘Can youektn believe he
has marriage in mind? Supposing she divorces Luketlzen finds

Burt Sharaton won't marry her, can't you guess wiilhhappen to

her? He's as hard as a rock and she'll smash thterpétces against
him.'

‘But what can anyone do?' sighed Grant. 'She'dalty &harlie, and |
can't very well start telling her how she should her life at this
stage.’

'l wish there was some way to get Luke to come shg muttered.
'‘His company wouldn't let him have time off for@ibay at this time
of the year. Can you think of a good reason whghwuld have time
off work?'

‘They might release him on compassionate groungjsljed Grant
thoughtfully.

'Such as?"'

'If he received a letter from me or from you saykmg wife needs
him.'

'I'l' write tomorrow," said Charlotte determinediil tell him what
the situation is and surely he'll take action—' 8heke off as she
heard the tinkle of ice against glass. Nancy wasmang. 'We'd best
talk about something else,' she murmured.

‘About you,' said her father. 'How is the ace rggyoof The Daily
Globe and RecoffiHave you had an article on the front page yet?



'‘No, but | love newspaper work and Frank Lane assstant editor,
says he might give me a regular column in the Satuedition if |
come up with a good article on this holiday of mine

‘Then we'll have to make sure you see as much evidlands as
possible,' said Grant.

'Sorry I've been so long. | had to answer the phasd Nancy,
arriving with two tall glasses containing a pinklgfuid.

'Was the call for me?' asked Grant.

'‘No, for me. Betty Holmes has invited Charlie anel tm go over to
her bungalow after dinner to meet her two sonsweho'st arrived on
holiday from Toronto. And Rosie says dinner is seab drink up.'

The meal cooked by the dark-faced smiling Rosiesisted of
Bahamian dishes. There was peppery conch chowdéigckasoup
made from the flesh of the big shellfish, grilledpger, a succulent
sweet-tasting fish which was served with rice alatlhobeans. Tiny
sugar bananas, each one not much bigger than @barloiddle
finger, segments of sweet pineapple and slicegjp@ya made up the
dessert.

After the meal, when Grant had gone to Nassaudartbeting with
the union negotiators and Nancy had changed frorauredress into
a simple calf-length evening dress which left laaned shoulders as
bare as the sun-dress had, the two sisters walked #e curving
private road to the bungalow which the Holmes fgmeinted for the
winter from the beginning of November to the end\pfil.

‘That's the Sharaton house | was talking aboud,'dancy, pointing
to a low house set back from the road among clastgralms and
casuarinas. From the many wide windows golden Igjtatfted out
into the purple tropical darkness. 'Burt's sistal der husband and



two boys are staying there for the next two wedk®y're having a
party tonight.’

Nancy sounded wistful as if she would have likedhtve been
invited to that party instead of to the Holmes'sigmlow, but once
inside the Holmes's pleasant living room and beitrgduced to the
two young men she came alive, talking and lauglmnger usual
vivacious way, and it didn't take her long to padwithem to go with
her and Charlotte to the nightclub in the hotel.

The next few hours passed happily and quickly eg tanced to the
music provided by the drums and electric guitarsadBahamian
group. There were many other young people in thé,cthe

atmosphere was relaxed and everybody danced wattylevdy else,
and it wasn't until the drummer and leader of thasimans

announced that it was one o'clock in the morning dancing was
over for the night that Charlotte realised that &§awasn't with her
any more.

'‘Didn't you notice?' said Dennis Holmes, the youngethe two
brothers, as she walked with him through the sdftgpacious foyer
of the hotel. 'A tall blond guy turned up and shenwoff with him.
She said she'd see you later, back at her fatinmurse.'

Tall and blond. Burt Sharaton? Who else could eniiancy away
from something she loved to do— dancing? thouglarlotie as she
let herself into the house quietly after saying djoght to Dennis,
who had walked all the way with her to the fronbdo

‘What happened to you?' she asked cheerfully asestered the
bedroom and found Nancy still awake, sitting upéad and reading.

'‘Burt came to find me, didn't you see him?' Nanagveered coolly.
'He's flying back to the States tomorrow to attemgome business



and will be away until a week next Thursday. Whercames back |
might go cruising with him in the yacht.’

Charlotte made no comment. Someone had unpackeduitease

and had arranged her clothing in one of the clodstsawers and the
unused space in the hanging closet. She guesseel fRmsdone it.

Slipping off her dress, she found a nightgown, guiit on and went
along to the bathroom. If only she could find .ayw@ get Luke out

here before the Thursday after next when Burt Sbaraas due to
return, before Nancy could go cruising with hime gshought as she
brushed her teeth. Perhaps a cable could be steadhof a letter.
She would ask her father about it in the morning.

She returned to the bedroom. Nancy had put dowrmdek and all

that could be seen of her was her shining curlaig $pread over the
pillow. It was obvious to Charlotte that her sistieafn't want to talk

any more.

Although she was tired Charlotte didn't go to sl&e@m while. In the
other bed Nancy slept, dreaming perhaps of BuittGharlotte lay
awake, seeing him in her mind's eye, tormentedibynage, she
couldn't think why.

A lean tanned face in which a liveliness had beegrlaid by an
expression of cynical indifference. Cold green eyk&h had looked
through her dismissing her as a nuisance and pgssiince she
worked for a newspaper, a troublemaker.

'So how did you want him to look at you?' she ask@delf. 'The way
he looked at Nancy as if ... as if ... he coveted dnd wanted to
possess her?'

A strange pulsating heat flushed through her bddheathought of
him looking at her in that way, and rolling on teriside she closed
her eyes trying to blot out his image.



'‘Why should he look at you when Nancy is his fa thking?' she
muttered. 'Go to sleep, Charlotte Mason. That gesed deuvil
means nothing to you nor you to him.'



CHAPTER TWO

LIKE a butterfly with red and yellow striped wings tvndsurfer

skimmed over the blue waves. Dressed in a sleekewhaillot

swimsuit, held over her shoulders by narrow strapbarlotte

balanced on the narrow twelve-foot surfboard, hezels bent, her
body slanting backwards over the rippling waternéigripping one
of the wishbone wooden booms between which thagukar salil

was slotted, she steered her tiny craft towards dfescent of
shimmering sand which curved in front of the Loray®each Club
cottages.

Soaked from head to foot by the spray which hadss@d her and
exhilarated by the fast movement and excitementhvhame from
taking part in such a precarious sport, she steedurfboard into
the shallow water, then let go of the sail so ihipped over with its
mast into the water. Stepping off the board, shieg@the mast out of
its slot in the board and dragged it with the sdadaal on to the sand.

Another windsurfer, blue and purple sail flutterirsggiled into the
beach, its sail also collapsing into the water.

'‘Congrats, Charlie, on winning," said Dennis Holrasshe dragged
his sail up on to the sand. 'You're a natural. Awyavould think you'd
been sailing one for years instead of only ten dégs didn't fall off
once today, while | spent half my time in the sed having to get
going again.'

'It's great fun,' said Charlotte as she shruggtmanterry towelling
beach robe. 'And | have to thank you and Brianldétting me use
your windsurfers.'

'You're welcome,’ replied Dennis. 'How about comipgo the house
for a beer?'



Charlotte hesitated. Although she had enjoyeddnspany she had a
feeling Dennis was becoming too interested in Herhad a way of
looking at her sideways from under his eyelids Wwhoaused her
antennae to quiver. If she wasn't careful he wdddaking it for
granted he could make love to her just becausavakdriendly.

'‘No, thanks,' she said coolly, picking up her séd#t's Rosie's
afternoon off and | promised I'd help Nancy get &#vening meal
ready.’

‘That's too bad," Dennis complained as he walkesttbeher up the
slanting beach to the private road. 'l won't seehmuore of you. My
uncle, my mother's brother, arrived last night @myawl. He sailed it
over from Miami and he's asked Brian and me to mising with
him. We're setting off in an hour's time. | know-d'sk him if you
can come with us. There's plenty of room on thénydt sleeps six
quite comfortably. Would you like to come?"'

'It's nice of you, Dennis, but | couldn't come. Yeae, Nancy's
husband is arriving tomorrow and I'd like to beéhethen he comes.
Thanks for asking, though. How long do you expedig¢ away?"

‘About five or six days. Will you still be here wih&e come back?'
'Yes, | expect so. See you!

Turning on her heel, Charlotte set off along thedran the direction
of Windward Cottage. She hoped Dennis had takenhthe and
wouldn't follow her to persist with his invitatiom a way she was
sorry she had had to refuse to go cruising. Sheswss she would
have enjoyed seeing some of the other islands ciedlyefrom the
deck of a big yawl. But to have accepted Dennis/gation would
have been to give him ideas.

Bending down, she slid her sandals on and fastédred. Her ten
days at Long Cay had been good from the point @v\of weather



and entertainment. She had managed to acquire atlsrtam which
rivalled Nancy's and with her sister she had wisitest of the places
of interest in the old colonial capital city Nassaisiting the straw
market and the shopping arcades as well as theswdwiered Christ
Church Cathedral. In the evenings she had crodsediidge to
Paradise Island to lose money at the Casino agiatoe to the beat of
Bahamian drums at various night spots. Yes, stidaholiday had
been a hundred per cent successful and even ifvehé back to
England tomorrow she would have plenty to writewtlwhich would
interest the readers of thitherton Daily Globe and Record.

Two blond-haired boys with skinny bronze-colourestlies, bare
except for brief swimming shorts, raced acrossalad in front of her
and on to the beach. Trailing kites behind theray tthad come from
the Sharaton mansion, as Nancy called it, andighymosed they were
the sons of Burt Sharaton's sister who was stihaiday in the low
pink-walled house which nestled behind its gaufiidwering shrubs.

There was a small dark boy- dressed in a brighaBadn print shirt
and blue jeans lingering by the gate in the whdacé around
Windward Cottage. From under the wide brim of ttravg hat he
wore aslant on his head his big brown eyes stutigecolemnly.

‘Are you de lady who live here?' he asked. 'Yoe $ook like her.'
'Yes, | live here.'

'‘Boss Sharaton sent this," he said, and handed $guare of folded
white paper.

'You're sure it's for me?' she asked.

‘Uhuh, Ah is sure. Give it to the lady who livesMihdward Cottage,
he says.’



Charlotte took the paper from his hand and turheder, looking for
a name which might be written on it. There was néhezzled, she
looked up. The boy had gone. Shrugging, she opdredate and
went into the garden. The note must be for Nartcgoulldn't be for
her, not from 'Boss' Sharaton as the boy had cBllet Sharaton.

About to open the back door, she pulled up shbBurt Sharaton
had sent Nancy a note he must be back at LongaCdsy too soon,
before Luke had arrived from England. She staredeapaper. What
message did it contain? Dared she open it andit2ad

After the brilliance of the sunshine the house semim. It was
quiet too without Rosie who was always singing #mete was no
sign of Nancy downstairs. Obviously she hadn't rretd from
Nassau yet.

She went into the cool living room and flopped dawman armchair
and stared at die folded paper she held in her.litdom strange that
Burt Sharaton hadn't bothered to write a name om®ithad he
forgotten there were now two women staying at WiadvCottage?
Her mouth curled up at the corners in a little-sadfcking smile. That
was probably the way of it. He had forgotten ablet, Nancy's
sister.

Slowly she opened the paper out. It was crisp aqresive and
crackled. It wasn't done to open someone elsels, sbie chided
herself guiltily, but after all it had been giveniter and there was no
name on it.

The writing was bold and sloping and Burt Shardtadn't wasted
time or effort.

Sweethearthe beganRemember what we talked about the Sund
before last? Be at the dock where the yacht isupetbnight at eight.
Bring only a few clothes. Burt.



Charlotte folded the paper quickly. The note wdaemn'her, it was for
Nancy. She turned it in her hand, opened it and reagain. The
words seemed to leap at her from the paper. Howarwt cool they
were! God, he must be sure of Nancy to write tolikerthat. Apart
from the endearment there was no word of love, miweaty or
cajolery. Did he know then that Nancy would go witin, would sall
away with him at high tide, into the darkness @& tight?

Outside gravel crunched under wheels and she dtagdrom the

chair. Crumpling the note in her hand, she bounugietthe stairs, went
into the bathroom and closing the door locked @ndly was back
from her shopping expedition. Leaning against thashw basin,
Charlotte smoothed out the note again. What shsiddo with it?
The written words blurred before her eyes as aa gtew slowly in

her mind. She could flush the note down the laya#md her sister
would be none the wiser and so wouldn't go to rBegt Sharaton
tonight.

But if her sister didn't go wouldn't he come loakiior her? Charlotte
chewed at her hp, hearing Nancy's voice callingeio She couldn't
let Nancy go off with him, not now when Luke wagpegted to arrive
tomorrow in answer to her father's cable.

'‘Charlie? Where are you?' Nancy called.

'In the loo. Won't be long!" she shouted back, lbedan to tear the
note into small pieces. She tossed them into tedday, feeling her
heart leap and thud with excitement at her own t#yne

She would go to the marina dock to meet Burt Sbaraistead of
Nancy and she would tell him her sister bad decid#do go sailing
with him because she was expecting her husbandgive &omorrow.
Yes, that was it. And if she was any judge of cbimraat all Burt
wouldn't hang about waiting for Nancy. He wouldafbon his cruise



by himself as he had so many times and by the ieneame back
Nancy would be gone, back to England, and so wsld

She flushed the lavatory and watched the piecpadr whirl away.
When she left the bathroom she went into the bedrand changed
out of her swimsuit into a long evening skirt mddem flowered
silky cotton and a brief white cotton bodice heidpiace round her
neck by thin string-like ribbons. By the time shenvdownstairs to
face Nancy she was in control of herself and wées tbpretend that
she had nothing on her mind except the fun sheekpdrienced that
afternoon windsurfing.

During dinner she chattered about her experienwaseaall the time
that both her father and Nancy were only politeliterested. He
looked very worried about something and Nancy wak sn gloom.
When the meal was over Charlotte had a quick whespe
conversation on the patio with her father abouttivrethey should
tell Nancy her husband was arriving the next dayeyl decided
against it and Grant went off to the hotel wherasdid another labour
problem had reared its ugly head.

'I've got an awful headache, Charlie," Nancy complth "Would you
mind if | went to bed?'

Thinking of the note she had flushed down the lawatCharlotte
couldn't help having a twinge of conscience. Hadhdyabeen
expecting it? Was that why she was so gloomy? Wedire was
nothing she could do about it now, she thoughthassipped out of
the house and began to walk in the direction ohibtel and marina,
and it was for the best Nancy was safer off in theth going to meet
Burt Sharaton.

Golden light shafted out of the Sharaton housea®hd of her the
hotel was a column of brightly twinkling windowsh&knew exactly
where to go because during the week Nancy had takerto see



Burt's yacht where it was tied up in one of thepdeater berths at the
end of the concrete docks which formed the matimasting out into
the blue water of the bay in front of the hotel.

As she walked along the lamplit dock, her sanda&lshelicking,

Charlotte glanced sideways-at the boats she paSeatk were huge
motor yachts, luxurious in the extreme, like flogti mansions
complete with lush green house plants, thick cargetand some
were no-nonsense ocean sailing yachts with highirgpanasts,

furled sails and glittering stainless steel fitsng

All was quiet at the end of the dock. In the lambptithe gold lettering
on the stern of Burt Sharaton's big ketch gleam&itlys White
Cockatoo.The yacht was well-named, for it lay like a bitdest, its
wings folded as it bobbed lightly on the water, lipgl a little
tentatively at the thick rope warps which heldithe staging as if it
longed to be free.

Charlotte peered at her watch. Five past eighthgze was no one on
deck waiting and watching, although the light shaftout into the
darkness from the open hatchway indicated thaethas someone
below decks.,

Suddenly nervous of meeting Burt Sharaton, afrattase ice-green
all-observant eyes and that cold cutting tongugasyfshe paced to the
end of the wooden staging. Wind, warm and smelbhghe sea,
teased the dark curls which clustered about hev Br@ moulded the
thin stuff of her skirt against her long limbs. Rréhe hotel came the
rhythmic beat of the music to which she had darsmaften that
week, exotic and alien, singing of sunny days amginwtropical
nights, stirring the senses—

'l thought you'd changed your mind and had deci&dto come,’
said a voice behind her, and before she couldttuorhard arms slid
about her. Hands cupped her breasts possessivkeghanvas pulled



against a hard masculine body. Bold lips caressedhaipe of her
neck provocatively, sending sweet shivers of semsuess shooting
through her so that she stiffened in alarm. Thesarghtened about
her and she felt the roughness of his chin agamistheek and the
shake of his body when he laughed softly. 'Aframhey?’ he scoffed.
'No need to be. I'll take care of you.'

Placing her hands on his wrists, Charlotte grippeith of them with
all her strength and pulled his marauding handsyaiwaisting, she
faced him.

'I'm not Nancy!" she hissed, and stepped back upedsen she saw
a wicked murderous glint flash in his eyes as ltegrised her. He
swore softly and succinctly.

'I'd forgotten about you,' he added jeeringly. [DidNancy get my
note?' he demanded, stepping towards her and speest back
again.

‘She isn't coming,' she replied, her head up, gillim glare for glare.
‘She ... she said | was to tell you her husbaadiging from England
tomorrow and so she doesn't want to go sailing veiln-' She broke
off and shuffled backwards again because he waanathg towards
her, the expression on his shadowed face menacing.

'l asked you a question,' he rapped. 'Did she gatote?'
‘She—' Charlotte began, and stepped backwards-endthing.

For a second she teetered on the edge of the gtaligbelief flashing
through her mind as she tried to maintain her lwaahut it was too
late. She had stepped back too vigorously. Backsvaing went and
downwards to the glinting water, hitting it withhaisy splash. Warm
still from a day's sunlight, it closed over her themushing into her
open mouth so that she sank. The noise of it rdaigdtteningly into

her ears. Spluttering and flailing with her armampered by the



length of her evening skirt which clung to her leggking moving
them difficult, she fought to the surface.

‘Charlie?' Burt's voice was sharp and carried ledim going to
throw you a lifebelt. Watch out!

'‘Okay," she was foolish enough to answer. Her mdilldd with
water and she sank again.

When she came to the surface again she was furtmarthe dock

than she expected. Something hit the water neagrtosending up a
splash. It gleamed yellow in the moonlight and sdeognised it as
one of the horseshoe-shaped plastic-covered lifetosbe had seen
attached to the stainless steel railings at the siethe yacht. She
grabbed it and fitted it about her waist, knowihgiould support her
no matter how much clothing she had on.

‘Charlie?' Burt called again. She could just see &avague shadowy
figure, floodlit by the dock lights. ‘Can you heae?'

‘Yes. I've got the lifebuoy.'

'‘Good. There's a line attached to it, so I'm gdimdhaul you in.
Ready?'

She shouted back that she was and at once she tosgjate through

the water, pushing forward with her hands in a dbo@ast-stroke and
kicking her legs out as much as she could, secutleel knowledge
that she would soon reach the staging.

When she did Burt kneeled down, grasped her shultted hauled
her out. One heave and he had her over his shanlddireman's lift
and was stepping towards the yacht.



‘You can put me down,' she said coldly. The pmsitn which she
found herself made her feel strangely helplessadis mercy. 'I'm
quite capable of walking.'

He ignored her request and balancing deftly stemfiethe staging
and down into the centre cockpit of his yacht. Dowlme
companionway he carried her into the spacious saldaly then did
he allow her to slide to her feet.

'In there is a small bathroom,' he said curtlynpog to a narrow door
set in the teak panelling on the starboard sideeotabin. "You'll find
towels.'

‘Thank you, but--'

'I'll fetch you something dry to put on," he addgdpring her protest
again, his face hard and impassive. Turning awayyént round the
companionway into a passage which appeared to teathe
after-cabin of the boat.

Water dripping from her hair and clothing was fanmwet patches
on the beige brown-flecked carpet which coveredflber of the
saloon. It would be best to take his advice anchéngelf. She could
hardly return to Windward Cottage looking half-droed. She
opened the narrow door. The bathroom was smalbiguénough to
hold a wash basin, a shower stall and a lavatdrgcKibrown towels
hung on a rack. Catching sight of herself in theroniabove the
wash-basin, Charlotte made a face at the wetdhitair straggling
about her wide-eyed triangular-shaped face anchbvast to step into
the bathroom when Burt came back carrying a paifue jeans and a
navy blue T-shirt.

"You'll probably find them a few sizes too widef hey'll be better
than what you're wearing right now," he said cqadtiis cold hard
glance flickering over her, making her very muchagavof the brief



cotton bodice she was wearing which had slippecdbptace when
she was in the water so that most of her full r@ehdun-tanned
breasts were revealed. 'Although you behave lioerdooy, you're all
woman, aren't you?' he mocked insinuatingly, andanes crossed
instinctively and defensively across her chestkéTgour time and
dry yourself properly," he urged, offering the bked to her again.

She took them, gave him what she hoped was a sgagtance, went
into the bathroom, closed the door and made swvastlocked. She
stripped off every article of clothing and rubbestdelf dry. The navy
blue T-shirt was too wide and drooped off her stierd. The jeans
were too wide and too long, but there was a roge theeaded

through the slots at the waistband and when shetufféd the folds
of the T-shirt into the top of the jeans and had tihe rope tightly,
they stayed up. All she had to do was turn up tiins of the legs.

How typical the whole episode was of her, she thbugs she
towelled her hair dry. In doinganything to prevent Nancy from
landing in trouble by going off with a man who wagrer husband
she had only succeeded in making a fool of hersédifont of that
same man.

She wrung excess water from her wet clothing, dollen a bundle
and picked up her sandals. Her best evening shaksnade from
leather, they looked very much as if they were edirby their
immersion in salt water.

Opening the bathroom door, Charlotte stepped imostloon. She
had never been on such a large yacht and had neaksed how
comfortable one could be. Smooth teakwood paneligaid and

brown tweedy upholstered settee berths, softly ngie@ ceiling

lights, the cabin was a home from home. It had y¢kierg money
could buy, everything that would impress Nancy aedhaps even
convert her to sailing. Everything, including a mul engine which
was throbbing away somewhere behind the companpnwa



The engine was going! Charlotte went quickly tovgatbe steps,
realising with a flicker of alarm that the boat wasving. Up the

narrow stairway she scrambled into the cockpitthigylight from the

compass housing in front of the wheel Burt Sharattate and eyes
gleamed as he slowly turned the wheel. Above theeraf the engine
came the swish of water under the bow along thessid the hull.

Looking about her, seeing the lights of the marstipping away
behind the stern of die boat, Charlotte gaspedsinetief.

'‘What are you doing?' she demanded, turning to, Burt

'‘Putting out to sea,' was the imperturbable replgt much time left
to get over the coral reef and out of the lagoore—~iater won't be
high for much longer.’

Dismay chilling her almost as much as the nightdyi@harlotte
could only stare at him. His glance steady on themass and only
occasionally lifting to look ahead at the moonliater, he ignored
her.

'‘But | don't want to go to sea with you,' she fthseddenly. "You had
no right to set off with me aboard. You should hageted until I'd
gone ashore. Take me back to the marina at once!’

He took a moment off from watching the compass it@ dner a
lightning-bright glance, but said nothing and dathing to obey her
command, shifting his glance to a panel of instnuintkals set into
the bulkhead which supported the roof of the caBlined needle
hovered between illuminated black lines, some ofictvhwere
marked with numbers.

The boat surged inexorably through the water towadwb distant
lights, one red and one white, which marked theamce to the
lagoon from the sea. Realising that nothing shd sais going to
make him change course and return to the marinarj@te dropped



her bundle of clothing and sandals and seized dfdllde wheel in an
attempt to turn it.

With one thrust of a powerful forearm he shoveddveay and losing
her balance on the heaving deck she fell againsbckpit seat,
banging her elbow bruisingly against the coaming.

'You crazy hellion!" he rasped. 'Can't you see ev@r a narrow
channel? One swerve in the wrong direction andowdogyo aground
on coral rocks which would rip the hull of the béashreds.'

‘You hurt me!" she seethed, rubbing her arm odienly. 'You
assaulted me!'

He gave her another quick glance and by the gloth@fcompass
light she saw his teeth flash in his shadowed ésclee grinned.

'l warned you, didn't I, when we first met, thak thake you suffer if
you didn't keep your nose out of my affairs?' hie saftly. 'Well,
consider the suffering has started. If you donhtwa be hurt again
stay out of my way until I've cleared the lagoon.d&wn below, read
a book, have a sleep—please yourself what youwdagmember this
golden rule: Don't inter- fore with the helmsmanenthe's steering a
tight course in confined waters.’

Biting her hp, she sank back on the vinyl-coveradhon which

covered the long seat and looked away from him tdsvéhe land.

The lights of the hotel and those of the bungalsiusng out behind
Valentine Beach were no bigger than the stars now.distance was
too great for her to swim even if she did try tea®e by flinging

herself overboard, and she didn't really relisimp&n the water in the
dark.

But if she did jump overboard it was possible haildslow down,
turn the boat and pick her up, her thoughts wentitorould delay
him. He would miss high water and be forced torreta the marina.



She sat up in readiness to step from the cockpib dhe side deck.
She would have to climb over the stainless steed wi the lifelines
before she could jump and—

A flashing red light appeared on the other sidéhefboat and was
gone. Immediately the engine picked up speed alsdhesurged out
of the lagoon into the sea, rolling a Utile frondesito side as it
crunched over waves which had been stirred up éwyight wind.

Charlotte slumped back against the cockpit coamimw it was
impossible for her to make out distinctly the ligbf the hotel and the
marina in front of it. Her chance to swim for itchgone. The wheel
spun under Burt's hands as he altered course d@nhadnasts swaying,
white spray flying over her bowVhite Cockatosurged forward.

'‘Where are you ... we ... going?' Charlotte askedyoice unsteady,
much to her annoyance.

‘Maybe to the Exumas,' he drawled non-committally.
‘Where are they?"

‘To the east and south of New Providence,' hea@plAs soon as
we've cleared the entrance to Nassau Harbour wpudanp the sails
and reach round Paradise Island in this wind, tharsouth-east.'

'I'm not going to put up any sails,’ she retorted.

‘You don't have to. | can manage them myself. Treskil unfurls
with a flick of a rope from the cockpit and the m&ail is a new one.
It furls away into die mast and can be hauled mufhere too. The
mizzen behind us is also easy to set,' he saidycool

'‘Everything money can buy,' she jibed nastily. 'Hong will it take
us to get to the Exumas?'



‘All night.'

‘And what then?' she asked uneasily. Tdieng and pitching of the
yacht was having a disturbing effect on her stomach

'‘We'll take it easy—sailing angwimming diving for conch,
sunbathing,' he replied.

Charlotte licked dry lips and stared away over theaving
moon-dappled water. Now she could see the flashgig of a
lighthouse and beyond it the blaze of lights whiare the hotels on
Paradise Island.'For how long?' she asked.

‘A week, maybe longer. It depends on how well yad & get on
together,' he drawled suggestively, his hard gldindeng her.

'‘But you can't make me stay with you for so losge protested. 'My
father will be worried. He has no idea where | &ln.one will know
where | am.’

‘Nancy will, won't she? You said she'd sent yotetbome why she
couldn't come," he replied smoothly, but again giance was
wickedly derisive as if he guessed Nancy knew mgthabout his
note, and Charlotte had to look away quickly. 'Bhealise, | expect,
that I've taken you as a substitute for her antitelilyour father,' he
Went on coolly. 'l hope you can cook as well ascdre’

'Is that why you asked her to come with you, tokctmy you?' she
asked hopefully, turning to him again.

‘You know it isn't,’ he jeered softly. 'l asked b@icome because she
offered to be my companion on this cruise. You daay she threw
herself at me.' His tone was biting and Charlditehed on behalf of
her sister. 'But you know about Nancy and her wesges,' he
continued. 'That's why you've interfered, isn'tlif?do anything to
prevent Nancy from ruining her marriagesn't that what you said?



Or something like it? ,Well, you've done yoanythingand now
you're going to take the consequences.' His hattérgig glance
seemed to rake her. 'You're not as beautiful axyydut you have
your own attractions. | suspect that Unlike her's@@a virgin, so
possibly your company will prove to be more stintinig than hers.'

'You can't mean ... you wouldn't be so brutish @as.t as to...'
Charlotte broke off as sudden sickness rose ugiriitoat and she
had to clap her hand over her mouth.

‘To what? To seduce you? Is that what you wereggtarsay? But of
course | am," he said tauntingly. 'Unless of coymé&re like your
sister and are more than willing to meet me haly,vilaen seduction
won't be necessary.'

'Oh, Nancy led you on finely, didn't she?' Chadotountered
mockingly, if a little shakily.

'‘What do you mean, she led me on?' he demandeplyhar

‘Nancy never could resist rousing a man's passiadshen turning
him down at the last minute." She forced herselatgh scornfully.
'‘How we laughed, she and |, when your note camgingvher to
come to you tonight! She guessed you wanted hegr amla pillow
friend. She knew that even if she wasn't marrietiuke you're not
the type to offer marriage.'

'So you laughed, did you?' he said, and his voi@s softly
threatening as he gave her a slitted gleaming lbakon't believe
Nancy ever saw my note,' he went on. 'l believe ybercepted it,
you damned busybody.’

'Oh," said Charlotte weakly. The awful dizzying s@a was taking all
her strength and she wished she could die, rigiethnd then on the
spot. 'What makes you think that?' she gasped.



'If Nancy had received it and had decided not tne&she would have
sent a note back to me with the boy. She wouldwehseen you,
because you see she didn't want you to know argtdbout...What's
the matter?' he interrupted himself sharply. 'FFeedick?’

‘Yes,' she wailed miserably.

'‘Well, be sick.' He sounded most unsympatheticly @nthe sea, not
in the cockpit.'

Hanging over the side of the yacht, Charlotte wamfplly and

wretchedly sick. If only the boat would stop rofjimnd pitching. If
only she had taken her father's advice and stayedob Burt

Sharaton's way. If only she hadn't interceptechbig to Nancy. Oh
God, she had only herself to blame for her presksiressing
predicament, and that was small comfort.

She stopped vomiting and sank back limply on tla. $eseemed to
her that the engine was idling now and that the ivaa rolling more
than ever. The wind was strong too, whistling ia tlyging and the
lifelines, chilling her to the marrow through thnert T- shirt. Hearing
a crackling sound, she raised her head and lookmehad heavily.
The foresail had been unfurled and was flappingilypiits white
terylene shimmering ghost-like in the darkness, lagtiind her Burt
was pulling on some ropes and another sail, theeniavas going up
the after-mast which was stepped close to the haiglio the stern
cabin. *

When that sail was up Burt went to one of the wascbn the cockpit
coaming and pulled on another rope. The foresajlpstd crackling,
filled with wind. The boat heeled over as the otkail filled with
wind too. He turned off the engine so that the whoh wind in the
rigging and the sigh of waves against the hull vikesonly sounds.



'Feeling better?' Back in his position behind thieeal he spoke
crisply.

'‘No.'
‘Never been sailing before?'

‘Yes, but only in a dinghy, never in a yacht likeston the sea,' she
mumbled, and turning away she was ignominiously again, hating
him for being there at this time of utmost degramatand
humiliation.

'‘Go down below and get into one of the bunks,” hdered,

'‘Remember to pull up the leeboard at the side@btink and lock it
so you won't roll out. The wind is strengtheningl ame're in for a
rough, rolling ride. If I'd known you were comingdahadn't been to
sea before I'd have advised you to take a traWielbpit it's too late

now.'

Subdued by her close encounter with the wind aad#a and unable
to argue any more, Charlotte shuffled across tlekpib and crept

down the companionway. In the galley she could tremaclanging of

pans and the clink of dishes in cupboards. Holdingto handles

especially designed for grasping when the yacht sakng, she

lurched in the direction of the wide settee berththe saloon and
collapsed on it. She found the leeboard, pullagpitand locked it.

Groaning, she closed her eyes and lay down.

Up and down, up and down the berth heaved, sidad®it rolled.
Rearing up on one elbow, Charlotte groped for thekd on the
leeboard. She had to find something to be sick into

‘This what you want?' Burt asked, and looking up &lund he was
there, holding a red bucket. He put it down onftber beside the
bunk.



‘Thank you,' she gasped faintly, and was promptlly again. When
she had finished she lay back exhausted, awar&¢hats still there
but dressed now in yellow waterproof trousers aadded jacket.
Along the side of the hull close by she could tibarushing of water
as the boat surged inwards and above her the ogeakimasts and
the roaring of the wind.

'Is it blowing a gale?' she whispered.

'‘No, just a steady thirty knots,' he replied calmdyd opening a
locker above the bunk he reached in and pulledaopillow and
blanket. As he handed her the pillow he grinned d@w her in
wicked amusement. The boredom which so often mdnisethce had
gone from it as if wiped away by a sponge. 'Youklgween,' he
taunted, obviously delighted because she was suftéGorry | can't
share the pillow with you tonight, but there'll béher nights,' he
added.

‘Not if | can help it,' she seethed, taking théopiland putting it under
her head, and as nausea churned in her stomachsigaiurned her
face away from him. 'Oh, go away,' she moanedvéeae alone. |
hate you! | think you're the meanest, most cruel ihae ever met!

He didn't reply but dropped the blanket over heat tmher surprise
tucked it in about her. He moved away and she hdwrdareaking
noise of his waterproofs as he went up the compavag. Closing
her eyes she tried to ignore the alarming noisescshld hear and
slowly but inevitably, rocked by the movement o thoat, she fell
asleep.

It was the absence of movement and noise whiclagturought her
out of the sodden sleep into which she had falBgening her eyes,
she stared across the cabin. Sunlight was slamiogit from the

open hatchway. Everything was still. Nothing roed &ll and what
was most wonderful of all, she didn't feel ill amgre. In fact she felt



wonderful, completely rested and ready to eat geldsreakfast,
preferably waffles, she thought hazily. Hot mekHtne-mouth
waffles with fresh butter and maple syrup.

She sat up, unlocked the leeboard, pushed asidi¢athieet and stood
up. The bucket into which she had been sick ha@ g@moved no
doubt by Burt. But where was he? Asleep in his rcabithe stern?
She went through the galley to that cabin. The deas open and
there was no one sleeping on the wide double berth.

She went up the narrow companionway which led duhe stern
cabin to the cockpit. Bright morning sunlight; stkusparks off
stainless steel fittings and warmed the teakwoaar flOn one of the
long seats Burt lay stretched out, still wearingy@llow waterproofs
and apparently fast asleep.

Going across to the other seat, Charlotte steppedd the side deck
and looked about her. The yacht was at anchosmall bay, its bow

pointing towards a curving beach of shimmering s&®yond the

beach a row of coconut palms were silhouetted ag#ie pale blue
sky. They were on an island, the only island inithenediate area, so
it seemed, for all around it the sea stretcheanites, calm, blue and
empty.

Charlotte looked at the island again. There seembd some sort of
house built amongst the trees. Her glance went badBurt and

stepping back into the cockpit she moved curiotstyards him.

How sound asleep was he? Sound enough not to wiedtemnclimbed

over the lifelines and dived into the water to swashore and ask
whoever lived in the house to help her return tavN&rovidence

Island?

She bent over him. He slept quietly, without sngamd without any
tremor of the thick bronze fringes of lashes. té@n cheeks and his
chin were darkened with beard stubble and tailkigfgolden hair



straggled across his broad lined forehead. He kbdkappy, she
decided, absolutely at peace with himself and ¢é{sé af the world.

Pursing her lips, she blew on his nearest cheelckashe had used in
the past on Nancy to find out if her sister wadlyeasleep or only
pretending. Nothing happened, so she blew agardehaA fine line
appeared between his shapely eyebrows and hissbgslauivered.
She moved away and watched warily as he raisedédrad brushed
at his cheek. He turned over on to his side ank avgigh settled into
sleep again.

Walking stealthily in her bare feet, Charlotte welawn into the
cabin and into the small bathroom. She noticed hieatwet panties
had been hung up to dry in there. Taking off theviyejeans she was
wearing, she pulled on the nylon panties, whichenamost dry.
They would be easier to swim in than the jeanshfeswent back into
the cockpit she noticed the sturdy rowing dinghyohtwas carried in
davits at the stern of the boat. Perhaps she sheuigh that and row
ashore?

No. She shook her head and stepped up on the sdlteagjain. She
wasn't sure how to work the davits and the noisg tnight make
would wake Burt She looked down at the water. I$ wa clear that
sunlight striking through the rippled surface walected in a
criss-cross pattern of shimmering yellow lines ba hard packed
coral sand which formed the bottom. Long gracefekds growing
between the cracks in the sand waved gently anldoal ©f tiny

silvery fishes darted about.

She looked across at the beach. How far? Aboutahlalbmetre? In
this weather and while the water was calm she cewdn the
distance easily.

Behind her she heard the rustle of waterproof aigthQuickly she
swung a leg over the lifeline, balanced her footranrail of the boat



and swung her other leg over, lifted her arms akdlmeehead and
dived, cutting cleanly through the water and comtimdhe surface
some distance away from the boat. She didn't l@ak bbut using an
over-arm crawl stroke, made for the shore.

The water was cool and buoyant, refreshingly sd, arieeling of
joyous delight surged through her as she savouredleasure of
being where she was at that moment in time, innckety water
under a blue sunlit sky, swimming towards a pretipical island.

Finding the distance greater than she had antedpsihie turned on
her back to rest and float, gasping and almostrggnwhen she saw
the white-painted dinghy which belonged to the yacbming
towards her, its pointed bow seeming to tower alibeesurface of
the water from her point of view. His hair gleambrgssily under the
sun, Burt had his back to her and she could seebkeavithout a shirt,
the muscles of his sun-tanned back rippling under gkin as he
rowed with long lazy strokes.

Charlotte turned and began to swim as fast as shdd,cbut
inevitably the dinghy overtook her and being nowrsbf breath she
was glad to tread water when it cut across in fobriter.

'‘Where do you think you're going?' Burt drawled;kvaatering with
his oars to keep the dinghy stationary.

'To the island.’

'‘Okay, I'll see you there," he replied easily, Bedan to row towards
the shore.

Now what should she do? If she went ashore he wduid/e her a
chance to speak to anyone there to ask them for Bdlould she
swim back to the boat? She looked back at it. Mgigtéing gold in
the sunlight, it nodded at its reflection in theasl water, like a bird
preening itself, and somehow it seemed a long Wiyuwther than



she wanted to swim right then, when she was fedliigtly weak
from hunger. She might as well accept the factftirahe time being
Burt Sharaton had defeated her intention of gethiellp and swim
ashore.

The dinghy had been pulled well up the beach aecdktivas no sign
of Burt when at last she walked through the shalawd on to the
warm sand. For a moment an imp of mischief heldbdeside the
small boat as she was tempted to push it backhetevater and row
back to the yacht without him. Then she noticedeha&ere no
oarlocks and no oars. Wise sailor that he was,dtkdither taken
them with him or hidden them somewhere.

The coarse grains of coral sand scratched her fesmteas she
wandered along in the direction of the house. Th&® no sound on
the island except the sighing whisper of the sedwashed against
rocks. As she drew nearer to the house she realigled feeling of

disappointment that it was only a shack built afgloly hewn palm

tree trunks and thatched with palm leaves.

Through the shrubs of sage and sea-grapes shedpuistieshe was
close to the open doorway and looked into a roomslwvas open to
the sky where part of the roof had been torn awspris of dead
leaves and old coconut shells lay about in heapgb@earthen floor.
There was no one there to help her. The islanddeasrted.

'‘What did you expect on an island far away fromlis@tion?' Burt

spoke behind her and she turned to find him stanidinhe doorway
watching her. Dressed only in cut-off jean shortsclv had frayed at
the edges with his sun-bronzed skin and sun- béshblond hair he
looked like a shipwrecked mariner. 'All mod coné® added
mockingly.

'l thought there might be someone living here witubld help me,’
she replied honestly.



‘You need help?' His eyebrows lifted in surprise.

‘Yes—to get away from you. And I'm worried about father. He'll
be frantic not knowing where | am.’

'He knows where you are,' he said coolly. 'Lashhigontacted the
marine radio operator at Nassau on the V.H.F. akddahim to pass
on a message to Grant to say that you're with nueveon't be

returning to Long Cay for a few days.'

'V.H.F.?' she queried in puzzlement.
‘Very High Frequency radio. | have one on board.’
‘Then couldn't | contact Dad on it and speak to?him

‘Not from here. The radio only has a range of abeahty-five miles

and we're further away from Nassau than that." &aecinto the
house. 'So you can put out of your mind any ideamight have of
radioing for help,' he went on in soft silky ton&&u're going to stay
with me and substitute for Nancy.'

‘And if | refuse?' she countered, her chin up,algh inwardly she
was uneasy and she stepped back from him cautjogklpncing
behind her and remembering what had happened tithédast time
she had backed away from him.

His eyes narrowed fractionally and their glanceebwver her
insolently, lingering on the shapeliness of heglteys fully revealed
by her brief panties before shifting to her face.

'If you don't your father will probably be out ofab,’ he said coldly.
'You ... you'd sack him?' she exclaimed.

'‘Not only sack him but also take him to court,dnawled.



‘But... but why? What has he done?' she gasped.

'His management of the hotel has been extremelfjareat,’ he said,
watching her closely.

‘Inefficiency isn't a crime,' she argued.
'It is when it shows up in the accounts,' he cawatelryly.
'l don't understand,' she muttered.

‘Someone has been embezzling money,' he went nd.ydu know
surely that your father's record isn't good in tiespect. He left his
last job under a cloud of suspicion.'

‘But it was only suspicion,' she said defensivédiyvasn't proved he'd
embezzled from the company which took over the Aigsd

‘Not proved, no,' he conceded. 'But the invesigativhich was
carried out showed he was the only person employeal had a
motive for embezzling. He'd run up some prettyttemning debts.’

'l know." She sighed and nodded. 'lt was becausklwh. She
became very ill while she was living out here, &atl took her to a
clinic in the States where he hoped she might bedcibhe was there
a long time and the bills were huge. Dad triedaise the money by
gambling at the Casino, but he only got into magbtdand then the
group that owned the Casino began to put the sqeuaehim and—'

'l know all that," he interrupted her harshly. 'Heft-soaped my
mother into offering him his present job by spirmthat yarn and by
reminding her that he and she came from the sawitoEngland.’

‘It wasn't a yarn—it was the truth,' she flaredr bges flashing
indignantly. '‘But | don't expect anyone like youwderstand,' she
went on scathingly, giving him a scornful look. e always had



plenty of money. You don't know what it's like tave@ someone you
love be very ill and not be able to afford the tneant they need. You
don't know what it's like either to be threatengdobwerful people
because you're powerful yourself and you aren'vali@mnding out
threats. You're threatening me now.’

"You're damned right | am,' he jeered, steppingato her. 'l warned
you you'd suffer if you interfered with me. Eithgyu substitute for
Nancy, become my pillow friend as you called it laght, or your

father goes to jail.’

‘You really mean it?' she gasped” backing off fi@m again and
colliding with one of the broken chairs which wéhne only items of
furniture left in the deserted shack. 'If | agree.1to be your mistress
you'll let Dad stay as manager of the hotel at LGag?'

'l really mean it,' he replied, stepping towards dugain.

'‘No, oh no, | couldn't do anything like that. | ¢anit. I... | ... don't
like you enough,' she cried, and grasping the brakeair tossed it in
his way and was off, running through the doorwaif asnning from

the devil.

The scrubby bushes of sage grazed her legs asushedrthrough
them and ran down to the beach. She couldn't makeh speed
because her feet kept sinking into the soft drglshnoking over her
shoulder, she saw Burt was following her, but hesmtarunning.
Hands in the pockets of his shorts, he was saagtatong with lazy
strides as if he had all the time in the world.

Charlotte slowed down. What was the use in runmihgn there was
nowhere to run to? There was no place where shigl ¢tode from

him on the whole of the island. And there was nawtan the wide
wide sea either. She was trapped with him in asdno created by



her own impulsive efforts to protect Nancy, butodty her father's
inability to pay his debts.

It would kill her father if he was taken to coumdaaccused of
embezzling. He would take his own life rather tldntime in jail.
Had Nancy known? Was that why she had been makirtg 8urt?
Had she hoped to divert him from his intentiondokstheir father?

By the time she reached the dinghy Burt had caugtwith her. He
brought the oars from behind a palm tree whereadeput them and
laid them in the small boat.

'‘Why did you run off like that?' he asked. 'What gou think | was
going to do?'

You know," she retorted, flinging round to facenhand to her inner
mortification he laughed at her.

'‘But the place and the time were both wrong,' hd, daughter

lingering in his eyes and making them sparkle. u8&dn should be
pleasurable not only for the seducer but also lfer $educed. It
shouldn't be hurried or skimped in any way.' Helhea out suddenly
and grasped a handful of the loose wet T-shirtveai® wearing and
no matter how she tried to hang back she was diaexorably

towards him. 'You see, | don't know you very weig' continued
softly, putting his face so close to hers she ctesdlhis breath warm
on her cheek and see tiny white lines etched byduurfanning out

from the corners of his eyes. '‘And so | have td bat first how much
you know or don't know about making love. My guésshat you

know very little.'

'‘Making love?' she jeered scornfully, looking righto his eyes,
although being so close to him was making her $bg&e in the most
peculiar way. "There's nothing loving about what yatend to do to
me or about what you intended to do to Nancy. Yanitdove her and



you don't love me. In fact | would be surprisegati have it in you to
love anyone but yourself. Self-gratification isydlu're interested in.
Now let go of me!'

She kicked at him, but only succeeded in stubbgrgoiig toe on his

hard shin. So she brought her knee up and at the 8me clawed at
his face. Gasping with pain, he let go of her amel ook off again.

But she didn't get very far. Big hands caught atwwegst and she was
thrown to the ground, all the breath being shakgrobher. He was

on top of her at once, grasping her wrists andasjing her arms out
on either side. Both breathing heavily, they glaatedach other.

'‘Brute!' she seethed.
'Hellcat!" he rasped between taut lips.
'‘Get off!" Charlotte tried to twist from under tiveight of his body.

‘Not until I've made you pay for what you just didlon't like being
kneed in the groin or having my face scratchedreterted, and the
glitter in his eyes frightened her.

‘And | don't like being tossed about like a ragl.dém not a
possession of yours!' she hissed.

'‘Not yet, but you're going to be, that is if yoalhg care about your
father's peace of mind," he drawled threateningly.

Too late she tried to twist her head sideways.lids claimed hers
and the weight of him flattened her against the ¢udrse sand.
Escape was impossible.

Warm and surprisingly gentle were his lips movimgiast hers in
subtle invitation and the stubble of his beardl&adkher chin and her
cheek. He let go of one of her wrists and shehislfingertips at her
throat, his thumb moving tantalisingly over thedenhollow behind



her ear. From between their thick gold- tipped éaslihis eyes
watched her narrowly as his tongue flickered pratiwely along the
tight line of her lips.

‘Nice," he murmured, lifting his head. He traceel shape of her lips
with a forefinger. 'Sweet, cool and innocent. Téaghthem to

respond with passion is going to be interesting stirdulating,’ he
added tauntingly.

'I'll never respond to you,' she retorted gaspingly
'‘No?' The lift of his eyebrows mocked her. 'Wegésabout that.'

Strong and brown, his muscular hands curved alerutlce, making
it impossible for her to move her head. They pre@$sed against her
cheeks, making her lips pout and part involuntaltilige emeralds set
in a golden mask his eyes glittered with greendind his lips were
slightly parted to show the-sigy whiteness of his teeth and the tiy
of his tongue.

The wanton expression on his face aroused stramgmitipe
sensations within her which seemed to colil in a ledahe pit of her
stomach. Her breasts swelled and tautened, achirig ttouched.
Alarmed by these reactions over which she seemebdat@ no
control, Charlotte closed her eyes tightly so #ie couldn't see him
any more. At once the heat of his mouth pressenhsigaers again.

She tried to resist by stiffening all over. There semembered her
father. For his sake she would have to make sonuev sbf
responding. Slowly, tentatively she pursed her, lijg$ting them
quiver against the ones which were tempting thenon&e all kinds
of new feelings invaded her body and under the bihits it seemed
to become like molten wax taking the imprint of msculinity
through the thin scanty clothing she was weariig. Bas lost, at his
mercy, and there wasn't anything she could do about



At last Burt moved and rolled away from her. Throdngr lashes she
watched him rise lazily to his feet.

‘Time for breakfast,’” he announced coolly, and wemtards the
dinghy.

Charlotte lay still, one arm across her eyes. Gibgn she was
shielding them from the brilliant sunshine whichsa@uring down
on her, but in fact she was hiding the tears whiaeld brimmed
suddenly. Burt had only kissed her, but the wayhhd done it,
arrogantly and against her will, made her feelfashe had been
violated in every part of her being. He had domaething she had
always vowed she would never let a man do. He d&leshtsomething
from her she hadn't wanted to give. Hate for himged up, white-
hot, within her. Never would she forgive him for atthe had just
done. Never.



CHAPTER THREE

AcRossclear, sun-glittered water the white dinghy bobisexivly
and rhythmically. Oars creaked in the rowlocks. &¥abppled under
the bow. Seated in the stern Charlotte watcheduigsbof water
sparkle as they dripped from oar-blades every timeg were lifted
out of the water, aware all the time that facing & he was, sitting
on the centre thwart, Burt was watching her asoed.

Beyond the shape diVhite Cockatoahe sea was wide, flat and
empty. They were alone, far away from anywherefas@way she
could imagine that the rest of the world didn'tséxihat he was the
only man and she was the only woman who were afidam and
Eve trapped together in a tropical paradise. Remnseimip what had
happened to them, Charlotte shifted uneasily orthivart rocking
the boat.

'Sit stilll" Burt's voice crackled like a whip asstie flinched. 'And in
the middle of the thwart,' he went on. 'You'll up8e trim of the
dinghy if you don't.'

Offended by his bullying tone, she flicked a glaatd&im. Sunlight

gilded his shoulders and slanted across the hareepland angles of
his face. His eyes held a cold calculating expogsas he considered
her, at odds with the faint smile which turned hp torners of his
mouth.

How many days would he keep her with him? As loagt aleased
him to stay at sea, she supposed. Or as longfasihé her company
stimulating.

Her cheeks flamed suddenly. She wasn't so innauemaive not to
understand what he had implied. To a man like whmpse appetite
had possibly become jaded by the attentions of keageable



experienced women, trying to arouse response imwakward,
inexperienced virgin like herself might prove todtenulating.

Her hands clenched on her bare knees and she ghmsneeth in

vexation. How was she going to avoid him in theseloonfines of the
yacht? She would have to find some way to escape fne ultimate
humiliation of being kissed and caressed by hinil bet own desires
were so roused she would be able to do nothingyimet in to his

demands.

The dinghy nudged quietly against the hull White Cockatoo.
Within die shadow of the yacht the water was a disal green in
which the reflection of the boat shimmered whitel ayold. Burt
shipped the oars and held on to a small ladderhwimg over the
side.

‘Up you get," he ordered.

Charlotte climbed the ladder, stepped through aenimg in the
lifelines and into the cockpit. Without looking bett her she made
for the main cabin. Going into the bathroom, slusetl the door and
locked it There at least she was safe and couliy leerself.

Removing the damp T-shirt, she towelled her almirst body
completely dry, watching herself in the mirror. l&m was coloured
mostly a warm nut brown except where she had woswiansuit
when windsurfing. There it gleamed like ivory. T¢entrast seemed
to accentuate the slenderness of her waist andutimess of her
pink-tipped uptilted breasts.

Why was she studying herself so closely? she weageneeting the
surprised gaze of her slightly up- slanted darkwioreeyes in the
mirror. What was she expecting to find? The impahBurt's body
on hers? She leaned forward, fingers going tohreat where he had
touched it and then to her mouth. Her lips trembl@dly on the



fullness of her lower hp had he left a mark, a $maifplish bruise,
and the sight of it made her shake with fury.

Although her nylon panties in which she had swumevwadmost dry
the T-shirt was too wet to put on. So what shotlel wear? Where
were her bodice and skirt? Last time she had $esn they had been
rolling about on the floor of the cockpit where $tesl dropped them
last night.

She would have to find them, but she couldn't wegil go about the
boat like she was. Taking a towel, she tied it atblerself under the
armpits, then opened the bathroom door and stepgatbusly into
the cabin. From the galley came the sizzling saafhtdacon frying.
The smell of it was mouth-watering and she lickedIlps hungrily.

She looked round the cabin. Her clothes werentieth®lowly she
advanced to the galley and looked in. Burt waststein front of the
cooker turning the bacon over in the pan.

‘Do you know what happened to the clothes | wagiwgdast night?'
Charlotte asked.

He turned to look at her, his glance sliding over lare shoulders.
'l hung them to dry on the lifelines this mornirttg' replied curtly.

‘Thank you.' She was frigidly polite, and that wasv she intended to
be, she thought to herself, as she went up on aedkunpegged the
white bodice and long cotton skirt from the lifegwhere Burt had
put them. She would be polite but definitely capleaking only when
he spoke to her, if then, and he would find justvhm-stimulating
and dull she could be and he wouldn't want hetap with him any
more. He'd be glad to take her back to New Prowden

Back in the bathroom she dressed in the almost d
slightly-sticky-with-salt clothes. The long skirtagn't suitable wear



for a yacht, but it was better than wearing Bydans again. She
didn't want to wear anything of his again. She didmant to be near
him or have him near her. She hated him!

When she had dressed she opened the small tgilebatd in search
of a comb. The cupboard shelves were full of varidoilet
necessities, mostly male—after-shave lotion with nausky
sense-stirring tang to it, shaving cream, talcurwger, antiseptic
cream, sun-tan lotion. There were some female B#&iEss t00:
deodorant cream, a small phial of heady perfumeleexce that she
wasn't the only woman who had sailed aboarditdte Cockatoo.

Tugging at her tangled salt-caked curls with theleshe had found,
taking as long as she could, putting off havingetoirn to the cabin,
Charlotte thought up more ways in which to keeptBtia distance.

Wearing the skirt would help. While she was dredldeasl this he
wouldn't ask her to help him sail the yacht. Anywagything he
asked her to do she would refuse, whether it wa&ing, washing
up, helping to put up sails or sheeting them ircabise to do what he
asked would be to admit he was in command andstietvas willing
to obey his orders. And once she had admittechéhatould have no
hesitation in taking advantage of her.

She put the comb back in the cupboard and tookhaulipstick she
found there. The colour was familiar, a light cim@an which Nancy
was fond of using. She smoothed it on her lipsoltered the bruise
adequately. As she was returning the lipstick te tupboard,
knuckles rapped sharply on the door, startling serthat her hand
shook, knocking against the bottle of deodorantcivtiell against
another bottle and everything fell out of the cugnlolointo the wash
basin with a clatter.

'‘Breakfast is ready and on the table,' Burt caledugh the door.



Charlotte pushed everything back into the cupboelased it and

turned to the bathroom door. For a moment shedteditas a new
idea flashed into her mind. Maybe she should refoigat, conduct a
hunger strike. That was how prisoners who didket their conditions

managed to blackmail the prison authorities, wath$he could stay
in here, locked in, and tell Burt she refused tmemut or to eat until
he took her back to her father.

But she didn't think she could start a hunger stright now. She was
too weak with hunger already. Later, if all herathuses failed, she
would try it, although she had a feeling he wouldai his way into

the bathroom if she refused to leave it and woetifther forcibly if

she refused to eat.

He was already sitting at the teakwood table irsédeon and eating.
Charlotte slid into the settee berth where shedtek the previous
night behind the place he had set for her. As a®lihe bacon there
were three pancakes, golden brown and fluffy—the best thing to
waffles, she thought as she helped herself to ibatté syrup. Light
as air, they melted in the mouth.

He didn't need either Nancy or herself to cookhfar if this meal was
a sample of what he could do, her thoughts racedSbe sent a
surreptitious glance in his direction. In fact sloeibted if he needed a
woman for company at all except for one obviousoea

He looked up suddenly and their eyes met acrossitihe briefly and
warily. His glance drifted down to her clothing. hout saying
anything he stood up and went forward past therbath to the small
cabin in the bow of the boat. When he came back® carrying
strips of black material in his hand. He tossedrttdown on the
settee berth beside her.

"You might find that useful,' he said, and begapitk up his empty
plate and coffee mug.



‘Whose is it?' she asked, glancing with distasteeablack bikini.

'I'm not sure. It could belong to my cousin BerniSée left several
things on board after she and her husband usetaaefor their
honeymoon. On the other hand it could belong todjaBhe came
sailing with us a couple of times the week befast.|

'‘Us?' Charlotte queried.

‘Stacey, Clarke and me. Stacey is my sister and€ls her husband,
in case you're interested,' he replied dryly. 'Bod'll find a bikini
more comfortable to wear during the heat of thethayn what you're
wearing right now. Useful if you want to go swimmiar snorkelling
too.’

'I'm not going to wear it,' she retorted, givingnha defiant glare.

'So, please yourself,' he replied with an indiffgérghrug. 'I'm going
to swab down the decks now,' he added, and goimgigh to the
galley he put his dishes in the sink before goipgn deck.

She-supposed he expected her to clear her dishgwedfble and to
wash up—but she wasn't going to, thought Chartettelliously. She
was going to do nothing, absolutely nothing. Welle might read a
book.

There was a good selection of paperbacks in thkdase at the end
of the berth as well as some hardback books abaciiting. She

selected two of the thickest paperbacks and higcamher skirt with

one hand went up to the cockpit.

The vinyl cover of the long cushion on the coclgaat was so hot it
burned through the thin stuff of her skirt. Strémchher legs along the
seat, she rested her back against the bulkheadwsbported the
cabin roof. Sunshine hot as molten gold poured downto her
unprotected head and shoulders.



She opened one of the books and began to read.

After turning several pages she decided the stoagn very

interesting, so she tossed it aside and turnethtwg at the foredeck
to see what Burt was doing. Wearing a broad-brimfabdamian

straw hat and a thin long-sleeved white shirt aggution, he was
scrubbing the decks of the boat with a long-hantledh.

For a while she watched him, admiring, althoughdiba't realise it,
the way in which he worked. She hadn't thought heuld/
condescend to do such mundane jobs as washing dedksking
meals. Since he was so wealthy he could affordijgl@y someone to
do that. She knew in fact that he did employ a Baha boy to look
after the yacht while it was at the Long Cay maand had seen the
boy swilling the decks and polishing the bright lwd8he supposed
he wasn't on board because Burt hadn't wanteddagarty present to
observe his seduction of Nancy.

Turning her back to the sun again, Charlotte fraha®she picked up
the other book. She turned several pages but cbuluircentrate, too
aware of Burt as he cleaned the cockpit deck aridebed by the

knowledge that he wouldn't have had to seduceisigrsNancy had

been willing to meet him more than half way."

He must believe then that she was like Nancy, ngliand ready to
submit to any attentions he might decide to show Well, he was
going to find out just how different she was, sleved. He was
going to find out that Charlotte Mason didn't subtaiany man, no
matter how attractive he was. Her glance went sayswo him and
flinched away again as she admitted wryly to hétbelt physically
he was everything she had ever admired in the depsex.

He went below and she tried to read again. Evergtlwas baking
under the heat of the sun's rays, including heraetf she would soon



have to move— either go down below or find anotipdsce
somewhere on deck where there was shade.

'If you're going to sit out wear this,' Burt spdikeside her, and she
looked up to find him holding a wide- brimmed hadde from lacy
straw. Without waiting for her to take it he cramdniedown on her
head. 'Now turn round so | can see your back,rtiered.

Why?'

'So | can put some protective lotion on your sherdd he replied. 'If
they're not burning already they soon will be. Amdi should wear
sun-glasses.’

'I'll put the lotion on,' she said, reaching foe tiottle of sun-tan oil in
his hand.

‘You can't put it on your back. Turn round.'
‘No!*

‘Okay, I'll do it the way you are.' Kneeling downrg tipped some of
the brown oil on the palm of his hand and slappexhiher nearest
shoulder. She winced and sat up straight. At oecbdnd slid round
to her back above the low line of her bodice.

With long slow strokes of his hard fingers and pakrsmoothed the
oil into her skin. The strokes became slower andentaressing.
Fingertips lingered tantalisingly at the nape of heck, sending
tingles down her spine. She turned her head te giianim and found
his face on a level with hers, very close, therclegges of mouth and
chin blurred by golden beard stubble, the greeis égdf-shut, their
expression suggestive.

‘And now your front,’ he murmured, leaning backhis heels and
tipping more oil on the palm of his hand.



"'l do that myself,' she snapped, and tried tatcm the bottle from
him, but he put his hand behind his back and befbescould move
he placed the palm he had covered with lotion ajduar chest.

She sat stiffly while he smoothed the lotion o, faee averted. This
time his fingertips lingered in the tender hollovehind her
collarbone, sending more swift shivers racing aldi@y nerves.
Gritting her teeth, Charlotte tried not to showtthé touch was
affecting her.

His hand moved away and she was just going to réaxking he
had finished, when she felt his fingers smoothirgyeoil over the
swell of her breasts above the edge of the lowsodice. Swallowing
hard, she closed her eyes tightly, willing hersedft to react.
Reaction, response of any sort was what he wamted her, she
warned herself. It would give him an opportunitygminto action as
he had done on the beach. At all costs she muptdtdeand silent,
pretending she was indifferent.

Suddenly she felt the softness of hair lappingtherat and chin and
the pricking of beard brisdes against her chestt'8lips seared the
.hollow at the base of her throat in a tauntings kamd pangs of
pleasure needled through her. Charlotte jerked backy from him
and raised a hand to swipe at his cheek, but halneedy on his feet,
dancing away from her.

Wide and white, his grin mocked her before he tdrmeay and went
down into the stern cabin.

Her hands shaking, red outrage storming throughdher picked up
the bottle of sun lotion and gathering up the leoghion on which
she had been lying went on to the foredeck. Therkegps she would
be out of his way! But hardly had she settled ddwrhe on her
stomach with her head pillowed on her arms tharhshed the pad of
his feet coming along the deck.



‘Would you like to go snorkelling?' he asked.

'‘No, thank you." She spoke coldlfRefuse—refuse anything he
suggestsshe reminded herse#fyen though you would love to go an
would like nothing better than to float and drifréugh the warm
silky water and visit the gardens of the sea.

‘You'd like it," he said. 'The underwater shapethefcoral and the
colours are fascinating and there are all sortBsbfto watch. We
might be able to spear some groper for supper beataconch to
make a salad.'

Charlotte knew he had sat down on the deck besd&ddcause his
bare leg brushed against hers. She shifted stgatthithe mattress
away from him and the next instant was clenchinghaads in an
effort not to cry out as his fingertips trailed idately yet intimately
down the hollow of her spine.

'l don't want to go with you,' she said clearly @ottlly.

'‘Because you would have to wear a bikini belongioaganother
woman?' he asked jeeringly.

‘No.'
‘Sulking?'
‘Why should | sulk?'

‘Most children do when they don't get enough attentr can't do
what they want to do.'

I'm not a child!’

‘Then stop behaving like one. Relax and enjoy yatir$Ve could
have fun snorkelling together.'



‘No.'
'Frightened?"
‘Of snorkelling?’
'‘No—of me."

Irritated by the taunting accusation, Charlottsediher head to look
at him and immediately wished she hadn't, becaeseds lying very
close to her, completely naked except for the swimgrbriefs he was
wearing. Stark white, they sat low on his lean f@ipd clung closely,
disguising nothing of what they concealed. His lagse stretched
wide apart and r his hands were under his headostipg it. From
beneath lazily drooping lids his shimmering eyantgd at her and
his mouth was curved into a suggestive smile.

Away from his face her glance strayed again, takinghe raw
sensuality of his firmly muscled torso and limbkeathed as they
were in glowing hair-crisped sun-bronzed skin. Nsrtingled in the
pit of her stomach and the palms of her handsdkchet to slap him
but to caress him. A longing to stroke his thighd then the smooth
skin over his flat stomach shuddered through henfhead to foot.
God, she had never felt like this about any maorgef

Rolling away from him, she sat up suddenly, hunghier knees up
and wrapping her arms about them, burying her tacéhem, not
wanting to see him, afraid of seeing him, afraitb@ihg close to him.

‘Well, are you?' he prompted softly.
'‘No, I'm not!" she raised her head to snap at him.

‘Then why don't you do what you want to do?' hegested.



'‘Want to do?' she repeated, giving him a quick gganver her
shoulder. He was still lying back watching her inatt lazy
knowledgeable way. 'What do | want to do?' she deled, looking
away, becoming very interested suddenly in the \aeyond the bow
of the boat of the smooth blue windless water dedstunted palm
trees of the island.

‘You want to touch me,' Burt suggested softly.

'l do not!" she denied hotly, but her cheeks flameztlas she realised
he had noticed how she had looked at him. 'How eitext you are to
believe that,' she accused scornfully.

He jack-knifed suddenly into a sitting positionteat he was close to
her again. Her heart racing, she kept her eyese/@hen he slid his
fingers about one of her wrists to lift her hanahfrher knee.

‘There's nothing to be ashamed of,' he said pavalasLovemaking
is an affair for two, after all, an exchange ofessmes between two
people who are attracted to each other, a natuagloi expressing
that attraction. Let me show you how.'

'‘No!" Charlotte snatched her hand from his graspnbt attracted to
you. | hate you!

Leaping to her feet, she ran along the deck, baidgin't get very far
because he was right behind her and putting hid barmer shoulders
he spun her round to face him.

'What's the matter with you?' he demanded, scovdown his long
straight nose at her. 'Has some guy scared yoonad $ime? Is that
why you freeze up?'

'Oh, you'd like that to be the reason why | daké {/ou to touch me,
wouldn't you?' she retorted, twitching her showddege of his grasp.
'If | admitted that it would make you feel bett&¥ou're not used to



being refused by a woman, are you? So you havedaffault in that
woman. No man has scared me. I'm just not like Manthose other
women who fawn on you, that's all. You've assurhatilbecause she
and they like to paw you I'm the same. But I'm naton't want to
touch you and | don't want to be touched by you,ede you hear?
Even if you are rich and my father's future isauyhands.' She lifted
her eyes to look at him and the expression of gpelul amusement on
his face irritated her further. 'I'm not going te blackmailed into
making love with you!" she seethed.

Dodging past him, she padded along the side-dexkglet flinching

from contact with the burning hot surface, sweatking out on her
skin as she hurried in the heat of mid-afternobmduld be best to
get out of the sun, she thought. Staying out only weakened the
resistance. Yes, that was what was wrong withTtee.hours spentin
the hot tropical sunshine were melting away heibitibns so that
she was becoming more and more aware of thingafipegtaled to the
senses, a dangerous state to be in when coopetthis yacht with a
man like Burt Sharaton.

He was close behind her when she reached the ¢odtlquking
round, she noticed two long winch handles hangmghie rack
specially made for them. On impulse she pulledarteem out and
when she felt Burt's hands at her waist she swangd, backed off
and brandished the shining stainless steel handiliena

'If you try to touch me again, if you come any regalll hit you with
this!" she threatened wildly.

He stood still. Hands on his hips, he glanced athidndle. Then he
looked right into her eyes and his eyes sparkled grieen light as he
laughed at her.

'l can see you're very unlike Nancy,' he drawleckimaly. 'She
would never think of resisting any attentions.' Iidd out a hand.



'‘Give it to me,' he ordered- 'A winch in the wrdmgnds can cause a
lot of damage.’

‘No. | mean what | say, and if you come any neardry to take it
from me I'll hit you,' she said breathlessly.

'l don't think you will," he retorted. 'But we'lban find out if you will
because I'm coming nearer, much nearer. You se®yhd have a
great desire to kiss you again.’

A hand reached out for the handle to take it frandnd he stepped
forward. She avoided his hand by swinging her apmnholding the

handle high behind her head. Watching him as heoapgphed she had
no idea where she was going and collided with thelgess steel

pedestal on which the compass and wheel were nbuidéed, she
staggered. The smooth steel slipped in her swettiwgers and the

winch handle flew out of her hand striking Burt the side of the

head before it fell to the deck. He staggered latk a hand to his

head. Between his fingers dark red blood begaeédp.s

For a horrified second Charlotte stood rooted ¢osjot. Then seeing
him sway she rushed forward and flung her arms tiouand held
him up.

'Oh, please don't pass out,' she urged. 'I'm shirrythe handle flew
out of my hand.' Burt's face was ashen, his eye® wkwsed and
blood was trickling slowly down his cheek from aglyugash above
his left temple. 'Burt, what shall | do?' she wieisdl holding him
closer. 'Tell me, please!

‘Just hold on to me for a bit longer, while | gatthey wits together,’
he muttered. 'Is the wound deep? Can you see it?'

'l think it needs stitching,' she said, nervingse#frto peer closely at
the bloody hole. '"We should get help. Perhaps uf gédd me how to



use the V.H.F. | could get in touch with an air-geacue team
somewhere and they could bring a doctor out.'

‘We're not radioing for help,' he said, pushing é&eny. 'I'll have a
look at it in the bathroom mirror.'

She followed him down the companionway into thembin and
leaned in the doorway of the bathroom to watch Bxamine the
reflection of the wound in the mirror.

'I'll survive without stitches and without a dogtdre said coolly. 'I'll
wash it and you can cover it with an antisepticsdireg. You'll find
the first aid box in the middle locker over the tpgide bunk in the
cabin.’

It was pleasantly cool in the cabin owing to thaudyht of air wafting
between the hatches and the big ventilators. Bytithe she had
found the first aid kit Burt had come into the ¢abnd had sat down
on one of the settee bunks. Following his curtrutions Charlotte
made a thick pad from cotton wool, smeared it \@tkibiotic cream
and put it over the cleaned wound. He held theipathce while she
opened a packet of sterile gauze squares. Shenputfdhe squares
over the cotton wool pad and fixed it in positionthwstrips of
sticking plaster.

'Is any blood showing through?' he asked.
‘No. Does it hurt?'
‘Throbs a bit and my headhgginning to ache.’

‘Then you should he down and rest. Perhaps youdteke some of
these.' She held up a phial of aspirins. He agieetake some and she
fetched him a glass of water. She sat down on tther Gettee berth
opposite to him and watched him anxiously as hdlswad three of
the pills.



'There'll be a bad scar when it heals if it istittsed,’ she said.

‘Then it'll be something for "me to remember youitbyhe years to
come,’ Burt retorted as he swung his legs up obuhn& and propped
his shoulders against the bookcase. 'A mementweaxciting time |

went sailing with a hellcat for company,' he dradyovocatively.

'l feel so awful about it," she whispered. '‘Buivds your fault,’ she
added defiantly. 'If you hadn't wanted your own saymuch. If you
hadn't come nearer and tried to take the handie fme it wouldn't
have happened.’

'l realise that,' he said dryly. 'And if you realant to play Truth and
Consequence you could go back further than thayoilf hadn't
interfered in my affairs | wouldn't have been salmayou last night.
| wouldn't have kidnapped you and brought you awidit me.' He
gave her a glinting malevolent glance. 'l guesbednioment | met
you what you're like,” he went on acidly. "You'resalf-willed,

self-righteous do-gooder. An interfering busybody aggressive
know- it-all. And as you've just shown, you're extiely violent.'

'I'm not, I'm not! I've never hurt anyone in myelifi hate violence of
any sort,' she protested, and seeing scepticisamgie his eyes she
groaned and clasped her head in her hands. 'Gin't khow what
came over me. | didn't intend to hit you, just syop from coming
nearer. | didn't think you would persist.’

‘You know what came over you all right,' said Bars, mouth curling
in a bitter grimace. 'You were defending your werdand quite
rightly so, too. But next time you want to hit me itl with your fist.
It's just as effective but less damaging.'

He slid open the door of one of the lockers butibithe curving wall
of the yacht's huh beside him. The opening revealemv of liquor
bottles held in a wooden rack to prevent them fifatiing about



when the yacht was sailing. He took one of thelé®tlown, found a
glass in the next locker and placed them both ernahle. He twisted
the top off the bottle of tawny liquor and pouregeserous measure
into the glass and drank half of it.

'‘But there won't be a next time,' said Charlottatohing uneasily as
he set the open bottle down again and drank oft wiaa left in the
glass.

'‘What makes you think that?' he asked, fillingdlaess again. 'I'm not
a person who gives up easily.'

'‘But ... but ... surely you don't want me to stathwou after what's
just happened,' she argued.

Burt drank again and gave her a narrowed glittelong.

'l admit you've slowed me down for the time beimgf, don't think for
one moment anything has changed,' he replied codlbu're still
substituting for Nancy and if you don't oblige Fllin your father.
Would you like a drink?"'

'‘What is it?'
'‘Bourbon whisky.'

'‘No, thank you. And you shouldn't be drinking, eitiNot after being
hurt and not after taking aspirins. ..’

‘Afraid I'll get drunk?' he jeered, and finishindnat was in his glass
poured more liquor into it. As he set the bottlevdoon the table
Charlotte reached across and took hold of it intentb take it to the
galley and pour the contents down the sink ouflietince his fingers
curled about the neck of the bottle and he jerk&dm her hand.



'If | want to get drunk I'll damned well get druhkke rasped at her,
and she sprang instantly to her feet. 'Now wheeshéll are you
going?' he barked.

‘Up on deck,' she replied. 'l don't have to siteh&atching you get
stoned out of your mind if | don't want to.'

'Sit down,' ordered Burt, half rising to his feet.
Across the table they glared at each other in tebaftwills.

'‘No!" Charlotte jutted her chin at him defianti@nly if you stop
drinking that stuff. Oh, | guessed too what yolike as soon as | met
you,' she went on scornfully. "You want your ownyvedl the time.
You're wilful, domineering—and you must have bepails by your
parents from the time you were born!

'If you knew my father you wouldn't say that,' redstautly. 'He

brought me up to fight for anything | wanted.' Hepped round the
table towards her and added silkily, 'Are you gotogsit down,

Charlie? Or am | going to make you?"'

'I might sit down if you ask me differently,' sheuntered, backing
away. 'l don't like being bullied."

His eyes gleamed dangerously and his mouth tighteftgen to her
surprise and relief he turned away and sat dowimaga

'‘Okay," he drawled, and a swift smile changed &t f lighting it up
and softening it. 'Dear Charlotte, please will yomdescend to take a
seat?' he murmured, mockingly polite. 'It's timetal&ed about this
situation into which you've landed yourself by nféeging in my
concerns.'

Glancing warily at him, nibbling at her lower Ufhesslid on to the
opposite berth again. Half-empty glass in his hawt swung his



legs up on to the settee and once more proppeshbidders against
the bookcase,

'l could sue you, you know,"' he remarked.
'‘For what?' she challenged.
'For assault and damages.'

'‘But | didn't hit you. It was an accident. I'vedojou already, the
handle slipped out of my hand.’

‘That's your story. Mine would be different,’ hawted. 'l could say
you threatened me and carried out your threat.’

'‘And | could say I did it in self-defence becauea were intending to
rape me,' she retorted spiritedly.

'l was not,' he countered sharply, glaring at 8&duce you perhaps,
but not rape you. There is a difference.’

'l could say you kidnapped me and were going taeoyour
attentions on me against my will, and I'm sure yawldn't like that
to be splashed all across the newspapers,' Clearégitied acidly. 'It
wouldn't do your reputation any good at all, sah'tl believe you'll
be suing me for anything.'

Burt tilted the glass to his mouth and drained.he set it down on
the table he looked across at her and grinned.

‘You don't scare easily, | give you that," he obsér 'And you're
quite right—I won't be suing you. There were nonegses to the
incident, so | doubt if any lawyer would take tfase. | mentioned it
merely as another warning to you before your foolimpetuous
behaviour gets you into more trouble.' His eyesaveed and their
glinting glance roved over her face, then over e shoulders. 'l



find it hard to believe you and Nancy are sistés continued softly.
'You have nothing in common.' He picked up thelb@hd splashed
more whisky in the glass. 'She's far from virtublis,sneered.

‘That isn't true,’ Charlotte protested hotly.He kta swallow of
whisky and gave her a pitying glance from undewfrimg eyebrows.

"You may think you've protected her from me and/enéed her from

ruining her marriage, but she'll find another logeon enough,' he
said jeeringly. "Your Nancy is promiscuous andwwotth the risk you

took on her behalf.’

'‘No, she isn't, she isn't,' she argued.
‘And | tell you she is.'

‘You're just saying that to excuse your own lecheioehaviour,' she
flared. 'No nice man would have agreed to take whatoffered you
knowing she was already married.'

'l can't honestly say I've ever aimed to be a "nican,' he said with
some amusement. 'And | don't happen to have icerwatmy veins.

From the first time | met her when | arrived in Igp@ay a few weeks
ago Nancy has flaunted her not inconsiderable chatme and has
made sure | knew she'd be available if | wanted her

'‘Oh no!" whispered Charlotte, shaking her heaaafistully.
'Oh yes,' he mocked softly.

'It would be because she was frightened,' she mqulalefensively.

'You must have frightened her when you told herweute suspicious
of Dad. She'd be afraid to offend you by refusimgld as you asked.
You see, she'd know what a scandal of that sortdv@daito him.'

With a frown between his eyebrows he studied hér slitted eyes.



‘But | didn't tell Nancy anything about my suspr@goconcerning
Grant,' he said quietly. 'She offered to become migtress
unconditionally, the Sunday night before | left tbe States. | said I'd
think about it and let her know. The note | serttéo on my return to
Long Cay was my answer. I'd decided to take heyawt me for a
week to find out if | wanted her in such a semirpanent
arrangement.’ His mouth twisted. 'Unless—and itssible, |
suppose—unless your father put her up to it andwvgtsegoing to try
and blackmail me into agreeing to turn a blind ®yhis inefficiency
by withholding her favours.'

‘My father would never do anything like that. Nevshe protested
stormily. 'If he'd asked Nancy to blackmail youoingiving him

another chance he wouldn't have agreed to cable,LNlancy's
husband, asking ,him to fly out here immediatelystop her from
making a fool of herself over you, would he?' shallenged.

'He did that?' Surprise lilted in his voice.

‘Yes, when | told him how worried | was about thaywshe was
behaving with you at the airport and in the cardhg you met me.'

'‘Busybody," he jeered.
'l did it for the best, and Luke has a right to Wwrio

'‘Oh, sure,' he mocked. The expression of cynicisgpdned in his
face. 'What's her husband like? Long- sufferirigpét.' He poured
more whisky into his glass.

'‘He's much nicer than you are,' she taunted.
‘Granted.’

'He's kind and considerate, hard-working—and hedavancy very
much.’



'He'd need to love her very much to forgive herasamal lapses
from fidelity,' he sneered.

'l don't see how she could possibly prefer yourtm'fCharlotte jibed.

'It sounds as if you'd really like him to be yowrsband instead of
hers,' he suggested dryly. "You should have letcbare away with
me and then he could have divorced her for infigednd married
you.'

'Oh, really, how did you get to be so cynical?'

'‘Experience of people. It's something you don'tehewich of,' he
drawled. 'So you don't want Nancy's husband?"

'Of course | don't. | like Luke, but | don't lové) and | couldn't
marry or live with a man | don't love.’

'‘Ha!' Burt's crack of laughter was sardonic. 'Yeerm to be hung up
on that word love.' He drained the glass againatiakes you think
love has anything to do with marriage?'

‘Everything. And you should know. You've been neatri
‘Who told you that?' His voice and glance were ghar

‘My father. Your mother told him you'd been marraett your wife
and your child had died in some sort of accident.’

He was silent, staring broodingly at the empty gliashis hand, his
face a hard pale mask beneath the strands of amdvhich had
fallen forward over his forehead. When he lookedhgexpression
in his eyes chilled her to the marrow.

‘My marriage to Beverly Chilton was a businessrageament and had
nothing to do with either of us being in love wéach other,' he said



In frost-bitten tones. He paused, then added owaditter voice, "It
was hell from start to finish.' He broke off, shduk head from side
to side, winced and touched the plaster on his .h€&xatl, | feel
rotten!" he muttered, and added with a grunt ofghaer, 'Like
someone had given me a crack on the head withra iblstrument.’

'l told you you shouldn't drink so much whisky," alotte chided
him, although she was suddenly very concerned alboot

Supposing the winch handle had done more damadentahan
either of them had realised? 'Burt, don't you thirgkshould radio for
help?' she whispered, reaching across the tabléoacting his arm.

He opened his eyes and looked at her from benleatshtadow of his
hand.

'‘No,' he said forcibly.
‘But you might be hurt more than we realise,’ sigeed.

Burt studied her face narrowly for a few seconde&nt pushing
against the table he lunged to his feet.

'I'll be fine once I've had a sleep,' he murmutiéd.going to he down
in the after-cabin. It sounds as if a breeze isvlvig up, so you might
check the anchors occasionally. There are two ecdise coral sand
makes a poor holding ground. If the winds gets s&igng and one of
the anchors drags—comes out of the sand—wake mwilliou,
please.'

He went through the galley and she heard the- dbitre stern cabin
click shut. Picking up the cap off the whisky bettthe screwed it on.
She put the bottle away in its slot in the cupbaard took the empty
glass to the galley. The dishes from breakfast wBigrt had cleared
from the table were still in the sink unwashed.Wtsigh Charlotte
pumped water into the sink and began to wash them.



When the dishes had been washed, dried and putsheastimbed up
into the cockpit to look at the weather. While simel Burt had been
down below a bank of grey clouds had rolled ovee #ky,
obliterating the sun. Wind was whining in the riggiand the sea
which had been so blue and flat was grey and chojyite
Cockatocsidled uneasily on the small waves which rippleass the
bay and tugged at her anchor warps.

Charlotte's thin skirt flattened against her legslae leaned into the
breeze and she went to the bow of the boat andetbaown.
Although disturbed the water was still clear and sbuld see the
stock of an anchor where it was lying on the bottdhe flukes of it
seemed to be firmly bedded in the coral sand ofbtitcom. For a
while she stood watching it until she was quiteestite bobbing
movements of the yacht were not going to pull it ou

The halliards slapped with a tinkling sound agaitits# metal
mainmast as the wind blew a little harder and aflof raindrops
pattered across the deck. Turning, Charlotte hadilveeck along to the
cockpit. She pulled the cover over the hatchwaheftern cabin and
going down the main companionway backwards shegtlie cover
over that hatchway.

As she stood hesitantly at the bottom of the congravay
wondering what else she should do to make sureydabbt would
remain dry below while the rain poured down shegbasight of the
chart table on the other side of the companionveayhe galley.
Going round to it, she looked down at the chartovhay open on it.

It took a while for her to adjust to looking at thmap of the sea and
islands, but gradually she began to understan8hé found New
Providence and then the Exumas. Which one of thaincof many
small islands wa$Vhite Cockato@nchored opposite? She realise
she had no idea because Burt hadn't told her iteerend although
she could see pencil lines drawn on the map witihbars written



beside them indicating where he had plotted a eotardollow last
night not one of the islands had been marked.

When she looked up from the chart she noticed theF/ radio on a
shelf above the chart table. An oblong-shaped hbitix several dials
and knobs, it also had a receiver something litedepphone receiver.
She wished she knew how to use it. But then whaidvbe the use?
Even if she was able to contact someone and askddrcal help for
Burt she wouldn't be able to tell anyone the ebation of the yacht
because she didn't know it.

With a sigh she wandered into the main cabin. K alaost quarter
to six. Soon the sun would be setting, but alretioly cabin was
growing dim because of the rain squall. She fousdiéch and was
relieved when lighting concealed in the ceiling eaon.

She supposed she should prepare a meal. But hole sbe cook

anything? In die galley she looked helplessly atk@rosene cooker,
realising she hadn't the slightest idea how tat Iigaind was afraid to
try; in case she did something wrong and set tisatyan fire.

But she couldn't let herself be so easily defeatest the matter of
finding food. She searched the lockers and cuplsoardhe galley
and felt quite triumphant when she had found cargoextis, bread,
butter and a selection of soft drinks. Selectingaa of ham, she
opened it and made some sandwiches. She took tiveogh to the
cabin and ate some of them while she read a booghing her meal
with a glass of lemonade.

The quietness of die cabin was accentuated bydt&swmnal popple
of water along the side of the hull, the tickingtb& brass-bound
clock and the occasional creak of the anchor w@harlotte found
herself listening rather than reading, growing naord more tense by
the minute as she realised how alone she Mase, alone, all, all
alone, alone on a wide, wide sd&e line of poetry fronThe Ancient



Mariner which she remembered learning at school echoedighr
her mind and she shivered a little.

Tossing aside the book, she collected up the pladeglass she had
used and carried them into the galley. After sleevimashed them and
put them away she went into the cockpit to lookuarth Everything
was shrouded in darkness and it took a few sedondi®r to become
accustomed to the dark after being in the lightwelAt last she
could make out the loom of the island, a darkempshagainst the
blue-black sky. With the rain over, the clouds wslawly drifting
away and the stars were beginning to twinkle.

Holding on to the lifeline, Charlotte made her wayhe foredeck and
checked the anchor warp again. All seemed wel§hsoreturned to
the cockpit. As she stepped down into it somettumged under her
foot, and she bent down and saw the glint of steble light shafting

up from the cabin. It was the winch handle. Shdeaicit up. The

sight of it brought the horror of what had happeeadier rushing

back into her mind and as she put it back intadlec& she admitted to
herself that she was anxious—no, more than that,wss terribly

worried about Burt and needed desperately to asemelf that he
was all right.

Quickly she made her way to the stern cabin. Ther adgpened
noiselessly and she went into the cabin. She feuirght switch and
clicked it on. Soft pearly light slanted across fttheuble berth.
Dressed only in his swimming briefs and without aoyering, Burt
lay on his side.

Charlotte leaned over him. Under the tousled sueadhed hair
which had fallen across his forehead his face hstdlamge pallor. A
thin trickle of blood had oozed from under the t#aslown his cheek.
Looking round, she noticed a sleeping bag tuckeayawthe bottom
corner of the berth. She unrolled it, unzippednidl &pread it over
him.



Seeing him lying there so pale, so vulnerable tmdgdurt, was

making her feel very different about him. No longexs he the hard,
unfeeling, inhuman person she had assumed him. tddowas flesh

and blood as she was and could suffer pain andppitess as much
as the next person. The brief glimpse he had dweef his marriage
had shown that.

Seemingly of its own volition her hand went ouptesh the hair back
from his brow. His skin felt cold and clammy to heuch and panic
streaked through her. Levering herself on to thekbshe bent over
him and peered at the bold roughly-hewn featuress Y\e asleep or
unconscious? Or was he worse? Was he dead?

Frantically she laid her palm against his cheekpimg it as if to
warm it. Her hand slid down his throat to his cliegiress against his
rib cage. Cool to her hand, his skin was a supfkerssheath over
hard bones and taut muscles and her fingers, Ikingt they could
feel, pleated it gently.

But surely she should be able to feel the leaphbkart? Her hand
moved upwards, fingers curling to the feel of thisg hairs which
criss-crossed the centre of his chest. Lowerindhkad, she laid her
ear against his ribs.

Was that thud she could hear his heartbeat onitiefsantic beat of
her own heart? She couldn't tell. She raised hexil had looked at his
face. His eyes were half open, gleaming darkly b#né¢he gold-
tipped lashes. He was looking at her. Her cheeks sugddenly as hot
as fire as she began to lift her hand from histchss curved fingers
about her wrist and pressed her hand closely agams

'l guessed you'd get round to it sooner or later,murmured, his
words sounding a little slurred. 'Welcome to my b@darlotte.’



'‘No, no ... that isn't why I'm here,' she protestexhthlessly, and tried
to pull her hand free.

His hand slid up her arm to her shoulder and atsrae time his
other arm went about her and he drew her down protdim until
her breasts were crushed against his chest amaaigh was only an
inch away from hers.

‘You stroked my forehead, my cheek and my chest gently and
lovingly," he said in a taunting whisper, his breaingling with hers.
‘Do it again,' he urged suggestively.

'l ... | was worried about you, that's all,’ shéds®Now she was
worried about herself and about the wanton feelwhsch were

sizzling through her body in reaction to being pegsso closely
against him. Nerves until now untouched were comahge low

down in her body and aching to be inflamed furtwereven closer
intimacy with him. "You were so still and cold anzbuldn't be sure if
you were unconscious or dead.' Her voice trembiethe last word.

‘A likely story,' he scoffed. "You wanted to belwhe," he added, one
hand at the small of her back pressing her claga&inat his muscular
masculinity. His lips brushed briefly against tradlow of her throat.
'‘And now you're here you're going to stay, sweethaad sleep with
me.'

'‘No!" she protested, and again tried to roll awaynf him. Hands at
her waist, he seemed to be helping her to moveshmifound herself
on her back suddenly. With one arm about her ltehigi head on her
chest just below her shoulder, nestling it therd against a pillow,

and the tangy male smell of his tousled hair filhed nostrils like an
inhaled drug, setting her mind spinning.



'‘Let me lie like this against you,' he whisper&du'll keep me warm
and maybe the pain in my head will go away if yooke it. It's the
least you can do for me since it's thanks to ydwits.'

'‘Oh, I'm so sorry," she cried, her arms going ahoutinstinctively. 'l
didn't mean to hurt you. | could get you some naseirin.'

'l don't want any more aspirins. | want you to shauy pillow," Burt
whispered, and turning his face against the swetlher breast
brushed the smooth curve with his lips.

The intimate weight of his head, the savage teradsrof his lips
plundering her skin and above all his appeal foedp in easing the
pain in his head were awakening emotions within $iex hadn't
known she possessed. Gone was all her initiallhtpgtwards him.

As a sharp, destructive rock is covered and hidgea swirl of soft

silken water it was being swamped by a warm tideentler feeling
which was flooding through her; a purely feminingeuto offer and
give comfort where it was needed.

Amazed by the change in herself, Charlotte strdkechead again,
lifting her fingers through the silky thicknessiag hair. Becoming
adventurous, her fingers explored the smooth ceostotihis heavy
shoulders, kneading and probing hard muscles tetisighed in

pleasure. Her fingers took to their new tasks r@dlfuand joyously,

as if to soothe and stroke him was the reason liochwthey had been
designed.

‘You're warm and strong, soft and rounded,' he moecth Again his
speech was a little slurred and she wondered\idre light-headed.
'I've been looking for someone like you for a ldmge, a long, long
time..." He broke off and stiffened. 'Who was thakitey?' he

demanded suddenly, very clearly and coldly.

'You.'



‘What did | say?'

‘Nothing very much. It... it... didn't make senkthink I'd better go
back to the other cabin and let you go to slede,'ssid, and tried to
move away, but his arm tightened about her waist.

‘Don't go. Stay through the night,’ urged Burte&pl with me.'

She could only get away, she realised, with a gteygand she didn't
want to fight with him, not while he was hurt. Gty not admit the
truth, face up to the reality of the situation? Sidn't want to leave
him by himself when he was obviously not well.

'Please stay, Charlotte," he muttered, and agailiplsiburned against
the sensitive skin of her throat.. "You'll be londlyou don't. Stay
and sleep here with me—just sleep, nothing elst sjeep--'

His head drifted against her breast. In the wajgoppling,

boat-creaking silence Charlotte lay quietly, hangérs moving
rhythmically as they stroked his head until he sl@&mly then did she
move to pull the sleeping bag over both of thenudgting down

against his head she slept too.



CHAPTER FOUR

CHARLOTTE awoke suddenly wondering for a few wild moments
disorientation where she was. The sound of wapgling nearby, a
sideways rocking motion which was playing havodwier stomach
and the slapping sounds of ropes against metahosdiher she was
on boardwhite Cockatoo.

There were other unfamiliar sensations. The roughred tweed
upholstery rubbing against her bare shoulders; pimd needles
tingling in her right arm where it was trapped unstemething heavy;
the smell of hair in her nostrils, the feel ofeathering her chin and
throat.

She opened her eyes. Sunrise was filling the statnin with
flamingo pink light and a draught of wind was comithrough the
open doors of the hatchway. It seemed the mornesgwery windy.

Charlotte looked down. Tousled blond hair ticklesr lchin again.
Burt's head was still heavy on her chest, his aas still across her
waist and his hard pulsating body was still pressginst her.

The yacht rocked more violently and her stomacthed warningly.
She would have to get up or she would be sick agalmwly she
eased her cramped arm from beneath Burt and slicongunder the
lax curve of his arm she slipped off the bunk.

As she went up the companionway she lifted thehhatwer. The
wind was cool and it whipped her hair into a frathcurls and
flattened her creased skirt against her legs wherstepped into the
cockpit. Fine wispy clouds streaked the sky andstee was a deep
violet blue crested by white waves.

But where Was the island? Realising suddenly tkegbbd the rise
and fall of the yacht's pointed bow there was ne bf coral sand
topped by green sage bushes and stunted palmspsheound and



found it behind the stem. In fact the stern ofyheht seemed to be
swinging very close to a heap of grey limeston&saghich formed
one of the headlands protecting the bay. The wiad thanged
direction and so had the boat.

She jumped up on to the side deck and ran to the lione of the
anchor ropes was slack and it was swinging idlynfgade to side. A
grating noise muffled by the slap of water agaihstboat came from
the depths, like metal scraping over a hard surf@&mee of the
anchors had slipped and it was now dragging owebtitom.

Remembering what Burt had asked her to do if thedlwhanged or
one of the anchors slipped, she hurried back h#astern cabin. She
shook his shoulder and he opened his eyes toataer sleepily.

'What's the matter?' he murmured.

‘You told me to wake you if the wind changed. Anttlihk one of the
anchors is dragging.'

He frowned and propped himself up on one elbowhindghis head
with his other hand as he looked round the cabah #ren looked
back at her.

'‘What time is it?' he asked.
‘About seven o'clock ... in the morning.'

‘Morning?' he exclaimed. '"What happened to lagttRigHis probing
fingers found the plaster on his head. 'l remenfideling under the
weather and coming to he down...'He broke off andedear another
puzzled frowning glance and shrugged. ‘| must Igoree out like a
light—I can't remember a thing.' He pushed asigedleeping bag
and swung his legs over the side of the bunk. &the wind has
changed we'd better get out of here and sail toesdrare else,' he
added.



Stepping past her, he went up into the cockpit asdCharlotte
followed him she heard the engine cough into life.

‘Take the wheel and keep the bow pointed in thecton the wind is
coming from while | winch up the anchors," he oedbbrusquely. 'As
soon as | tell you they're up put the engine imttward gear by
pushing this lever and head out of the bay to #s $here are no
dangers if you go that way. The only danger is thethis.'

Without waiting to see whether she was capableoafigdwhat he
asked he went up to the bow. With her hands cleholeevously on
the wheel Charlotte turned it only a little to ket boat pointing
into the . wind. Not once did she look behind atwhite water which
was smashing against the rocks.

Burt yelled something and waved his arm at hen pented towards
the sea. She pushed the lever on the Wheel pedestalrd and
immediately the yacht began to move forward rollfr@m side to
side over the incoming waves. Keeping her gazehendeep blue
white-crested water ahead of her, feeling the winding in her ears
and cooling the skin of her bare shoulders, Charkieered the yacht
out of the bay.

When the anchors were stowed away Burt came baittietoockpit,
his deeply tanned shoulders and chest glinting didimond-bright
drops of water where he had been splashed by sprayng over the
bow. Standing beside her, he took over the whesltamed it until
the boat changed direction, still going away frdma tsland but no
longer pointing to the east where the sun wasdiitibing fast.

'‘We'll go north-west," he said, and pointed to thempass on the
pedestal. 'That's the course I'd like to keep—threedred and thirty
degrees. Could you manage to steer for a few nsnukgle | shave,
change the plaster on my head and find some cl®thes



'l think so,' she said.

He let her take the wheel again and stood beside/éiiehing while
she steered. It took her a while to learn how nsighshould steer the
wheel to correct the course of the yacht. At fglsé turned it too
much, then she turned it too little, but eventualig was able to keep
the compass needle hovering more or less at thebewunhree
hundred and thirty.

'‘Good,' said Burt laconically, and she felt a sisipg surge of joyful
pride because she had earned his praise. She lapksackly. Cool
and clear as sea pools on a calm day, his eyeswedrslightly as
their glance met hers. A swift cloud darkened tlod#arness as a
cloud might darken a pool for a second. Then afgaishrugged and
turning away went down below.

By the time he returned to the cockpit the islarak viar behind, a
smudge of green on the leaping sunlit water. Otblkands were
appearing slowly in the distance, glowing like eal@s set in gold
against the azure sky.

‘This is all you're getting for breakfast this moag' said Burt,
coming up into the cockpit. He was carrying a baoficereal and
milk in one hand and a mug of coffee in the otliEake 'em,' he
ordered. 'I'll steer now.'

Charlotte took the bowl and mug and sat down onadrtlee cockpit
seats. The yacht was lurching uncomfortably andysfilung by the
wind into the cockpit stung her bare shoulders, ibupite of her
discomfort she ate the cornflakes ravenously aadldthe hot coffee
at a gulp.

'How is the gash on your head?' she asked, glangpiag Burt. Above
the fluttering turned-up collar of the thin navyuél nylon
windcheater he was wearing with a pair of heave Iphans his face



was its normal colour, a good healthy tan. Acrassférehead the
new plaster gleamed whitely under the thick strahdblond hair
blown forward by the wind.

'It's stopped bleeding and has begun to heal.gpked curtly. 'I'm

going to put up the sails, so I'll be turning theabhead to wind
again.' His glance, cool..and remote as ever, dtickver her. 'l
suggest you put on those jeans you wore beforeaaather T-shirt.
I've left them on one of the bunks in the cabindAake that bowl and
mug down before they get thrown about.'

Charlotte went below obediently to put the bowl ama in the sink.

In the cabin the lurching motion of the yacht wasr@mnoticeable as
usual and she didn't like it. But she needed tchveasl to comb her
hair, so picking up the jeans and shirt from thekoshe staggered
into the bathroom and closed the door.

How different was this morning from yesterday magiiYesterday

she had felt sulky and defiant and had refusede@ar\Burt's clothes.
Today she was glad to put them on and discard tuenpled salt-

caked skirt and white bodice. Yesterday she had bHetermined to
refuse to do anything he had asked her to do. Teldayhad already
obeyed the few orders he had given without question

Yesterday she had hated him for what he had dorteetamon the
island. Today ,..? She met the direct slightly niogkstare of her
dark brown, black-lashed eyes in the mirror abtnevwash basin. It
seemed to her that her wide full-lipped mouth hddrssive slant to it
also; as if Charlie the tomboy was having a lauglhea secretly
romantic, tender-hearted woman Charlotte.

'So, Charlotte, how do you feel about him?' tauiitkdrlie.
'Differently, very differently," Charlotte replied.

Why?'



'l don't know,' evaded Charlotte, avoiding her dwight accusing
stare.

'‘Could it be because you liked it when he kissed gfier all? Or

because he insisted you slept with him last nightBecause he told
you he'd been looking for someone like you for rglolong time?

Better be careful, Charlotte. He didn't know whatwas saying and
he remembers nothing about last night.It would &st If you don't

remember too. Put it out of your mind. Keep aloofri him. There's
danger in getting to know him, the danger of leagrio like him too

much.’

'‘Oh, be quiet, you!" Charlotte spoke out loud amadena face at
herself, then she pushed open the bathroom doostanggled out
into the tilting cabin.

The engine was off and the boat was rolling frodegb side, water
gurgling and hissing as the hull pushed throughathees. Noticing
some yellow waterproof jackets swinging on hangera hanging
locker opposite the bathroom, Charlotte took ofipped it on and
made her way up the swaying companionway, lurclcealsa to one
of the cockpit seats and sat down on it.

Shimmering sunlit sails outspread before the wivtijte Cockatoo
had taken wing and was surfing over the glintingjtise water.
Spray flew in flurries of sparkling drops. Whiteested waves
tumbled over each other as if in a race to catchitipthe stern of the
yacht. Water swished and gurgled. Warm air, brgyhtlight, clear
sky and dancing water. Exhilaration surged throGgfarlotte. She
was glad to be there, glad to be alive and sadmguch a beautiful
morning.

It was a feeling to be shared and she turned inopsty to express
her pleasure to Burt, forgetful that she must kalpf from him,
Hands on the wheel, his legs braced wide apartetadg himself



against the sway of the yacht, his head tippedttigoack as he
watched the Iuff of the mainsail, he was complegddgorbed in what
he was doing and was not in the least interestbenn

Immediately Charlotte was conscious of anothermhdeeling. She
was piqued because he was ignoring her and shel foerself

wondering irritably how she could get his attentidn the next

instant she was scolding herself for wanting it.atvas the matter
with her this morning? Was she falling in love witim?

Oh God, no! She sprang to her feet, forgetting aibe rolling
movement of the boat. She lost her balance andesk¢mntumble
across the cockpit to fall against Burt.

‘What the hell are you doing?' he rasped angriigcing himself to
support her while he struggled to pull the wheehch

‘Trying to get away from you!' she retorted, pughawvay from him,
only to find herself falling across the cockpitct@ash against the sea
again, aware of a great creaking and banging souidkat's
happening?' she cried, looking round from the dnogposition into
which she had fallen on the floor.

'‘We're gybing,' he yelled back at her, and seemdedatp across the
cockpit to release the rope which held the foretainediately there
was a cracking of stiff terylene sailcloth as th#é emptied of wind.
Back at the wheel Burt hauled it round, the maiarb@rashed over
again, the mainsail bellied and the boat surgeddoa.

'‘Get up and pull the foresail sheet round the winBhrt ordered
coldly. 'The other side," he added acidly as stehid to her feet and
groped for a rope on the side of the cockpit toclwishe had been
flung. Getting to the other side of the cockpit wias walking up and
down hill and in the end she was hurried on her layag particularly
violent heave of the yacht and once again she edasbainfully



against the hard teak cockpit coaming, bruisingekneibs and one
arm. Biting her hp to keep back the cry of paire &und the foresail
rope which was wriggling and writhing like a snakethe side deck
as the flogging empty sail pulled at it. She wourrdund the winch
and pulled.

‘That's enough,’ said Burt. 'When the boat is mgptiefore a wind
like this it isn't stable," he went on as she sdggethe seat, keeping
her head averted because unaccustomed tears hiad $pher eyes
as a result of the bruising she had taken. 'Soufhave to move about
make sure you hold on to something, then you weailt An
uncontrolled gybe like the one we had just now dduhve been
dangerous.'

Charlotte didn't reply but continued to sit croudlom the seat while
the tears dripped down her nose and salted hefMigssmall islands
towards which the boat was rushing looked like fwags done by a
small child and then smudged into a continuous bfugreen and
yellow. Nothing was distinct, she discovered, wisgen through
tears.

Nancy would have turned and made play with longaeyeiashes or
would have sighed and perhaps pretended to swaanCBarlotte

could only keep looking out to sea and sniff, hgpimat he wouldn't
notice she was crying because she wasn't goingrit &0 himthat

she was badly bruised and shaken.

'What's the matter?' Burt spoke sharply.
'‘Nothing.'
‘Do you usually cry over nothing?' he jeered.

'I'm not crying,' she retorted, sitting up and présg a stiff back to
him.



'‘Perhaps you're regretting having to share my pillast night,' he
taunted, and she whirled to look at hilogetful of the tears which
still sparkled on her lashes and cheeks. Like giegrining his

glance flashed down from the sails to her face lamgkred there
curiously.

‘Not crying, eh?' he mocked softly. 'What's thayouar face? Spray?'

'l thought you couldn't remember a thing about lagiht,’ she
challenged, ignoring his taunt and wiping the tdesen her cheeks
with the back of her hand.

'l couldn't when | woke up, but I've rememberedsihHis mouth
slanted upwards at one corner and his eyes narrtovgteaming
gold-fringed slits of jade. 'I've the impressioruywere with me all
night. Am | right?' he asked.

'Yes.'
'‘Does that mean you've decided to substitute far gster?

He was watching the sails again and while he wésoking at her

she studied him with a strange new interest. Belinedwheel his
square shoulders were a strong alert shape agiambackground of
the sun- bright sky. On the wheel his broad tanhadds curved
casually yet ready to tense and react quickly ieraergency. There
was a tough resilient vigour about him, a hard playpower to all

his body. Hardness too in the straight lines amddmplanes of his
face. Self-discipline lay in the compressed cunfdsslips, but in his

eyes glinted a rash and reckless will, struggliggast the discipline.
He had taught his head to rule his heart, she gdegst sometimes
that latent storminess which she sensed in himvaridh was very

like her own inner impetuosity, coming straight nrahe heart,

betrayed him as it had the other night when heshamghaied her.



‘Well, does it?' Burt prompted. Not receiving answaar to his
question, he was looking at her again.

'‘No, of course not,' she replied. 'l didn't sleathwou willingly.'
‘Then why did you stay all night?' he countered.

'l ... er..." she looked away from his bright mttgaze. "You wouldn't
let me go and | didn't like to struggle when youavebviously not

very well,' she said. 'But don't think for one marnthat because |
shared your bunk with you last night I'm going bae it with you

again tonight.'

‘Then I'll just have to share yours with you, wof?t he replied
equably, and again she turned quickly to glaremt Tihe slant of his
mouth and the narrowed gleam of his eyes mocked her

‘Sadist!" she flung at him tardy, and the mockeepifrom his face.
Hard as glass, his eyes returned her glare fac@nsiebefore lifting to
the sails again. The wheel turned lazily undehlaisds.

'‘Why do you call me that?' he asked sharply.

'‘Because you're like that horrid French MarquisSdde who liked to
torment any woman he had in his power? He took uelcand
perverted pleasure in taunting them, and you'reyamg taunting
me--'

‘All | did was state an alternative to our sleepanmgangement of last
night," he interrupted her, and the mockery was baarving his lips
as his glance drifted lazily again in her directitviothing cruel or
perverted about that,' he argued reasonably. "Maasenothing cruel
or perverted about our sleeping together last nattter, was there?'
His voice sharpened again as did his glance, amdestlised she had
offended him when she had accused him of sadism.



'‘No, there wasn't,’ she admitted reluctantly.

‘Then why are you so uptight about the idea oflesping together
again tonight?'

Charlotte looked away over the leaping foam-fleckedler. The boat
was approaching one of the islands and she coddclearly the
droop of palm fronds shadowing a long narrow lifieellow sand

and the shapes of small houses.

Slowly and defensively she tried to put her confugeughts into
words.

'If we sleep in the same bunk tonight,’ she begam stopped
abruptly as her voice quivered. Hands clenchindn@nlap, she bit
her lower Up hard. She daren't sleep with him ag8he couldn't
trust herself.

'‘Go on,' he urged. 'You can't start a sentencethké and leave it
unfinished.'

'l expect you ... you'll want to make love to nshe finished in a
mortified mutter, her face flaming.

Burt didn't answer at once. The boat surged onridsvhe island and
Charlotte saw the entrance to a bay opening updsgtiwhe protective
reefs of coral over which surf tumbled in sparklocascades.

'l didn't make love to you last night,’ Burt sambdly.

'Only because you were light-headed after beingdnd drinking ah
that whisky," she retorted tardy, turning on hinaiag 'Anyway, |
wouldn't have stayed with you if you'd tried toitlb

‘Wouldn't you? But | thought you said you couldedve because |
wouldn't let you go,' he taunted, slanting a deeisglance at her.



Then his face sobered. 'l liked sleeping with yohbarlotte," he added
softly. 'And | want to sleep with you again, buéité is one question
I'd like you to answer first. Why are you so scaogdnaking love

with me? Is it because you're saving yourself fons guy back in
England who's asked you to marry him?'

For a wild moment she thought of lying to him astling him that
there was someone back in England who had asked h&rry him
and for whom she was keeping herself chaste. Shedwagain and
met the cool clear glance of the green eyes. Shidweever be able
to he to him and get away with it, she realisedwds too observant
and too knowledgeable about people.

'‘Supposing | said yes, there is a man back in Edglghom [I've
promised to marry?' she countered with a lift of tlen. "Would it
make any difference to you and your intentions tolsane?’

He watched the sails while he considered her cquestnd she
watched expressions chase across his face. Fifsbwpeed fiercely
and his mouth set in a stubborn wilful line. Thiea frown faded, and
his mouth compressed and his eyes narrowed calgliat He

slanted her a swift assessing look which made keres leap in
reaction. He looked up at the sails again and glartowards the
island, and the corners of his mouth tilted upwardsan oddly
menacing smile.

'‘No, it wouldn't make any difference to my intengotowards you,'
he drawled. 'But there isn't anyone back in Englathere?'

'‘No,' she admitted sullenly.
'S0 my question remains unanswered.' His glanckeiti her again.
'l tried to tell you yesterday,' she retorted.

‘What did you tell me?'



‘That... ... can't make love with someone | dmve,' she muttered,
avoiding his eyes.

‘Ah, yes, the love bit," Burt jeered softly, addisigwly, 'Yet I've a
feeling that argument of yours isn't going to hwhlter much longer.'

‘What do you mean?' she demanded.

‘You're not so immune to the emotion you call lageyou think you
are,' he drawled provocatively, then with a conglgdtange of tone
he ordered, 'Free that foresail sheet from rouednatimch. I'm going
to luff up and take in the sails. We'll go into Ibaur under engine
because the entrance channel is very narrow.'

‘We're going to anchor at this place?' asked Cttarlglancing at the
few houses glowing pink, yellow and white amongstoging palms
which were scattered across the land sloping up &@urving beach
and feeling hope flicker within her. Perhaps whiea was ashore she
would be able to find someone who would help heetarn to Long
Cay. 'What is it called?"Macklin's Cay, becau&se otvned by Ted
Macklin who allows a few well-chosen friends to Bakoliday
houses here and keep their yachts here. He's Enésid a big
Canadian corporation. That's his yacht over th#éve, dark blue
schooner.'

The sails began to flap and he reached forwardrtodn the engine.
Soon both foresail and mainsail were furled in #mel yacht was
forging quickly through the sheltered water of #hmost landlocked
harbour.

As soon as both anchors were down Burt loweredlitinghy into the
water. Now that they were out of the wind the h&fathe sun was
intense and Charlotte felt overdressed. Taking th# yellow
waterproof jacket, she ducked down the companionim&y the
cabin and looked around for the bikini which Buatdhoffered her the



day before. It was lying on a shelf above one @ ltunks. She
grabbed it and went into the bathroom.

The bikini was a good fit, but as she gathered ug'8 T-shirt and

jeans she noticed her own skirt and bodice andnimedt raced ahead,
considering all sorts of possibilities. Supposihg svas able to get
away from Burt she would need her own clothing, dose she
couldn't wander about in a bikini all the time. Btitow could she
take the skirt and bodice ashore with her withaurt ihoticing them?

She would have to wear them over the bikini arkdlin making any

comment.

In the end after various changes of clothing sheewilee skirt with his
T-shirt over the bikini and went up into the codkpiurt wasn't there,
although his windbreaker was lying on one of thatseCharlotte
went to the side and looked over. The dinghy hateg&hading her
eyes against the dazzle of sunlight on the water,could see the
dark shape of the dinghy. Oars lifting and dippingthmically, Burt
was rowing ashore without her.

The devious, cynical devil! He must have guessatishe would try
to escape from him if he took her ashore. Cuppimghands round
her mouth, she yelled loudly.

‘Hey, come back! | want to go ashore too!'

As far as she could see he didn't take any nofiteryell but went
on rowing steadily, and soon he had disappearedddéne high hull
of a big schooner which was lying betweaafthite Cockato@nd the
wharf.

Damn hinh Charlotte stamped her foot on the cockpit flddow she

would have to swim for it because she doubted rergh if he would

take her ashore when he came back. But if she sasimare she
would have no clothes to wear.



Swinging round, she looked at the other yachtswiesé anchored in
the harbour. Perhaps she could get a lift ashoaedimghy from one
of them. The idea pleased her and she sat dowmeototkpit seat to
keep a watch on them, alert for any movement oncbaay of them,
ready to wave and shout to attract attention.

With the white wings of its sails furledvhite Cockatoonodded
gently at its reflection in the jade green wateigiHabove the mast
the sun at noon was white hot. The smooth watenrslered with
silvery light. All was quiet and still, baking undihe heat.

Feeling thirsty suddenly, Charlotte went down belamd helped
herself to a soft drink. She found the straw hattsdd worn yesterday
and going up on deck sat in the shade of the mantoaip the drink
and keep her watch on the other yachts.

She was seriously thinking again of diving in amgnsming ashore
when she heard the click of oars in rowlocks. Tauengl was coming
from the direction Burt had rowed and she wondédrkd was on his
way back. Shading her eyes again, she looked. tfiese was a
dinghy coming, but it wasn't white, it was blacldahere were two
people in it.

'Hi there!" sang out a woman's voice with a nasang. 'Isn't this
Burt Sharaton's yacht?'

Rising to her feet, Charlotte stepped down on &dide deck and
looked down into the dinghy which had come alongsithe woman
who had spoken was very thimer skin was tanned to the colour o
teak and she was wearing crisp white slacks arellgaé sleeveless
open-necked shirt. On her head was a Bahamian si@gviher eyes
were covered with large-lensed sun-glasses andvasesmoking a
long cigarette.

The young man who was rowing the dinghy was DeHoisnes.



'‘Charlie!" he exclaimed.
'Dennis!" she exclaimed at the same time.

‘Sounds as if you two know each other," drawledwbenan with a
laugh.

‘We do,' said Dennis. 'Charlie, this is Oonagh dioce from New
York.'

'I'm staying with the Macklins," explained the wamand I've just
been visiting Dennis's uncle, Martin Scrivener,hos yacht. | saw
this boat come in and | thought it looked familiso, | asked Dennis
to row me over. It is Burt Sharaton's, isn't it?'

'Yes.'
‘Is he on board?'
'‘He's gone ashore.'

'You might see him there,' suggested Dennis to Qmnthen looked
up at Charlotte again. 'l must say I'm surprisedsd¢e you here,
Charlie. When | was with you the other afternoomnu ygaid you
couldn't go sailing with us because you had to behand when
Nancy's husband arrived. What happened to makeclyange your
mind?'

‘Burt is what happened,' remarked Oonagh with arddugh. 'Take
my word for it, she isn't the first young chickftod an invitation to
go anywhere with the heir to the Sharaton forturesistible.'

Charlotte's mouth felt suddenly dry. What should &l Dennis?
How could she explain anything to him about why wslas on Burt's
yacht with this woman listening to everything slagdsand making
sly suggestive comments?



'I'd like to go ashore, too,' she said, lookinganhnis intently and
hoping she was conveying some sort of signal f teehim. '‘Could
you take me there?'

‘Sure thing. | have to take Oonagh back anywayg¢pked. 'Sit in the
bow.'

'Have you known Burt long?' asked Oonagh casualbedCharlotte
was seated in the bow thwart and the dinghy wamsrekng across the
translucent aguamarine water. But the woman'sudé#itwasn't
casual. Sitting with her elbows on her knees, sag leaning slightly
forward and staring at Charlotte over Dennis' stieul

‘No, not very long." Charlotte spoke coolly, keepiher glance
averted.

‘Charlie's father is Grant Mason, manager of thag.@ay Beach
Club hotel," put in Dennis chattily.

'How very interesting," drawled Oonagh. 'He usedb& at the
Aquarius, didn't he? Left in suspicious circumsesmdumour was
that Linda Marling Sharaton bailed him out. Shelg pis debts while
he ran her hotel for her. Seems they had a very aoangement.'
Oonagh's wide thin-lipped mouth curved in a sardemile. 'Looks
like Burt's made an arrangement for himself with isual ability to
seize an opportunity. He'll pay Mason's debts andeturn the
daughter of his mother's lover will share his b&dother very cosy
arrangement.’

Charlotte blazed.
'‘My father was not Linda Sharaton's lover!" sheeith

'l admit that is debatable,’ drawled Oonagh, leghiack and trailing
a hand over the side of the dinghy in the warm dimgpwater. 'But
the other is obvious. The islands of the Exumad imeiain ideal place



for conducting an amorous affair, and | must remamio
congratulate Bint when | see him on his choiceochtion. The two
of you alone together on his yacht anchored ofésed island with
only a few pelicans to disturb you—Paradise for,timeould call it.'

Now Charlotte's anger showed in the flaming colouher cheeks
and in the sparkle of her eyes.

'l am not having an amorous affair with Mr Shardtshe said clearly
and defiantly. 'And he did not invite me to go isglwith him. He
invited my sister Nancy, and when | went to tethfgshe couldn't go
because her husband was arriving from England theabped me
and made me come with him in her place.’

‘Kidnapped you?' Oonagh appeared to be delighteduse she
clapped her hands together. 'Oh, this is wondemiillonaire's son

forces young English woman to go cruising with himvenderful

copy for the society gossip writer! But you cantpsb all you like,
sweetie. No one is going to believe you're not Buetestamour

once it's known you've been sailing alone with hihs. reputation for
dalliance is too well known.'

You know him so well?' snapped Charlotte, misgralare that she
had made a mistake in blurting out the truth te thoman.

‘Burt and | go back a long, long way,' said Oonagial, now there was
a certain viciousness in the expression on heronarlong-nosed
foxy-looking face. 'Years and years, before hisrrage to Beverly
Chilton. Bev was my dearest friend.' She sighedlysaad shook her
head from side to side. 'Poor Bev. She committéxds®) you know.
Slashed her wrists. Not surprising, when | thinkvhioadly Burt
treated her.'

Shock rippled through Charlotte and she was glad ttad arrived at
the wharf. Dennis shipped the oars and held om® af the iron



rungs which formed a ladder going up the stone whlle she took
the painter and climbed up. Once on the wharf stkthe rope to a
convenient iron bollard. When she looked round @bnlaad come
up the ladder and, hearing her name called by gmople who were
about to go aboard a big white motor cruiser whiels tied up at the
wharf, went off to speak to them.

Charlotte watched her go, thinking of the remarks&h had made
about Burt and his late wife. The woman had beeiefsh
vindictively so, as if she wanted to be revengedhon for some
reason. Why? Because she held him responsibl&dodaath of her
dearest friend?

Dennis came up the ladder and she turned urgentint.
‘Dennis, listen. | need help,’ she began.

'‘Really?' His eyebrows went up in disdainful suseriThat was some
story you told Oonagh,' he went— on, bending dowichteck that
she had tied the dinghy up properly.

'It was true. Burt did shanghai me.' He gave hsraanfully sceptical
glance as he straightened up and she added, '@dty sou don't
believe what that woman said, that I... I'm havangaffair with him?"'

It isn't hard to believe,' he said with a sndeexpect you and your
sister had it planned between you. If one coulgo'then the other
would, to keep it in the family, so to speak. Yawld hardly refuse
an invitation from your father's boss. It wouldrettactful,. would it?
Especially when the boss holds the purse stringsisaas powerful
and wealthy as Sharaton is.'

‘You ... you're not going to help me, then?' Chitels voice quivered
incredulously.



'l don't see why | should or how | can,' Dennidiegpwith a shrug.
'‘As far as | can see you've got it made ... if glay your cards right,
and the daughter of Grant Mason ought to be albdie tihat.'

Dismay stabbed through her as she realised thaingathe could say
would convince him that she needed help. Appeasamare all
against her. Frustration at finding herself in sacposition surged
through her like a sickness.

‘A fine friend you turned out to be!" she snappebim, and turning
on her heel she began to walk across the sun-bstkee@s of the
wharf to the narrow road which wound uphill betwdka twisted
trunks of casuarinas whose feathery tassels ofieikd leaves cast
cool protective shadows.

The surface of the road was rough and tiny stonekqal the soles of
her bare feet, reminding her that she had lefshadals on the yacht.
Her mouth twisted in a rueful grin. What a messslust look in her

crumpled cotton skirt and Burt's T-shirt with haiirra wild unkempt

mop of ringlets and her feet bare. Like a waif frahe sea,

abandoned, lost.

Now that Dennis had failed her where could she fietp? Would

anyone on the island believe she needed help ang tinan he had?
She was beginning to doubt it. People would judieibe she was
Burt Sharaton's latest playgirl and shrug theirusthers. She was
completely in his power.

There was a movement on the road ahead of hergBushimmered
on blond hair. Burt was coming towards her, hisfigure trim in
hip-hugging jeans and short-sleeved navy blue shivtittoned to the
waist for coolness. Into the shade of the casusiutieastepped and in
a few strides was in front of her.



'How did you get here? Did you swim?' he askedglasce raking
her.

‘No.' Heavens, why was she suddenly so breattdadsyhy couldn't
she stop staring up at his sun-bronzed face aswdre some sacred
idol she worshipped? 'l got a lift in a dinghy wi#bme people.’

'‘Which people? Who were they?' he demanded shainoiwning
down at her.

'‘Dennis Holmes—his family rent a bungalow at LongyCHe's
crewing on one of the yachts anchored in the hardde was very
surprised to see me here and to learn | was witli {A@r voice shook
a little as she remembered Dennis's remarks, and'sBeyes
narrowed. 'The ... woman too was very nasty,' shispered. 'Her
name is Oonagh Torrance and she said she's knawa kmg time.'

'‘She's the sister of Ted Macklin's wife." The wdrinad gone from
his eyes. They glinted down at her frostily. 'Ydtid fool,' he grated.
'‘Why did you have to attract her attention?’

'l didn't,’ she protested. 'Not deliberately. | wasdeck when Dennis
rowed her over. She'd been visiting the ownershef yacht he's
crewing on and she recognised your boat and waatkdow if you
were on board.'

‘And also wanted to know whom | had with me for pamy, no
doubt, damned snooping bitch that she is,' he sthpith a sort of
stinging savagery. The sound of voices and foasstew their
attention and they both looked down the road. Obreagl another
woman were coming up the hill, slowly, deep in cersation.

Burt took hold of Charlotte's arm and pushed héoreehim into the
trees.



‘Let's go down to the beach,' he said. 'I'm nadyget to come face to
face with Oonagh.’

Tiny brown casuarina cones scattered on the grbandath the trees
prickled the soles of her feet. Then the crispoésgsied seaweed was
crackling beneath them. Afterwards the coarse sarthed soft as it
sifted over her skin.

‘What did Oonagh say to you?' asked Burt. His Henggbred at her
elbow, warm and somehow comforting as they walkiethca still
beneath the shade of the trees yet close to theterabining water.

'‘She suggested that I'm your latest affair,’ sh#ared.
‘Which you hotly denied, of course,' he said dryly.

'‘Of course. | don't like it when complete strangemake false
assumptions about me,' she retorted, and sighexhsperation. 'She
didn't believe me and said no one would once it kvesvn I'd been
alone with you on your yacht for a few days.'

‘And she was right,’ he said with a touch of bitess. 'And she'll
make sure everyone does know. | expect she'sgéikm sister now
all about you. | should have warned you and told ymstay out of
sight, | suppose, but | didn't know she was ondaglihere. Too late
now—fat's in the fire. But thank God she doesntvkithe whole of
our escapade together. She doesn't know | kidnapped

Charlotte pulled up short and he stopped too, mgrio look at her.
'‘What's wrong?' he asked.
‘She ... she does know,' she admitted reluctdhtiyld her.’

‘My God, have you no sense?' he hissed angrilyy &t you tell
her?'



'l thought if she knew the truth she would realisearen't having an
affair. Oh, what harm can her knowing the truth 'dsie cried,
remembering suddenly how pleased Oonagh had seemtiedhe

information.

'‘None to you, perhaps, But do you really think gming to enjoy
having my reputation smirched more than it has ladéerady by her?’
he retorted, bitter again. 'l admit to having a benof vices, and you
may not believe this, but | don't normally go abkidnapping young
women like yourself." He thrust long fingers thrbugis hair,

rumpling it, and groaned. 'Oonagh's going to hawdale of a time
with this story!"

'In what way?'

‘Like you, she's a newshound,' he said, givingahertter scornful
glance. 'And she writes a weekly column which appeim

newspapers right across the States. You know theo$dhing, |

expect. She provides a scandal hungry, sex-staeading public
with a glimpse into the private lives of film cefléles, or well-

known politicians and people who've gained notgrie¢écause of
their wealth.'

‘A gossip column?' she exclaimed, dismay stabberdike a knife.

‘That's right.' Cynicism drew hard lines aboutrhmuth. 'For various
reasons she dislikes me.’

‘She told me that your ... your late wife was Hesest friend and that
you treated her so badly she slashed her wribts jraittered.

‘And you believed her, | suppose, like everyone.eldis voice shook
with suppressed violence and the glance that rakedlittered with
hostility.



'l...1...don't pass judgement on people unkhow all the facts.
There are always two sides to a question,' sheteetquietly.

Burt's expression softened and this time the glérecgave her was
warm, almost tender.

'l .should have guessed you'd keep an open miadtmitted. '‘But
the truth of the matter is that no matter why Bewmmitted suicide
Oonagh blames me for her death and has taken vemnge on me,
using her ability with words to ruin my reputatidvery time | date a
woman or I'm seen with one she gives it a big bupgdn her column.’
He broke off and drew a sharp hissing breath, paee/ from her
and then came back to lean towards her, an urgecgrgy in his

whole attitude. 'l'd give anything for her not vk found out you've
been with me for the past two nights and I'd giveremore for her
not to have found out | forced you to come with M sorry,

Charlotte," his uncharacteristic humility toucheedr,h'it's all my

fault.* | shouldn't have lost my temper the otheghh' His mouth

lifted at one corner in an endearing self-mockingle. 'See what
you've doneto me,' he added softly, lifting bothdeain a wide open
gesture, almost as if he was offering himself to. Hen actually

admitting to being in the wrong.'

'It wasn't just your fault," Charlotte said earhesit was mine too for
being too much of a busybody. Oh, | wish | hadaitl @anything to
Oonagh.' She touched her mouth with her fingerslKli too much.
But I didn't know, | didn't realise...Isn't there dimyng we can do to
stop her? Couldn't you go to her and tell her weanang an affair?’

'‘She wouldn't believe me," he replied with anotef-disparaging
quirk of his mouth. 'You see, there's a certaimelet of truth in what
she says. Over the past few years there've beaumpdecof women, in
my life who've been more than just friends.' Hisefocussed on her
face and he smiled that faintly suggestive intinsatgle which sent
alarm signals tingling along her nerves. 'Besidlasnot at all sure



we're not having an affair,' he drawled softly, aaing a hand he
stroked her cheek with his knuckles in a gentleatir-stopping
caress. '‘And there's only one way | can thinkglitrnow to give the
he to anything she might write about us in her wekimn.'

'‘And that is?' Charlotte spoke breathlessly, mesm®erby the soft
sensuous expression in his eyes.

'l could marry you,' he said.

The sun-bright coral sand, the dropping feathegnbines of the
trees, the glittering water seemed to waver befmeeyes like a
mirage. She actually swayed and had to grab holdisoforearm.
Hard muscles sheathed in warm hair-crisped skisegmunder her
gripping fingers. Then his hand covered them, tiragpthem against
his arm.

'You seem surprised,’ he mocked, and bent his $eatbse to hers
his breath wafted the tendrils of her hair whichstéred about her
brow.

'l am. You can't possibly want to marry me,' shelared.

‘But | do. I've been thinking of it all morning. W&an go back to
Nassau today and make all the arrangements. Itidstibioe too
difficult since your father lives there and | hgidoperty there. We
might be able to get a licence to be married byetiak of next week.
Charlotte, will you marry me?'

Pulling her hand free from his, she stepped baskiching his face
for signs of deceit, knowing now that he could bthlless and go to
any lengths when he wanted his own way.

'‘Why? To protect my reputation or yours?' she eingiéd coolly.



'‘Both." Hard and clear, his eyes met the challerfidesrs and it was

difficult for her to tell what lay behind his lacaranswer, yet she had
this feeling that he had some other reason for mgakis sudden

proposal than the mere protection of their repaoiesti

‘But you scarcely know me," she countered.

'l know enough. | learned a lot about you yesteraay last night. |
know you're loyal, honest and fiercely independbat,| also know
you're warm and compassionate, soft and roundeal ¢ sleep
with," he said softly, stepping close to her again.

‘But rich men don't marry poor women and rich worden't marry

poor men,"' Charlotte argued shakily. Her legsvetly strange again
and she had a great longing to lean against hirsupport to put her
arms about his neck, pull his head down close ite &ed kiss him on
the lips in surrender to his demands.

' married a rich woman once, was blackmailed imtoBurt said
bitterly.

'‘By whom?' She looked up and found there were orhtimetres
between his lips and hers.

'‘My father and hers. It was all part of one of myher's take-over
bids. It happened ten years ago and | was too ytaungplise what |
was letting myself in for. Not until too late didliscover I'd married a
woman who was, unhappily, mentally ill, not untileturned to our
home one day and discovered she'd smothered oyr bab

'Oh, God!" Charlotte's hands reached out and adtct him. Her
arms about him, she rested her head against hidgd&nand felt his
arms go about her. 'What happened afterwards?'wsigpered.
'What happened to your wife?'



'‘She spent the next few years in and out of mémspitals until she
took her own life." She felt his fingers tangling her curls. 'The
marriage was a disaster,’ he muttered. 'But | migivie more luck
with you, with a woman [I've chosen for myself.'

Very close to surrender, Charlotte remembered tiferences
between them and forced her head to rule her ferawhce. Pushing
free of his hold, she stepped back from him.

'‘No," she said, shaking her head from side to side.
‘Why not?'
'‘Because I'm afraid of disasters,' she whispered.

Burt's mouth took on a stubborn wilful line and ddwstorminess
flared in his eyes. Again he stepped close to her.

‘Do | have to threaten you again, sweetheart,|likd yesterday?' he
drawled silkily. 'Refuse to marry me and I'll hawe hesitation in
sacking your father and sueing him for the moneg benbezzled.'
His fingers fondled her throat tantalisingly, trerd up into the froth
of her curls. His brilliant gaze centred on her thotMarry me and
I'll forget all my suspicions concerning his fraleht activities and
all his debts will be paid.'

'‘Oh, how well you've learned the art of blackmeaini your father!'
she cried, jerking free and stumbling backwardm heavy sand
which, hot and coarse, slithered over her bare faat to think—'
She pressed her knuckles against her mouth, regpkstie had been
about to betray her real feelings for him.

‘To think what?' he prompted, closing in on herniaga

"To think | was beginning to like you,' she moanaualj covered her
eyes with her hands to shut out the temptationsredf by his



handsome face and vigorous body. 'Oh, | don't kmtat to do, |
don't know what to do," she whispered desperatelyeating the
words over and over again like a prayer.

‘Say you'll marry me,' he murmured persuasivekintahold of her
wrists and pulling her hands away from her eyadl.f&tiding them,

he placed them palms downwards against the warmthhio

half-bared chest and at once, of their own volititrey began to
explore and grope intimately.

With a strangely savage exclamation he draggedabaimst him.

With a fist under her chin he tilted her face unig Charlotte had a
glimpse of passion glittering in his eyes like rlames, then his
mouth covered hers in an erotic kiss which sensbases spinning.

His hands slid down to her hips and he ground bdy against his
with a rough intimacy and desire went shooting glbar nerves like
sparks from a newly kindled fire. Seemingly sudgidydneless, her
body flowed against his. Her hands slid up fromdhisst to the nape
of his neck, fingers probing and instinctively fing potent nerve
endings. Under the T-shirt she felt the roughndsie fingers
against the smoothness of her waist. They slipmeehdwithin the
waistband of her skirt and under the elasticisddmwf the bikini
briefs to press against sensitive hollows in thalkaf her back until
she groaned in pleasure and her trembling legegé#otthe thrust of
his knee between them.

Clinging to each other, they swayed with the initgnaf the passion
which was swirling through both of them like a fittimle, breaking
down all barriers before its surging rush, andrtieited shadows,
slanting in a dark shape on the sun-bright sandysu/too.

‘Your hair is like an angel's in one of those pagd by. Botticelli,'
Burt whispered thickly into her curls as he pressedface against
the pulsing warmth of his throat. 'Could be thatwt you are really,



an angel come to drag me back from the path td kiedl words were
soft spells weaving magic about her, drawing hémita, binding her
closely. 'An angel in disguise, warm and womanlighwour feet all
bare and dusty like a beggarmaid's. For the timmd bf asking, will
you marry me and we'll live happy ever after?’

Tiny waves sighed softly on the edge of the shackthe tassels of
the casuarinas whispered together as they swuagudden breeze.
Voices of people on boats sounded across the watearly
reminding Charlotte that she and Burt were not@lon the island,
and were possibly being watched.

It took all her strength to push away from him atahd on her own
two feet, and every nerve in her body twanged wmtgst at being
separated from him so abruptly.

'I've never read anywhere that the beggarmaid \@ppyhonce she
was married to rich King Cophetua,' she said coaliyhough a slight
quiver in her voice betrayed how difficult she viiasling it to refuse

yet again. "The answer is still no. | don't wanb&oeither your lover
or your wife.'

Rash temper blazed wickedly in his eyes and shgpstk back
hastily. A muscle twitched in his cheek and sweaké on his brow
as he struggled to control the violent impulselsarty expressed in
his eyes.

‘Do you really expect me to believe that aftenilay you kissed me
just now?' he grated. "You want me as much as t y@n and | want
you for better or worse—and what | want | usuahy.'g

"‘Well, you're not getting me, and you can't foreetoimarry you,' she
retorted.

‘You think not?' he jeered. 'l can have a damnextigry, and we're
going to fly to Nassau now to arrange it.'



'Fly?' She was astonished. 'How?"'

'In Ted Macklin's plane. I'm leaving the yacht hieréis care. We'll
come back when we're married and continue ouretogether.'

He gave her no chance to disagree with him. Ta&imeyof her hands
in his, he set off through the trees back to tlergulling her after
him, and although she tried hard to wrench her liggedhe held it so
tightly she had no alternative but to go with him.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE little red and cream four-seater plane belongm@dd Macklin
and piloted by him soared and dipped like a fledglearning to fly
above the Yellow Banks, those vast mounds of cgaatl which he
just beneath the surface of the sea separatingxnea Islands from
New Providence.

Sitting alone behind Ted, Charlotte stared dowthatsea through a
window. It was like flying above an artist's widenwas which had
been daubed with aquamarine and daffodil yellomtpdor the sea
looked as idle as if it were painted. No sparklongsts of waves, no
arrowing wakes of boats disturbed its surfaceodkeéd completely
still as if trapped by the treacherous sands andhe brilliant

afternoon sunshine it looked beautiful as dangetioings often are.

Charlotte sighed and leaning against the back ek#at closed her
eyes. She felt exhausted. Setting her will ag&nst's, refusing to be
stampeded by his lovemaking, had sapped her streamgt she was
glad he had chosen to ignore her and sit besideb&eduse she
needed the respite offered by the forty-five minflight to gather
together her mental and physical resources.

It would have been so easy to have given in todnrthe quiet sunlit
beach at Macklin's Cay, to fall for that strangedf-h@cking
suggestion of his that she was an angel sent gudis to drag him
back from the path to hell. How well he had goktmw her in the
short time they had been together; so well thatdteguessed such a
suggestion would appeal to her foolish, tendertrssathat now every
part of her was clamouring to put her arms abowot dand save him
from hell.

Why? Because she was in love with him? Slowly siened her eyes
and glanced diagonally across to the seat whergdsesitting. He
was half turned in it and leaning across to catblatwled Macklin



was saying to him. A shaft of sunlight gilded rasé so that the hard
bold features looked as if they had been castlish ¢s0s hair too had
the dull sheen of gold. A man of gold; Charlottgis twisted wryly.
The description was apt considering how rich he.was he had
asked her to marry him. Not only that, he had Tad, his wife Joan
and her sister Oonagh Torrance that he was goimgatoy her and
she hadn't been able to deny it The thought ofdteer had stopped
her.

Sighing, she looked out of the window again. Thanpl was over
land now. Toy-like cars sped along a roadway besidarow stretch
of glittering blue water, crowded with the masts ya&chts. A
humpbacked bridge leaped over the water joiningdise Island to
the mainland of New Providence. The stretch of watdened out
into a harbour where glittering cruise ships wéed up. The plane
turned, and in the distance the high-shouldereddew-glinting
towers of hotels tilted against a background oékljveen surf-edged
sea.

Soon they would be landing. Soon Charlotte wouldabkeong Cay

seeing her father and Nancy. She stiffened in leat. sSShe had
forgotten about Nancy. She had been too busy copitignew and

disturbing emotions and with the searing sensusateeclose contact
with Burt had so rudely aroused that she had foegat was Nancy
whom he had wanted to go cruising with him in tingt fplace, whom

he would have taken if she hadn't interfered.

A strange feeling twisted through her, a suddetegpidislike of her
sister which shocked her. She was jealous of N&eoause once
Burt had looked at her and had coveted her. Shekdier head in an
attempt to clear it of such thoughts, but they wlatilgo.

So that was the truth, was it? She was in love hiitlhand had been
since she had first laid eyes on him. But it wasrétbored cynical
womaniser with whom she had fallen in love; it wath the reckless,



unmanageable, unhappy man whom she had discovehaddbthe
rake, and she longed passionately to make him happy

Then why had she refused his proposal? Becauseahafraid he

wanted to marry her for the wrong reasons? Becslisguessed he
might be attracted to her only temporarily, wantiveg only because
she was hard to get and once she was his he wasddriterest in her,
begin to neglect her and would eventually discagd? Charlotte's

hand clenched on her knees, her eyes narrowedeafigsitightened.

She wasn't going to let him do that to her. Shelardulet any man

do it to her.

The plane landed with a bump and taxied to theitexdbuilding.
Burt jumped out and turned to help her down. Theag goodbye to
Ted Macklin and walked round the building to thenfr entrance
where taxis were lined up taking on or dischargiagsengers. Soon
they were in the back seat of a taxi and were bdmgen swiftly
along the airport road.

'l guess you'd like to go straight to the hotesée your father,' Burt
drawled.

'Yes, | would," she replied stiffly, sitting as faway from him as
possible and staring out of the window, although sardly noticed
the scenery. '‘But you don't have to come with me.'

'l think I do. It's the custom, so I'm led to bekefor a guy to inform
the father of the woman he wishes to marry of htentions," he
drawled mockingly, sliding along the seat untilvas close beside
her. 'And | have a feeling your father is goindpgoglad my intentions
towards you are honourable and could be of betgefitm.’

'It doesn't make any difference to the way | féxld marrying you if
he is glad. I'm of age, I'm responsible for myselfl | make my own
decisions...’



'‘But your reputation, sweetheart,' he drawled wnasimgly, and she
felt his shoulder heavy against hers as he leanedrtls her and his
hand slid enticingly up her arm. 'After spending twghts alone with
me it's going to be in shreds,' he scoffed.

'‘My reputation is my own concern and not my fathewr yours.
Besides, once I've left Nassau and returned todfgho one is
going to be interested in my brief association witu," Charlotte
retorted, then feeling his lips trail tantalisingliong the line of her
chin, she gasped in outrage, 'Oh get away from¥oa!can't kiss me
here in front of the taxi driver in broad daylight.

'‘Behind the taxi driver, you mean,' mocked Burt ahding an arm

about her shoulders pulled her against him. Once inis fingers at
her chin forced her face up. For a moment they aredsglances,
then his lips touched hers, lightly at first, thpressure increasing
slowly and provocatively as she managed to maingaisort of

passive resistance until his fingers fanned geotlgr one of her
breasts and she sighed at the exquisite torturtobach aroused. At
once his lips were quick to plunder her parted osesthat her
resistance melted, giving way to active participatin the act of
Kissing.

'l love you,' he whispered, his tongue tickling teader lobe of her
ear.

‘You're crazy,' she muttered weakly, but did naphim away.
‘A man in love often is.’

‘You can't be in love with me. It isn't possibhé protested, and this
time she did move away. 'And I'm not in love witbuy You only
want me because I've refused you. I'm sure thddifgiven in
yesterday and let you seduce me you wouldn't hakedame to
marry you today.'



'You could be right,' he replied equably. 'You prgsa challenge |
have to overcome somehow.' He stroked her throat the shoulder
upwards. His hand moved about her jaw, the tipsisffingers

tickling the sensitive hollow behind her ear. '"Wiyan're angry your
eyes blaze with little golden flames,’ he whisperéas lips

approaching her again. 'You're like a tigress, Isigpand snapping,
and | want to stroke you, soothe you, kiss youl yoti...'

‘Until | submit to you,' she interrupted him ini@r€e hissing whisper,
jerking her head back and banging it against thedav of the car.
‘That's what this is all about, isn't it? Dominatiand submission.
You dominate and | submit. Well, | refuse to plagttgame. I'm not
going to marry you. When | marry—if | Larry—it wdrde someone
powerful and domineering like you. I'll marry someowith whom

I'm equal.'

'‘But we are equals,’ Burt argued. 'Haven't youcedtf? You're almost
as tall as | am and you're strong-armed as weltrasg-willed.' His

mouth curved ruefully and he touched the plastehisnforehead.
'You've proved in no uncertain way that you reftessbe dominated,’
he went on dryly. 'Added to that you're reckless)'tigive a damn for
convention and you like to have your own way as imas | like to

have mine. Oh, yes, we're equals all right, Cher|dtvo halves of a
whole.'

'‘No, no! How can you say that when you're rich ahdve nothing,
only the salary | earn as a cub reporter,’ shetegtpand looked away
out of the window quickly because the nearnessmfas having a
weakening effect on her again. She wanted so adigme his face
with her hands and kiss away the bitter lines shddcsee setting
about his mouth. 'If... if ... | marry you,' shewen in a shaken
whisper, ‘everyone will say I've married you foruyononey and |
couldn't bear that. Besides, | like my job and hiveb go back to
England and do it, prove that | can be just asessfal a newspaper



reporter as my grandfather was. If ... if ... | ngaou I'd have to give
up so much, and | don't think | could do that.'

She heard the slithering sound of clothing rubbagginst the
vinyl-covered seat and knew with a sense of ratefvhich regret
mingled that he had moved away from her.

‘Then you don't care about what will happen to yiather if you
continue to refuse to marry me,' he drawled softly.

‘Yes, | care,' she murmured, keeping her head edefthe car was
passing Windward Cottage. Pale green walls glimcharaong the
dark foliage of flowering shrubs and the frond afms. '‘But | don't
believe he's done anything wrong. And ... and ¢ caore about what
would happen to... to... us, you and me, if we radrfor wrong
reasons.' Her voice shook again and she had toasipake a deep
breath to steady it. 'Burt, please try to undektitrwould be another
disaster, not only for you but for me too.'

'l don't believe it would," he retorted coolly. '&k so it's deadlock
again. But don't think I've given up. In a few ntesiwe'll find out
whether you're right about your father and once deethat the
pressure will be on again, sweetheart. I'm goingndory you before
the end of next week.'

As soon as the taxi stopped outside the porticoadmce to the hotel
Charlotte opened the door and jumped out. Knowhiag) Burt would
have to stop and pay the driver she took advardabaving a head
start on him, running up the steps to burst breathy from the
revolving doors into the elegance of the round foyeh its domed
ceiling, thickly carpeted floor and discreet alcev&ight to the
reception desk she went where two smartly dresdatk-faced
Bahamian women were dealing in their pleasant sgnWway with
two tourists. To reach her father's office she kseée would have to



get past them and as soon as one of the touristednaway she
stepped up to the desk.

'Is Mr Mason in?' she said.

'Sure he is." The woman's black eyes flicked ovéarldtte's
appearance.

'I'd like to go in and see him. I... I'm his dawghtharlotte.'

The woman's eyebrows lifted disdainfully. Behindr lEharlotte
heard the revolving doors swish. The woman lookast per and
almost at once her expression changed from disda&ne of fawning
respect.

‘Good afternoon, Mr Sharaton, sir,' she saidhése anything | can
do for you?'

'l was here first,' protested Charlotte indignantly
''d like to go through and see Mason,' Burt dralwle

‘Yes, sir. Come right this way.' The woman liftezrtpof the counter
and opened the half-door to let him through.

‘After you, Charlotte," he murmured, gesturingit® opening, and the
woman gave him a surprised look.

Her head held high, Charlotte swept through antbasards the door
marked Manager, trying to pretend that the recafis were not
eyeing her creased skirt and bare feet with slylsng expressions
on their faces. At the door to her father's offbe turned to Burt.

'I'd like to see him alone," she whispered.



'l guess you would, but you're not going to." Hised a hand and
knocked on the door.

'l don't want you to come in!

'You can't stop me,' he replied, smiling right ihter eyes, and there
was a warm tenderness in that smile which causetbheatch her
breath. '"You haven't got a winch handle,' he addeckingly.

At that moment her father's voice called 'Come amd, with an
exasperated glare at Burt which he returned witbther smile,
Charlotte pushed open the door and went into tlue wunlit room
which overlooked the hotel swimming pool.

Grant was without his jacket and had rolled updhist sleeves and
loosened his tie in deference to the heat of the Ha was sitting
behind a handsome teak desk looking through soperpaWWhen he
heard the door click closed he looked up over dps df his reading
glasses.

'‘Charlie!" he exclaimed, whipping his glasses offl a&tanding up.
‘This is a surprise. | didn't think you'd be backsoon.' His dark
glance went over her as he came round the desk. [0k a bit
bedraggled,' he added, and only then did he seemtice Burt. His
eyes widened and their expression grew wary. isesioing wrong?'
he asked nervously.

'‘Dad...." Charlotte began, but Burt's deeper vowsrode hers.

'You could say I've come up against a stone wallhardtte's
obstinacy. | guess you didn't spank her enough wsherwas young,'
he drawled as he leaned lazily against the doad you get the
message that I'd taken her cruising with me?'

Grant's face expressed bewilderment.



‘The message was from you?' he exclaimed.
‘That's right,' said Burt.

'‘Good God," whispered Grant and, rumpling his haent back
slowly to his swivel chair and sank down into it ldeked across at
Charlotte. 'I've been thinking all this time thatwd gone with the
Holmes family on Martin Scrivener's yacht You dedidn't take the
message personally—one of the night staff here itoakd passed it
on to me. | suppose he didn't listen too well.idIsaid was that you'd
gonesailing with friends and wouldn't be back for a fdays, so |
assumed you'd decided to accept the Holmesesiivitwhich you
talked about at dinner on Thursday night'

'‘Did Nancy assume that too?' Charlotte asked quickbving across
to the desk to perch on the corner of it.

‘Well, | suppose she did.' Grant gave her a puZplekl 'l mean, she
didn't question me when | told her where you'd goHes eyes lit
briefly with a smile. "You'll be glad to know Lularived yesterday
afternoon,' he added softly.

'Was she pleased to see him?' asked Charlotte.

'It seemed that way. She was down in the dump®ngest for some
reason or other and perked up no end when he drfileey've gone
off to Eleuthera today to stay in a secluded cetttigere. | thought
they would be better off by themselves away fromdtstractions of
this place, more able to talk things out." He géghat Burt uneasily
and then looked at Charlotte again. 'l think I'ntiteed to an
explanation, Charlie,' he said quietly. 'I've telderyone you've gone
away on the Scrivener yacht and now you're back hgain and it
seems you haven't been with the Holmes family laMdhere have
you been?"



'She's been with me,' said Burt, pushing away ftbendoor and
strolling towards the desk. Placing both fists pme leaned towards
Grant. 'l invited Nancy to come with me, but | td©karlotte instead.
She's been with me two nights, alone on my yactitink you can
guess what people are going to think and say almut.’

'‘Daddy, don't listen to him," Charlotte interruptedly. '‘He forced me
to go with him and now ... now he's trying to blackl me...’

‘Charlie, watch what you're saying. That isn't aougation you can
make lightly,"” Grant reproved her. He rumpled h#rhagain in
bewilderment. 'l still don't understand all this...'

'‘On Wednesday night | went to tell Burt Nancy caoutldo with him.
He had sent her a note and | intercepted it. |'dgime it to her. |
couldn't let her go with him knowing that Luke wasmning. You do
see that, don't you?' Charlotte leaned earnestlgris her father.

‘Yes, yes, of course | do, but--' Grant broke offid aglanced
uncertainly at Burt. 'Did you force her to go wjtbu?'

‘She fell in the water and | took her aboard toalr' replied Burt, a
faint smile curving his mouth. 'l have to admithlieing pretty mad
with her for interfering in my plans. | wanted tatch the high tide, so
while she was getting out of her wet clothes, | quitto sea. Now |
want to marry her and she refuses. What are yoggoido about it?'

'‘Dad, it isn't like that at all," Charlotte protedturgently when she
saw reproach in her father's eyes. '‘We... we dsteetp together...’

‘Yes, we did, last night," Burt put in quickly. 18ly you haven't
forgotten so soon, sweetheart?' he added sugggstive

'‘But we didn't ... | mean...." Charlotte broke a$fher cheeks flamed
suddenly. 'Oh, you devil!" she shouted, turninghon furiously, and
sliding off the desk marched away to the windovstiare out at the



view of yachts, her hands clenching and unclenchiniger sides as
she tried to control the indignation which was inglland bubbling
within her. Behind her she heard Grant speak tagbstly.

‘Charlie, calm down. I'm sure Burt is only thinkingf your
reputation.’

'‘No, he isn't—he's thinking of his own. Anyway,dtold him my
reputation is my own concern, not his. And... addn't care a damn
about his," she blurted, whirling round to looktla¢m both. Then
moving to her father's side she leaned againstekk again. 'But the
truth of the matter is it's your reputation whishreally at stake,' she
told him.

'‘Mine?' he exclaimed. 'In what way?' '‘Burt say th... if ... | won't
marry him he'll fire you from your job here as mgeaand expose
you as the person who's been embezzling moneytfierhotel. Tell
him it isn't true, that you haven't been embezzlirighe broke off as
Grant's shoulders slumped and his face went thmucalf putty. 'It
Isn't true, is it?' she whispered weakly, dismaypking through her.

He didn't answer her but looked across the dedkuat who had
straightened up and was standing with his brawng-taoned
forearms crossed on his chest. With his sun-giltsexe calmly
Impassive under the droop of blond hair he resetnhte avenging
mythical god come down to pass judgment on poorkweartals,
Charlotte thought rather wildly, and she found BHErsvondering
quite irrelevantly and jealously how many other veormhad been
attracted and trapped by his golden male beautytorfind out that
they had been caught in the devil's coils.

'l guessed you were suspicious of me,' Grant'sswsas hoarse. 'How
long have you known about the discrepancies whicdwed in the
accounts?'



'‘About a couple of months,' said Burt curtly. 'Teathy | came to
stay at Long Cay. It had been suggested to meythatmight be
responsible for them'’

'‘Dad, tell him you aren't responsible,' urged Gitéel
'l can't,’ he groaned, giving her a tortured IdBlkecause | am.’
'‘But why? Why?' gasped Charlotte.

'‘Ever since | came to work here I've been blackedaily someone
who knew about the trouble | was in at the Aquariumanaged to
keep him quiet by paying him so much a month. TlaehDecember
he raised his price.' Grant looked at Burt. 'l dottimeet it,' he added
with a sigh of defeat.

'So you helped yourself to the petty cash, hopirgouldn't show,’
jeered Burt, his mouth twisting unpleasantly.

'I'm afraid so.’
'‘Oh, Dad, how could you?' groaned Charlotte.

'‘Charlie, please try to understand,’ he said, mgrrtio her. 'The
blackmailer threatened that he would go to Burtttichim I'd been
fired from the Aquarius for fraud, and | had no wayproving him
wrong. | didn't want to risk losing my job here ameing turned out
without any references again, so | paid him to kgefet. It just
became too much for me to cope with.' He turneBud again. 'l
fully intended to replace the money as soon asildco

'Oh, sure.' Burt's , voice was dry. 'But you weffed to let the guy
frighten you in that way. You should have let hiell tne about the
Aquarius business. It wouldn't have been news tdviyemother had
told me and why she'd decided to give you a jok.'gdve Grant a
rather scornful glance. 'Now you're in an even wargess. You're



caught between the devil and the deep blue seaebetme and him.
But there is a way out for you.'

'How?' asked Grant hopefully.

'Once Charlotte becomes my wife you'll have nothiagworry

about," replied Burt coolly. He glanced at Chado#ind his eyes
crinkled at the corners as he smiled at her. Sasyou will, darling,’
he suggested softly.

‘And if | won't?' she retorted spiritedly.

‘Then your father goes to jail," he replied, hisefaardening, his eyes
ice-cold. 'lI'd like your answer now,' he went onosithly, ‘then [I'll
know what | have to do. If your answer is still Fibgo out through
that door and tell the hotel staff your fatherusmended from his job
as manager and why.'

She stared at him challengingly and he stared rlggatk, his
expression not altering. Then she looked down &nGr bowed
rumpled head. This was her father, her kind warartee father who
had loved her mother so much he had beggared Hiarsghad run
Into debt to obtain the best medical treatment maoeld buy. How
could she let him down? She knew she couldn't mednith herself
afterwards. Even the cost of her own future hamsmeas nothing to
the price he would have to pay if she again refisedarry Burt.

She looked at Burt again. His head was tipped fahsbghtly and he
was watching her from under slightly frowning eyas.

‘All right, | will marry you,' she said steadilynd felt a strange
feeling compounded of fear and excitement twisbulgh her when
she saw triumph glitter briefly in his eyes beftirey were hidden by
his lashes.

‘Charlie, you don't have to," Grant began anxiausly



'Please, don't say anything,' she whispered, sqgatbwn beside his
chair and putting her arms round him. 'Except.cepx, perhaps, to
wish me happy.'

'‘But are you sure?' he murmured.
‘I'm sure.’

'l guess you won't hear anything more from youckaailer once it's
known that Charlotte and | are going to be marrsadg Burt, coming
round the desk. 'He'll realise | know everythingabyou and that
there isn't much point in approaching you any miditee does bother
you just let me know and I'll deal with him. Thelypother people
who might require explanations are Broadfoot, thelitar who

noticed the discrepancies, and--' His mouth cumedeful humour.

‘And of course, my father,' he added.

'‘He's here, in Long Cay,' said Grant. 'He camectoree yesterday
afternoon.’

'‘Why?' Burt's voice was sharp.

‘He thought | might be able to tell him of your wéabouts. It seems
your sister mentioned that you were very friendighwone of my
daughters.' Grant drew in his breath in a rathé&synsigh and gave
Burt a bitter glance. 'To tell the truth, he bedidWNancy had become
your mistress and that | knew. | don't mind tellyoy he was damned
offensive about it.'

'l can imagine,' drawled Burt.

‘And it gave me great pleasure to tell him he waeng,’ Grant
continued. 'l told him Nancy was at Windward Co#tagaiting for
her husbandor arrive.' His lips thinned in exasperation. 'Of sl
had no idea Charlie was with you. Now he's gointhtok | lied to
him.'



'‘Did you know your father was coming to Long CagMarlotte
demanded, turning to Burt.

'l didn't know he was coming, but | knew he'd ady he replied.
‘That's really the reason why | asked Ted to flybask here this
afternoon.’

‘But how did you know?'

‘The marvels of modern science,' he retorted witlria. 'V.H.F.
radio. This morning while | was pre- ' paring thredkfast | listened
to the scanner and picked up a message for me whashbeing
relayed by another yachtsman in the vicinity. He lpacked it up
from the Nassau marine station the evening beforgas from my
sister asking me to get in touch with her as s®passible, so | put
into Macklin's Cay knowing | could contact her frdrare. She told
me he'd arrived, breathing fire and brimstone ammhahding to see
me.' He gave Charlotte an intent serious look.likel you to come
with me now to meet him.'

'‘But | can't go looking like this,' she protestsdddenly wary of
meeting his family. To be introduced to them as wWwman he
intended to marry would be the final closing of the® in which she
was caught, and she realised she was still hoptitigsearching for a
way to escape from it before it was too late.

‘What's wrong with the way you look?' he askedsingi his eyebrows
In surprise.

‘My hair...." she began, raising a hand to it.

'Is like an angel's, I've told you,"' he repliedd fiicked the front curls
with a finger.

‘And I'm sticky and dirty and | feel and look a mes



'You look lovely to me any way you are,' he murnalireis eyes
darkening sensuously as their glance roved slowér der. Tilting
her chin up with one finger, he kissed her lighdly the lips with
complete disregard for her father.

'Please ... | must go back to the cottage and hadweth and change
my clothes,' she whispered shakily. As his wife sloeilld have to
become accustomed tbim_looking at her in that possessive
predatory way, to him kissing her when he felt likeo him....

'I'm very reluctant to let you out of my sight righow," he said
bluntly, his voice cutting across her wild thoughts

'‘Why?' she challenged.

‘You might take it into your head to give me thip sind fly back to
where you came from, angel, before | can marry'you.

‘You don't trust me?' Her chin went up defiantly.

‘Shall we say | don't trust my own luck,' Burt iiedl enigmatically.
His eyes narrowed and he smiled, that strangelyrsae and
menacing smile which she had come, to realise mbantas
planning some mischief. 'I'll come with you to thattage and wait
while you shower and change, then we'll walk ovesde my father
together.'

Charlotte bit her hp and flicked an appealing géaatcher father. To
her surprise he rose to his feet and tightenedribeof his tie.

‘A good idea,' he said. 'I'll drive you both to ttatage.’

Half an hour later, submerged in rose-scented foathe bath at
Windward Cottage, Charlotte relaxed for the finstet in days, or so
it seemed. Being with Burt constantly for over yefvur hours had
been a tormenting, nerve-stretching experienceegad now he was



still with her, not in the same room it was truet im the same house
downstairs in the living room, waiting for her, rinisting her.

Since she had last been in this bathroom on Wedgedtk felt she
had lived a lifetime, so much had happened to GaerWednesday
she had been worried about Nancy and had beenndeésr to

prevent her sister from going off with Burt. Noweslvas wondering
what Nancy would say when she found out that hemnger sister
was going to marry the man whose mistress she ¢yaebhto become.

'l had to say I'd marry him for Dad's sake," Ch#elonuttered as if
answering a question put to her by her absent sikteouldn't have
done it if he hadn't threatened to send Dad tdSarheone has to pay
the devil his due and it looks as if it will hawelde me. Only | wish ...

| can't help wishing—' Her lips trembled.

What was the matter with her? She had never beeangio

indulgence in romantic daydreams, so why start n&ul?, she

couldn't help wishing she hadn't been blackmail@d accepting
Burt's proposal. She wanted to marry for love antdg married for
love, but she was sure he didn't love her and agerhad been far
from his thoughts yesterday, just as it had beefrdan his thoughts
when he had invited Nancy to go away with him. Ehevas

something cold and calculating in his sudden prajpdSomething

had caused him to change his mind.

If he loved her he wouldn't be in such a hurry, astged. If he loved
her he would be willing to wait, to become engagea civilised

fashion and let her go back to England to worktkellonger at her
job, prove herself in it and have the experiendeenfig successful in
it. And if she loved him she wouldn't be so suspisiof his motives.
No marriage could succeed if there was such adatkist between
the partners and there must be some way she ceutdigjof the final
commitment, some way in which she could preventfarer from



being disgraced without her becoming the second Buston
Sharaton.

Sliding down in the bath, she let her head dip bhaclls into the

water until her hair was completely soaked. Sittupg again, she
reached for a bottle of shampoo, poured some ohdsd and began
to lather it. When that was done she turned ontdps, pulled the
shower curtain across, flicked the shower lever atmbd up.

Lukewarm water streamed over her head, rinsingtloaitiather. It

slipped caressingly over her skin, soothing awayldst of the salt
and sweat which had made her feel so sticky.

When she felt really clean and glowing she twitchadk the shower
curtain and groped for the big towel she had pua@tool near the
bath. Holding it to her face, she dabbed water flmn eyes and
gasped with astonishment which changed swiftly téeeling of
outrage when she saw that Burt was in the bathrd¢aked to the
waist, he was stepping calmly out of his jeans.

‘Just what do you think you're doing in here?'ddmanded, mentally
kicking herself for not having remembered to loble tdoor. She
draped the towel sarong-wise about her and clugdhio her stepped
out of the bath.

'l heard the shower running and realised how sticfglt too, so |
thought I'd join you under it,' he replied easilyossing his jeans
aside, he turned to faceher. He was still weatiedoikini swimming
briefs he had worn the previous day and the stelaichwlouded the
bathroom laid a sheen on his sun-tanned torso ab His skin
gleamed like gold.

'‘Well, you're too late,’ she retorted, trying tetend a sophistication
she didn't feel, trying not to show how much higgastion had
shocked her. "You'll have to shower by yoursekadil.’



She tried to slide past him, intending to maketfe& bedroom and
lock herself in that room, but he sidestepped, kfacthe way and
with a casual kick behind him closed the door.

'‘Prude,’ he scoffed softly, stepping towards h&d #ghere was
nowhere she could go in that small but elegant roexuept

backwards into the bath, so she stood her gro@awihg up to him

and feeling excitement dance along her nerves \migefingers slid

lazily along the slope of her bare shoulder. Atgheting rapacious

expression in his eyes as he bent his head towardsand curved his
hand behind the nape of her neck that excitemahegad in a taut
knot somewhere in the lower part of her body.

'‘Pagan,’ she retorted breathlessly, her lips marah their own
volition, her face tilted up to his in invitatioher breasts feeling as if
they would burst with longing to be touched.

‘You'll have to get used to sharing with me. Weften shower and
bath together when we're married, so think of #ss trial run,' he
whispered. 'Drop the towel, sweetheart.’

'‘No--' Whatever else she might have said was lesalise his lips
accepted the invitation hers offered.

The towel was twitched away from her and she wasps\against
him. The hardness of his chest inflamed the tempaents of her
breasts and against the hard thrust of his masiyutiar body arched
involuntarily. Delirious with delight, she rubbedrself against him,
loving the feel of his skin slightly sticky with gat clinging to the
dampness of hers, her mind dizzy and no longeoirtrol, drugged
by the male smell of him.

Slowly he withdrew his lips from hers to whispeicitly against her
cheek while his hand explored the smooth swellevftiteasts.

‘Which bedroom is yours?"



‘The one opposite the bathroom," she murmuredgiobnto him as
desire made her unsteady on her feet. Then thecamipih behind his
words penetrated her half-drugged mind, clearin{Biit we can't,’
she muttered.

'‘Can't what?' His lips burned against her throdtlas hair feathered
her chin.

‘Anticipate our ... our wedding night,' she whisgkrhiding her face
against the smooth tensile bulk of his shoulder.

In the moment of silence she heard Rosie's voisedan song down
in the kitchen and the swift excited beat of Bunesart Beneath her
head his shoulder shook as he laughed softly.

'l hadn't realised you're such a romantic at hesawgetheart,’ he
mocked gently, putting his hands on her shouldepush her away
from him. His glance scanned her briefly but wittaa hunger which
set her nerves twanging again, then he bent akdgiagp the towel to
drape it about her shoulders like a shawl, crossiager her breasts
in an almost reverent gesture. '‘God knows | wantaimed could take
you right now,' he murmured, passion smoulderikg gireen fire in
his eyes. 'But if it would please you to wait, stveeide, we'll wait
until our wedding night.' He kissed her tenderlytbe temple, then
turned away abruptly to the bath and turned oraps.

Charlotte ran across the landing into the bedrdmanging the door
shut behind her. Her heart was thundering, herdoleas beating
wildly along her veins and her hands were shakmgle skimped
drying herself. Opening drawers, she pulled ouartlelothing at
random until she had found what she wanted to w#&lae. dressed
quickly, her ears cocked for the stopping of thevatr, afraid that
Burt would invade her privacy again and finding tséill naked

would let his desire run riot.



But he took his time and by the time he did emémy® the bathroom
she was downstairs wearing a silky white and grpatierned,

figure-clinging dress which flattered the long liokher thighs and
dipped down in front to reveal the shadowy clefisen her breasts,
her hair a feathery dark aureole, her face delicatade up.

They didn't talk as they walked together alongwheding, road to
the Sharaton residence. Already shadows were stpling before
the rays of the westering sun and as they wenthepsteps which
curved upwards between bushes of yellow allamdrets,hibiscus*
and spike-leaved oleanders the murmur of voicesthadlink of
glasses came to them.

Burt's hand on her arm brought Charlotte to a stop.

'It sounds as if Stacey is having one of her etemektail parties,' he
said quietly. 'Too bad, | had hoped we could seefatlyer alone.
Since no one here knows about our escapade togettitrnot

mention it,'” he went on, his mouth quirking wrylily father is a
puritanical old devil and doesn't approve of toslggrmissive ways.
Particularly he doesn't approve of me. He'll trythoow you off

balance, so don't take too much notice of whatlys.5s

Soft lights were already slanting out from the wageen patio doors
on to the flagged courtyard behind the house whereps of people
lounged or stood and talked. Soft music beat otat the swiftly

gathering tropical dusk. A tall woman dressed Ikysblack narrow
trousers and a glittering, shawl-draped top whi@s winched into
her waist by a jewelled belt, glided in front oeth. Her smooth
blonde hair shimmered like gold and her wide grgesy eyes were
frankly curious as they flicked over Charlotte.

'So you're back,' she drawled to Burt. 'Boy, are yotrouble!" She
glanced at Charlotte again. 'I'm Stacey Holdent'8wister. Do |
know you?' 'Charlotte Mason," said Burt crisplyeaRy?' Stacey's



finely plucked eyebrows rose in mocking surprigéhat happened to
the other one ... what was her name? Nancy?'

'‘Where's the Lion?' asked Burt, ignoring the qoesti
'Inside somewhere, probably talking stocks andeshtr someone.'

‘Listen, Stacey... look after Charlotte while layod have a word with
him.'

'Sure. But a word of warning, brother mine." Stasgypke in a
confidential whisper. 'Watch your step. He's beewting about all
day, threatening to cut you out of his will for tay you behaved at
the Courtenays' place last Wednesday morning.'

‘Let him. | couldn't care less.' Burt shrugged stwulders. 'I'll be
back in a few minutes, sweetheart,’ he murmuredCharlotte,

dropped a swift kiss on her cheek and steppedhetdouse through
one of the wide windows.

'‘Mmm—affectionate,’ Stacey drawled mockingly. ‘Idhao idea

Nancy had a sister. You're not a bit alike, are?ybmean, everyone
can tell Burt and | are brother and sister. In fsmine people think
we're twins, although there's actually eighteen th®metween us.
Nancy is much older than you are.’

'Seven years,' said Charlotte. 'I'm twenty-two.'

‘You're not the type Burt usually associates withez. You look ...
well, too fresh and—what's the word?' Stacey snéppme fingers
together. 'l know," she added with a sudden swifteswhich showed
she was Burt's sister. 'Wholesome—that's right. good for him,
not a bit shop-soiled. Oh, lord" She put a longéred
blood-red-tipped hand to her mouth and her eyesesspd rueful
humour. 'l hope | haven't offended you. | tendun on when I'm
nervous, and I'm terribly nervous right now. Godws what the



Lion is saying to Burt. But come inside and hawiak and meet my
husband Clarke. | think you and he might get onl weglether. He's
good and clean, and wholesome too, and I'm awfultky to be
married to him.'

Clarke Holden was a slim fair-haired man with a staahe curving
over his upper hp. His hazel eyes had a merry teiakd Charlotte
soon felt at her ease as he provided her withtadsiok and talked to
her about windsurfing, having apparently watched rhany times
during the past few weeks when she had been ohttiwdt Holmes
brothers.

But eventually someone took his attention from éwed she found

herself standing alone, a little on the edge ofghi Feeling suddenly
lonely, she looked around for Burt and found hérseing watched

from one of the archways of the beautiful exoticélirnished room

by a tall, straight-backed elderly man who was Igeahd rather

severely dressed in a well-cut lightweight suigofy alpaca, a crisp
white shirt and discreet dark tie.

A little disconcerted by his penetrating stare f pale eyes which
were deeply set under down slanting eyebrows, shesdhtowards
one of the open windows. The sun was setting instgal blaze of
glory, shafts of golden and crimson light fanningftom it through
streaks of dark purple clouds. The sea had turmpedeaviolet colour,
trimmed with lacy white foam, and the sand was adskved
shimmering rose pink. Then the sun dipped suddéelpw the
horizon, and stars glinted in the purple-streakgd $he sea lurked
like beaten silver, the sands dark pewter as thtiliggered.

‘Miss Charlotte Mason?' the voice at her shouldsped dryly, and
she turned. It was the elderly man; he was mucérdithn she had
first realised, possibly seventy, maybe older, tasned cheeks
hollow, his brow wrinkled. Blue veins showed at tamples hinting



at a certain frailty but the set of his jaw was il@anand there was
pride in the way he carried his silver-haired leenhead.

'I'm Lionel Sharaton,' he said, his grey eyes, ae ps to be almost
without colour, boring down into hers. '‘My son heesen telling me
about you.'

Charlotte looked past him, searching the crowdedréor Burt. He
wasn't there.

'‘Burt was called to the phone,' Lionel Sharatonlarpd, 'so |
thought I'd take the opportunity to speak to yanal Shall we take a
turn about the garden?'

With a polite hand under her elbow he guided heouph the
window and out into the flower-scented, cicadayaisisk, away
from the house and along a path which twisted tjinadbe shrubbery.

'You come from Witherton, | believe,' said Liondlg®aton. 'It's some
time since | was there. Linda and | were marriedHoly Trinity
Church at Lanbridge some thirty-three years agoy@eo know the
church?'

'Yes, | do.'

'l was told it dated back to the eleventh centurppeautiful old

building. I'm always telling Burt he should go tagwisit it and see
the names of his Marling ancestors carved into nignstones on
the walls and in the graveyard. He tells me helsgytm marry you.'
He paused in his slow pacing and his hand dropieed fier elbow to
his side. Charlotte broke stride to turn and lobkien. 'I'd like to

know just how you've managed to persuade him toenmich a
commitment to you,' he said quietly. 'What did yda? Plead
pregnancy and threaten him with a paternity suit?"



Offended beyond caution, Charlotte tossed backhéad and glared
at him.

‘No, | did not! In fact the boot was on the otheotf' she retorted
angrily. 'He threatened me. He's blackmailed me amreeing to
marry him--' She broke off, realising what she lathe when she
saw his light eyes glint.

'‘Really? How interesting,’ he drawled. 'Let's wallittle further
where we won't be overheard and you can tell meemor

l... er--'

‘You can't back off now, my dear,' he said witthaakle of laughter.
‘You've let the cat out of the bag. And you mustjifice me if | seem
to pry, but Burt is my heir, my only son, so I'mryénterested in
whom he marries.' He shook his head as they moeag dlt won't
do, you know,"' he went on. 'If he marries you lfimaia I'll have to
change my will and leave his portion perhaps dididp among his
cousins and my daughter.’

'‘But | don't want to marry him," Charlotte said emgy. 'And |
wouldn't have agreed if he hadn't threatened rdce my father.’

'In what way could he do that?' He swung arounuetoagain.

'He... he ... well, Burt has found out that my é&tihas embezzled
some money ... not a lot... from the hotel accquatsd he's
threatened to expose him and send him to jailréard if | don't marry

him. I've kept hoping he wouldn't carry out hisetr because |
thought my father was innocent. But this afterndbdaound out he

Isn't, and Burt said if | didn't agree thereaiiéritto marry him he'd
sack Dad on the spot and tell everyone on the taéiwhy. I... I...

had to agree. | couldn't think of any way to getaiut.’



'l see. Thank you for telling me. | appreciate yoanfidence, my
dear.' He let out a rather weary sigh. 'Well, duddn't be difficult to
extricate you from the predicament in which my kas placed you.
How long have you known him?"'

'We met two weeks ago... but | haven't really seech of him until
the last two days,' Charlotte whispered.

‘Then weren't you a little surprised when he pregasarriage?'

‘Yes, | was, and | couldn't help feeling he'd deador some ulterior
motive.'

'Oh, he has, my dear, he has.' Lionel Sharatonte \grated with
irony. He was silent for a moment From the hougentiusic and the
sound of laughing voices floated out into the seftrety dusk. 'He's
done it deliberately to thwart me,' he added slowigtching her.
'‘And for no other reason. | hope you haven't beeshech by him into
believing he's in love with you. He's quite capatfiesubverting an
innocent young woman like yourself by saying henisrder to get
you to do what he wants.’

'‘No, no, | haven't been misled,' whispered Charlotiserably.

'l have to admit, then, Miss Mason, to being mistakbout you,' he
went on gently. 'l had believed you to be the gafrtshallow
fortune-hunting young woman who occasionally atéscherself to
my son. Now I'm convinced you aren't, and | apaedor what | said
to you at the beginning of our conversation. Wowdd mind telling
me why you don't want to marry Burt? Don't you liken?'

‘Yes, | do like him," she confessed. '‘But too mtamarry him. It's
very hard to explain, but | feel strongly that ifarry him because
he's forced me to our marriage might turn out taalrepeat of his
previous marriage... a disaster.’



Again there was silence between them Cicadas dhaintethe
shadows and stray moths flitted by, attracted tde/ére house by the
glimmer of lights.

'If that's how you feel then | have no doubt youight,' said Lionel
Sharaton at last with another weary sigh. 'Do yaxeha return ticket
to England?'

'Yes, but I'm not going back until next Saturday.'

‘Mm, you must leave before then,’ he murmuredotilel like you to
leave tomorrow if it can be arranged. You see, bvknfrom

experience that my son moves fast once he's mades upind to do
something. You must leave before he's able to ¢jeeace to marry
you.'

'‘But what about my father? If I... I... break myn@do Burt he'll fire
my father and tell everyone he's an embezzler psttested.

‘Don't worry about that—I shall arrange everythiMgur father can
leave with you. He'll have to give up his job hdmet, | can assure you
that if you do what | ask he'll leave with an umbighed reputation
and excellent references so that he'll have nacdify in getting
employment elsewhere. I'll go and see him lates tavening.
Meanwhile | suggest you leave this party and gk lbaavhere you
live and start packing your cases.

I'll instruct my secretary, who always travels witfie, to make
reservations if possible on a direct flight fromrdndo England
tomorrow. If that can't be done there's another wawhich your
certain departure can be arranged.’

'‘But shouldn't | tell Burt?' she asked hesitantly.

'‘No, | shall take care of all that for you. Now gay dear. You'll hear
from me later tonight about the travel arrangemeatodnight.’



CHAPTER SIX

PALE October sunshine filtered through the morning miich
curled like grey feathers above the swift sparkivaders of the River
Wither as it rushed through the green valley it badred for itself
over the years between the brown moors and felteeof.ancashire
Pennines. Slowly rising, the mist wreathed itsélbw the tall dark
chimneys of textile mills built on the river. It hg cloud-like in the
branches of old elm trees and drifted across thenghslate roofs of
rows of brick houses. Then quite suddenly it vamisand the whole
town of Witherton seemed to glow, brick red and tg&dd, under the
warm mellow rays of the autumnal sun.

At the corner where the High Street ran into thalssguare in front
of the Town Hah the traffic lights changed from tedyreen and a
little blue car which was leading the line of stedpcars jerked
forward with a change of gear, whisked right andteth down a
narrow alleyway between two solid brick buildings.

Charlotte parked die battered Mini which she hadagad to buy for
a song in a narrow lane and gathering up her handbd briefcase
left the car, dashing through the double doorwaii@back of one of
the buildings behind which she had parked.

Tall and slender in a straight-skirted suit of grebecked tweed, her
dark curls shining and bobbing, she hurried alorigage echoing
passage, up some stairs and into a big sunny roomshed with

several desks.

' 'Morning, Charlie. Frank wants to see you straigtvay." The
speaker was a small plump woman with a very shairctt and a
sharp shrewd face. She was aly Globe and Record'business
and finance commentator and was already busy atyipemvriter
writing up her comments on the latest slump inilest



‘Thanks, Grace.' Charlotte dropped her briefcastherdesk which
was reserved for the use of herself and Bob Baores of the junior
sports reporters, and went across the half-openatdbe end of the
room. She put her head round the edge.

'‘Come in, Charlie." Frank Lane, assistant editothef paper, was
middle-aged, had sparse brown hair and a long-jdwetbrous face.
‘How much do you know about the Marling family?"

'l know that Josiah Marling put Witherton on the pmat the
beginning of the nineteenth century when he buittihand started
making cotton stockings,' she replied, slidingama thair. 'And | also
know that members of the family have contributedcimio the
development of the town. Two of them were electedrayor at
different times."

'‘Good, good. Do you know that the last of the Ma
lings—Daniel—died only last year at the age of gigkeven leaving
his few remaining shares in the hosiery companythadld family
house out at Lanbridge to his daughter Linda Mgriaraton, but
she outlived him by only three months, so his prigpsas passed on
to his only grandson Burton Sharaton?’

Charlotte became suddenly very interested in hmg-fongered hands
which were clasped loosely on her lap.

‘No, | didn't know that,' she admitted.

'‘Well, you know it now, and that the Burton Shamatanentioned is
here in Witherton this week.'

'‘Why?' The question was out before she could $tapd she looked
up sharply, feeling her heart change gear and itagéadly, almost
suffocatingly.



'He's come to talk to the management at the hosmdiy There's a
rumour going about that the Polygon Corporationchitiook over
the Marling Company more than thirty years agodesded to pull
out and sell its interests to another corporafidrere's also a rumour
that he's here to dispose of the old house at licggdar Now | have
Grace covering the business part, but I'd like tgoaover the more
personal side. | thought a profile on the Marlignily—you can
look up the past history in the old copies of t@dobe and
Record—something about the house at Lanbridge, toppindj bff
with an interview with this chap Burton Sharatommuvknow the sort
of thing—Grandson of the last of the Marlings sebls roots at
Lanbridge.

It's a popular angle these days and will appe#iie¢aeaders of your
Saturday column.'

Charlotte's mind whirled. Burt, whom she hadn'inseeheard from
since she had left his sister's cocktail party sewenths ago, was
here in Witherton, and irony of ironies, she wameasked to
interview him, knowing that he loathed newspapporeers.

'‘Couldn't someone else do it?' she protested.

‘Someone else?' Frank was incredulous. 'Who, stante? Who else
writes about this sort of local interest thing betthan you do? It's
just up your street, Charlie.'

‘Yes, | know, but. but... Burt... Mr Sharaton migidt want to be
interviewed. Couldn't | just write about the Madifamily and leave
him out of it?' she asked.

'‘No, you could not Do | have to remind you of theponsibilities of a
newspaper reporter? It's your job to inform theljoutf what's going

on in this town, about the people who visit it BurtSharaton isn't a
native son, but his mother was a native daughtetizetake-over of



the hosiery company by Polygon was an importamitewnehe life of
the community. It saved the jobs of hundreds ofkes, so | think
our readers will be interested in being introdutedhe son of the
man who saved the Marling company from financiat.fu

'‘But supposing he refuses to be interviewed?' Gtiarargued. 'What
shall | do then?'

'‘Ah, come on, love. Use your head and your feminles, he
jeered. 'Now get going. You haven't much time.tbid he's leaving
Witherton tonight'

‘All right," Charlotte sighed. 'Have you any idehease I'll find him?'

'He's been staying at the Golden Fleece overnigtis. morning he's
at the mill and at midday he's lunching with theaBbof Trade. Now
this afternoon he might be going to look at theladse. Hawker and
Ramsbotham, the estate agents and auctioneers pkanelooking
after the property since Daniel Marling died, ssuggest you get in
touch with Audrey Ramsbotham. She might be abteltyou if he's
going out to Lanbridge.’

The telephone rang and he picked up the receiignjsking her with

a jerk of his head towards the door. Charlotte vibarwk to her desk
and sat for a while staring down at the typewrit®nf seeing it
because her thoughts were flashing back to heddnplin the

Bahamas and its sudden ending.

Everything had gone according to Lionel Sharatplda. Somehow
he had been able to prevent Burt from following teethe cottage
when she had left Stacey's party and somehow heanaadged to
persuade her father to give up his job at Long @ay fly back to
England with her.

'l can't help feeling relieved, Charlie," Grant Mashad confided in
her that evening after Lionel Sharaton had talkeaim. 'l didn't like



the idea of you being forced to agree to marry Bistto get me out
of the mess I'm in. It's a good thing you talkeol Sharaton about
it. | get the impression he felt Burt had acteditopetuously.' He had
given her a curious under- browed glance. 'Howydid feel about it,

love?'

'Relieved,' she had replied, deliberately ignothmgregret which had
begun to gnaw at her. 'Did Mr Sharaton say anythingut making
arrangements for us to leave tomorrow?'

‘Yes, it's all fixed. We're to fly to New York inishprivate jet. It
brought him here and he has to return to the Statesrrow, so we'll
go with him. From New York we'll fly directly to Lmalon. It was
impossible to get reservations on the B. A. flightm here
tomorrow.'

'‘What about Nancy and Luke? Is there any way wdetgdhem know
we won't be here when they return from Eleuthera?’

'I'm doing something about that now," Grant hadiedp 'Rosie is
going to stay on in this house until the end oftwexek to pack up all
my belongings and arrange for them to be sent gpaad. I'll leave a
note with he;r for Nancy and Luke.' He had frowadittle anxiously.

'l think it would be best not to tell Nancy abowueegything, about the
embezzling, the blackmailing and your escapade Biint. She'll

only be upset, and | don't want to disturb her hoke too much

while they are feeling their way to a reconciliatio

‘How will you explain your sudden decision to legwaeir job?'

'Oh, I'll tell her I felt homesick for England atioat I'd like to five
nearer to you and to her.'

Packing her case while her father wrote to Nancylarke, Charlotte
was tempted to write a note to leave for Burt. $&viemes she tried,
but tore each attempt up, eventually deciding #maabrupt cutting



off of their relationship was the best way to end without
explanation. After all, their brief association Hagkn only a holiday
escapade, as her father had suggested, and itidieoee been easy to
forget once she had returned to Witherton, far afk@y the sunlit
magic of coral strands and aquamarine seas, far fiora the islands
of paradise, back in the reality of the dark malh&l barren hills of her
native county.

Yet that hadn't happened because ah through spntigummer she
had been bothered by her conscience, feeling thag¢dving Long
Cay so abruptly she had broken a promise for teetime in her life.
She had given her word to Burt that she would mhaimy and even
the knowledge that he had pressured her into madiol a promise
could not ease her conscience. She felt she hadiedown.

It had not taken her father long to find a job wihenhad returned to
England and now he was happily settled as the nesuiwdg country
club in the Midlands. Nancy and Luke had duly ne@dr to their
home outside London and soon the news came from tiat Nancy
was expecting a baby. On the few occasions Chartatt seen her
sister no mention had been made by either of thelBud Sharaton
and she had found Nancy a changed woman, no loagtess and
bitter but calm and smiling, more beautiful thaemeas she projected
the image of expectant motherhood.

The jangle of a telephone bell on the next deskptlrsting open of
the swing doors of the room as a reporter entetededly jolted
Charlotte out of her though”. Somehow during the feav hours she
had to find a way of avoiding interviewing Burt.r8ehow she had to
find out what he thought about Witherton and Laahipei without
actually meeting him.

Why didn't she want to meet him? Because she wasue about
meeting him, afraid that he might take some repoisder for letting
him down.



She flicked through the telephone directory anahébthe number of
Hawker and Ramsbotham, who managed the family famad was
asking about the Marling property.

'‘As a matter of fact Arthur Hawker and | are gomg there this
afternoon to open up the place for Mr Sharatord' Aadrey. 'Arthur
IS going to survey the property to get an ideasofalue.'

‘Would you mind if | came over to look at the hotisasked
Charlotte. 'I'm doing some research for an arfi¢clave to write for
the Globe and Record.'

‘Then I'll be delighted to show you around. Do ymow where the
house is?'

Charlotte admitted that she didn't.

‘Well, when you get to Lanbridge drive over thelgg to the church,
turn left and you can't miss the house. It hagh tiall around it. See
you there, then, about two o'clock.

At half past one Charlotte left the offices of tBaily Globe and
Recordand drove out past the mills and through the newusimg

estate along the road to Lanbridge which was alimaishot a suburb
of Witherton. Once a small village, which had sgrwp around the
only bridge to cross the river at one time, it vdmsninated by its
square-towered eleventh century church, the onehich Lionel

Sharaton had told her he had been married to LWaiding.

Charlotte parked the car outside the church wall as the church
clock chimed two. When she had visited the housevabuld come
back to the church, she decided, and look insideddbt she would
learn something more about the Marling family fréme memorial
stones on its walls.



Yellow elm leaves floated down lazily in the warfteanoon air as
she walked along the narrow road which led pastctingch and
followed the burbling, glittering river. Some smettlildren obviously
not old enough to go to school were playing onsiides and swings
in a small park beside the church. Ahead anothenestwall,
overgrown with ivy, appeared Above it she could geeslant of a
slate roof.

High iron gates hung between tall stone gateposts wpen and she
went through them and up a short wide driveway ddg&h
dark-leaved rhododendron bushes to the square stmue which
was built in early Victorian style with plain sasindows and a plain
panelled front door set beneath a cobweb fanligiere was a small
car parked in front of the house and she guessddefxiRamsbotham
had arrived, so she raised the brass door knockekrocked twice.

A tall dark woman dressed in a blue tweed suit egehe door.

'I'm Charlotte Mason. We talked this morning on piene and you
said | could look round the house while you're libre afternoon.’

The woman's thin face creased into a friendly smile

'I'm Audrey Ramsbotham,' she said. ‘Do come inré\&xXpecting Mr
Sharaton to arrive soon. He said that as soon'ddiheshed at the
Board of Trade he'd get someone to drive him otd.he

'‘Oh. Then | won't bother to come in,' said Chaglattacking away.

'‘Not to worry. He won't be here for at least haifreour. Plenty of
time for you to look around,' said Audrey Ramsboth@nd perhaps
| can give you some information about the familysked to know
Linda Marling when | was a girl. We went to the sanding school,
and | must say I'm looking forward to meeting ham.5



Unusually hesitant, Charlotte stepped cautioustpufh the door
into the hallway. It was dim and had high ceiling decorated round
the edges with plaster mouldings. A wide stairvaydtraight up to a
landing where sunlight shafted through a stainedggvindow.

It isn't long since Daniel Marling died and thauke is just as it was
when he lived here," said Audrey Ramsbotham, pgstpen a heavy
oak door and leading the way into a big sitting mowvith an
enormous cast iron fireplace surrounded by whitebfea'l managed
to get a couple of women to come in and clean y@gyeso that it
wouldn't be too dusty when Mr Sharaton arrived. yreeemed to
have done a good job. Those old mahogany piecesrdgrespond
to polish. As you can see, there's some pricelest ere, if you
have a taste for Victoriana.'

They wandered from room to room and up the stairthé¢ second
floor. Charlotte made notes on a pad of writinggreghe had brought
and asked a few questions about Linda Marling.

'If | remember rightly there's a portrait of herine of the bedrooms,
replied Audrey Ramsbotham. 'Yes, here it is.' Ty stepped into a
bedroom at the back of the house overlooking theepwof moors
rising up to the grey crags of Cawsthorpe ridget ad looking, was
she, with all that golden hair?' Audrey went ortleessy surveyed the
portrait of a young woman dressed in riding clotheale fawn
breeches, black habit, high white stock and blasekkpd riding hat
perched on shimmering blonde hair. 'She was oglyteen when she
married Lionel Sharaton. He was twenty years dlden her and was
already a name in financial circles. Of course ri@riage was an
arranged one, all part of the deal Daniel Marlingden to extricate
himself from his financial difficulties. But | carfielp wondering if
she was happy--'

A voice called from somewhere in the lower partha house.



‘That's Arthur,' explained Audrey. "You go upstaingl have a look at
the attics while | go and find out what he wantg/du see anything
about which you'd like to ask questions come amdl ffine. I'll be glad

to give you some more details about the family.'

She left the room and went downstairs. Charlotte gme last look at
the pretty enigmatical face of the blonde hazedeyada, thinking

how much Stacey Holden had resembled her mothdr{heam went
up the next flight of stairs.

The attic was divided into three small rooms whingd obviously
been maids' rooms at one time. In the corner ofajrteem was a
door. Charlotte opened it and found a narrow fligitvooden steps
built into the wide cavity of the stone wall. Shaeegsed the stairway
went right down to the kitchen and had been usatédynaidservants
instead of the main staircase.

Closing the door, she left the room and went doarsto the second
floor. There wasn't really much more she wantedet®. The house
was gloomy and old-fashioned, its atmosphere soratdépressing,
and she decided she had better leave it beforeaBuved.

As she reached the top of the stairs going dowheayround floor
she heard voices and looking over the banistersdlote the hallway
gasped with consternation when she saw the glinohdight on
golden hair. Burt was standing in the middle of tiadl talking with
Audrey; a different Burt, elegantly dressed in aibass suit of finely
checked green and fawn worsted wool, a cream ahttdark tie,
quite different from the man she had gone sailintp;wa stranger
whom she was afraid to meet.

Audrey moved towards the stairs, still talking, &edollowed. As he
raised a foot to the bottom step and put a hanti@mide gleaming
banister he lifted his head as if to look up. Chitel stepped back
quickly and, glad the second landing was carpetedhat her



footsteps were muffled, she moved quickly towah#srboom where
the portrait of Linda Marling hung on the wall,rtking that since it
was at the back of the house there might be atoetbe servants'
staircase from it and she could escape from theédhrough the
kitchen.

Yes, there was a door in the corner on the outgidi situated
directly under the door in the room in the atti@pgened easily and as
she heard Audrey's voice coming nearer she stefpedgh it
quickly and closed it after her. Thick darkness edoped her.
Reaching out, her fingers came into contact wittvadl and she
shuffled a foot forward cautiously seeking for thége of a step.
There was none.

Hands outstretched in front of her, she moved fadwller hands
touched something soft and feathery and she neatlyed with

fright. For a moment she stood frozen, hearing alibe thunder of
her own rapid heartbeats the sound of voices,Aiuslrey's and then
Burt's. Then slowly and carefully she felt in frafther again. There
were shelves in front of her and on the shelvesvgeweral hats,
judging by the feel and shape of them. One of theasa small round
cap made of feathers. She was in a closet andtrevdy to the stairs
must be in the other corner of the room, on theesamll, placed
where the stairs slanted down to the second fleeslIWhy hadn't
she the brains to think of that?

Now all she could do was remain in the cupboard @odrey and
Burt had moved on to another room. Suddenly theuidusness of
the situation struck her and she had to cover loaitimwith her hand
as laughter rocked her. She laughed until the tzare and her solar
plexus ached with the effort of trying to be quiet.

What a fool she was, taking fright just because Bas in the house!
Why couldn't she have kept her cool and met hire tacface? She
had a perfectly good reason for being in the hohseafternoon and



she was supposed to interview him. Really she cdedde the
cupboard now, go and find Audrey tell her she heaénsall she
wanted to see and let the estate agent introdude IBairt. After all,
she held the advantage over him. She knew he was he didn't
know she was. He was the one who would be surprised

She groped for the door of the cupboard and sedridrea knob to
turn. There wasn't one. She pushed against thdspainéhe door. It
didn't budge, and with a sinking feeling she realig was one of
those old-fashioned cupboards, often found in Viato houses,
which could only be opened from the outside. She glaut in the
dark narrow confines and the only way to get ous washout for
help.

For a few tense moments she suffered the nearecatibn of

claustrophobia and almost screamed. Taking a deegth) she
counted to ten and when she felt calmer she begasmig on the door
and shout for help.

After a while she stopped, short of breath, andaebther flicker of

fear. She would have to be careful that she dgirffocate, and that
could happen if she used up all the oxygen in thé>aessing her ear
to the door, she listened. No sound of voices otsteps came
through it. They had moved on to another room aerdewperhaps
upstairs.

Supposing they didn't hear her? If Audrey Ramshmthealieved she
had left the house and had gone back to Withetterwsuld be here
all night, might be here for days. Panic clutchede. She could die
in this cupboard slowly suffocating to death. Fiaity she began to
kick at the door, wishing fervently that the Viators who had built
the house had not been so keen on making everygbingassive and
long- lasting. If only they had made their doorstlwhner wood!

Breathless and sweating, she rested, leaning aga®sdoor and



listening again. Was that a footstep? She thump#dher clenched
fists on the door.

'‘Let me out!" she croaked. 'Oh, please open the aublet me out!

The door opened suddenly and she fell out Recayédrar balance
quickly, she swung round to see who had openeddbe Burt stood
with his hand still on the knob, looking down at lath wary ice

green eyes.

'‘Miss Ramsbotham told me that a Miss Mason from\ihtherton

newspaper was in the house somewhere and was hHopimgrview

me,' he drawled coolly. 'l guessed it was you. Whathell were you
doing in the cupboard?’

Although dressed differently he wasn't any différexter all,
speaking to her as if they had parted only yestenmstead of over
seven months ago, and a feeling of sheer unadigtejay at seeing
him again swept through her. She almost flung hesabout him to
show how glad she was he was there. Only the ceslokhis glance
and the hard set of his mouth stopped her.

'l was hiding from you,' she admitted honestijhéhard you coming
towards this room and | thought | could get outgayng down the
servants' staircase to the kitchen, but | chosevtbaeg door and got
locked in the cupboard." She shuddered suddenlgeaction. 'l
thought | was locked in there for the rest of niig,lishe whispered.

'It's a, good thing | heard you as | was passing the doang way

downstairs, then,” Burt replied as he closed thgbcard door.
Suddenly his cool deserted him and he turned osdeagely. '‘God,
you're no different. You're still doing damn fobirigs. So you didn't
want to meet me, hmm? Well, that figures, consigghow you left

me in the lurch when we were practically at thardlt

'l didn't leave you in the lurch,’ she protestatignantly.



'‘No?' he jeered. 'l think you did. You'd promisedrtarry me--'
‘Under pressure,' she interrupted him furiously.

'It was still a promise, and you broke it, ran aut me without
explanation.'

‘But you must know why | left. Your father said Weuld explain to
you.'

'‘Ah, yes, my father.' His glance was bitter. 'Wiest seen you were
with him and when | asked him where you'd gone &d gou'd
complained of a headache and had gone back to Vimd@ottage
leaving a message with him for me saying you'dnse¢he next day.
| was reluctant to believe him, but | thought | kbtrust you—»but
when | called on you the next day to tell you I'dnmaged to get a
licence so we could be married the next week | doyou and your
father had skipped the country.' He gave her andaloglance. 'How
much did my father pay you to go back on your wohéd?sneered.

'‘Nothing. Oh, how like you to believe | had to lmaight off! When he
found out how | felt about being blackmailed intamying you--'

‘You told him that? Why?' he exclaimed.

'l ... | ... couldn't help it. He suggested | waarmging you for your

money and that made me angry,so | told him | didiait to marry

you and that you'd forced me to say | would byakeaing to ruin my

father. It was then he offered to help Dad and @iedrlotte paused,
drew a shaky breath and added in a low voice, t®sshe said you'd
only offered to marry me to thwart him.’

'l warned you he'd try to knock you off balancedrdi 1?' snapped
Burt exasperatedly. 'And he succeeded. You belibuead



'‘Well, it wasn't hard,' she argued. "You were iohsa hurry to marry
me | couldn't help thinking you had an ulterior met—although |
admit | couldn't understand, and still can't, hauarymarriage to me
could thwart any plans of his.’

Burt stared at her with thoughtful narrowed eyeasaffew seconds.

'He wanted me to marry another rich girl,’ he degivéventually. "It
was all part of one of his more dubious businesdsdé refused. He
was mad and followed me to Long Cay to threatenAseg/ou know,
Stacey warned me he'd come and it was then thadeheoccurred to
me that if | could persuade you to agree to mam\timere was no way
he could expect me to fall in with his plans andrmndrancine
Courtenay just so he could finalise a deal withfatrer. My problem
was shortage of time, and | had to use the infaondthad about
your father's difficulties to trap you into agregimefore | took you to
meet the Lion.'

'‘How glad | am that | accepted your father's hé&parlotte muttered
in a shaken voice. 'Any woman would have suited ypompose, even
Nancy.'

‘That isn't true. | wouldn't have offered to maNgncy under any
circumstances. You're the only woman I've ever timat I'vewanted
to marry." Burt shrugged his shoulders and turnegyato the
bedroom door. 'But it didn't come off. | guess ldaa mistake about
you and you weren't an angel sent to drag me lack the hell of
another marriage arranged by my father to furthisr business
interests," he added bitterly.

‘Then did you ... you ... marry Francine?' shekedadisappointment
welling up in her and making her throat dry.



He swung round to look at her and again there &wdesv seconds of
silence as they studied each other, both tryingedoetrate to the
thoughts and feelings which lay behind facial egprens.

‘No, I didn't marry her and I'm not going to mahsr.' Burt's mouth
quirked sardonically. "Would you believe Oonagh terabout you
and me in her column as | expected she would?'

'Oh. What did she write?'

‘Something which was nearly libellous, but not guihe intimated
that though there was a possibility of us gettiragned we'd already
set up house together. It was enough for Francmether, who

decided that | would make a most unsuitable husl@nder sweet,

darling daughter. The whole deal with Courtenaltfebugh, and as
a result my father resigned from his position asklent of Polygon.
Since then the corporation has suffered financiatlgt the Sharaton
fortune has declined somewhat. That's why I've ctanWitherton to

sell his and my shares in the Marhng Hosiery Compand also to
find out if | can realisesomething on the salehid house.'

‘Are you definitely going to sell it?' Charlottekasl, taking out her
notebook and pencil.

‘Are you interviewing me?' he challenged with argatift of one
eyebrow.

‘Yes, | am,’ she said shortly.

'l have no reason for keeping the house as | hawetention of living
in England,’ he replied coolly. 'l hope to settle business of putting
it up for auction this afternoon because I'm legWhiitherton this
evening.'

Will all the furniture be auctioned too, or will ykeep some special
pieces?' she asked, scribbling fast.



‘All the furniture will be auctioned too.'
'Including the portrait of your mother?'

‘That will be crated and shipped to my father.ihkthe intends that
my sister should have it'

'So all your ties with Witherton and Lanbridge viaé cut?’
‘Seems like it," he drawled dryly.

‘Do you feel any regret at all about that? | mean} it a painful
process, like the pulling up of roots?'

He didn't answer, so she looked up. He was statniger with a
faintly mocking smile glinting in his eyes.

'l thought | might run into you while | was in Wdhon," he
commented, 'but | have to admit | didn't think awgeting would be
like this." His glance drifted over her slowly, lemger cool or bitter
but warmly and intimately interested. 'You're trennYour cheeks
have lost their youthful bloom and you have linesler your eyes.
What's the matter, sweetheart?' he whispered ssfdpping closer.
'‘Been pining?'

'Of course not,' she replied untruthfully. 'Why slibl pine?'

'‘Because you missed out on something,’ he drawigdestively.
'‘Because that wedding night we promised each dlideit happen.’

As the memory of the last time they had stood asecto each other
flickered alight in her mind awareness of his pbgkiattraction

tingled insidiously along her nerves. She felt agiog to reach up
and touch his face, to lift her lips to his andl fdkee warmth and

strength of his arms around her.



‘Mr Sharaton?' Audrey Ramsbotham's voice soundid gear, as if
she were on her way upstairs. Stepping away from, EBiharlotte
crammed her notebook into her handbag and hurderts the
bedroom door and out on to the landing.

'l was wondering where you were," Audrey said asrehched the top
of the stairs. 'Have you seen Mr Sharaton yet?"

'Yes, | have. He's in the bedroom there,' repliedrotte, starting off
down the stairs. 'l have to fly— I've another appwmient this
afternoon. Thanks so much for letting me look rotimelhouse.’

"'l look forward to reading your column now thiate met you,'
Audrey called after her. 'Goodbye!

Down the stairs through the front doorway and otd the mellow
sunshine Charlotte hurried. She was running away fBurt again,
she recognised that. But she dared not stay witth dny longer
without betraying to him how she felt abduin. All the months of
trying to forget him had been so much wasted tiGlee hadn't
forgotten him at all. Being apart from him had oodused her heart
to grow fonder and not the opposite.

The church clock was chiming four when she reatiezctar and she
glanced with regret at the sun- gilded walls of émeient building.

She should really have gone inside to see the malwaof the

Marling family, but there was no time now. She wbubme back
tomorrow when Burt had left the district never tturn again

because he was cutting all ties with it.

In a peculiarly numbed state of mind she drove lhadWitherton to
the offices of thédaily Globe and Re- cordthere she spent the nex
hour looking up back numbers of the newspaper fficles which
had appeared over thirty years before when Liorr&on had
rescued Daniel Marling from financial ruin. Wheredhad finished



she drove out to the suburb where she lived inogkbbf flats
overlooking the park near the river.

Once shut in her small but comfortable flat shedafe. She put on
one of her favourite records, turned up the volame ran water for a
bath. By the time she had washed and had dres$edrine-coloured
velvet lounging pyjamas the light had gone from $slkg showing
through the wide window of the living room and mists rising from
the river valley.

After eating a snack meal she settled down onhiksterfield in front
of the electric fire to sort through the informatishe had gathered
during the day about the Marling family and to pdot the form her
article would take.

She wrote quickly in longhand, getting her ideag/mlantending to
type the article later, and was so engrossed irt sifeawas doing that
she jumped when someone knocked on the front dbtineoflat.
Guessing that it would be her nearest neighbourhda Nutter, a
teacher at the local primary school who often cameborrow
something or just to chat, she put her papersecme and went over
to the door to open it.

Instead of Barbara, Burt stood there, hands onptiekets of the
white trenchcoat he was wearing.

'Oh!" Charlotte was surprised and showed it. 'Howau find out |
live here?'

'‘Easy—I went to the newspaper offices. Your boss vay willing
to tell me where you lived when | said you hade@ able to finish
interviewing me," he replied coolly.

'l thought you said you're leaving Witherton tortigh

'l changed my mind. Aren't you going to ask me in?"



‘To... to what purpose?'

‘To finish the interview, of course." Taking a d#riforward, he
stepped past her into the living room and begamake off his
trenchcoat.

‘Burt, please go,' she whispered.

'‘Why?' He turned to frown at her. 'Are you expegtiomeone else?
Your lover, perhaps?’

'‘No, I'm not—and | don't have a lover,’ she rethrtand was

immediately irritated with herself for being honesten she saw his
eyes gleam with triumph. 'Oh, please go away,'wslged. 'l don't

want to interview you any more. | have enough imfation. We have
nothing more to say to each other.’

He moved quickly, wrenched the door out of her handl closed it.
'l can't agree with you. | have a lot to say to,{yba rasped.

'Oh, all right,' she said defiantly, stalking overthe chesterfield to
pick up her notebook. 'But please be quick aboand go. | have
work to do.’

He strode across the room and snatched the notdimulher hand
to toss it carelessly towards the low coffee taltlemissed the table
and fell fluttering to the floor. His hand fell drer shoulder and he
spun her round roughly to face him. At the sighthaf glitter in his
eyes, fear and excitement sizzled through herdikelectric shock.

'I'll take all night to say what | have to say| Mvant to," he grated
between his teeth. 'But first things first.'

His hands were hard and bruising as he hauledjaémnst him and his
lips forced hers ruthlessly apart. At once she svemmped by a flood



of sensuousness. With a half sigh, half groan sbend her arms
about his neck and pressed herself against him.etJntde
loose-fitting top of her lounging pyjamas his hastd familiarly to
stroke her bare back. Moulded together by the assipn which was
blazing in them, it seemed as if they would neegrasate, but at last
Burt lifted his mouth from hers and rocked her isn &rms while he
rubbed his cheek against her hair.

‘After that you can hardly deny you're glad to se®' he taunted
huskily.

'l am glad to see you--' she began.

‘Then why the hell couldn't you say so when younepehe door?' he
demanded, pushing her away from him so he coule gllawn at her.
‘Why tell me to go away? And why did you run awaig tafternoon?'

'l ... | thought ... | wasn't sure--Oh, | don't knbshe muttered,
jerking free of his grasp and sitting down on theesterfield.
‘Anyway, what about you?' she accused. "You de@m particularly
glad to see me when | fell out of the cupboard dfftiernoon?"

He gave her an exasperated glance, raked a hamagthhis hair,
took a few paces away from her, turned back and®anh suddenly
beside her.

‘When you fell out of the cupboard all | could thiof, all | wanted to
say was--'He broke off, shaking his head, gaveod shirthless laugh
and leaned back, stretching his long legs befare hididn't say it
because | thought you wouldn't believe me," he saal low bitter
voice, 'and | didn't want to be told I'm crazy.’

She turned to him then. He had closed his eyesastie was able to
study him closely. No longer tanned by the Bahansiam, his face
looked pale under the frond of hair which had fallerward over his
forehead. He was thinner too and the lines arousdriouth were



more marked as if he had been disciplining hislesskwill severely
during the past few months. On the right side sfforehead there
was a wide shallow hollow, still faintly red. It w¢éhe place where the
winch handle had hit him and at the sight of it n control broke
as the strong warm tide of love surged out fromHheart, breaking
down ah barriers. Leaning over him, she tracednthek with her
forefinger.

'l knew you should have had it stitched," she wdrisg. 'It's left an
awful scar.'

To remind me of you," he murmured, opening his eyms taking
hold of her hand. 'Not that I've needed remindifgoal,' he went on,
his mouth curving sardonically. ‘My mind has beah 6f you all
summer long as I've tried to figure out why | wasasgry when |
found out you'd left Long Cay before we could benned.' He gave
her a narrowed, glittering look. 'lI've hated yoia@otte, these past
months for what you've done to me,' he said in\eaga stinging
undertone. 'Hated you because | love you and wauntNow tell me
I'm crazy.'

... I... can't,’ she whispered. 'Because I'vetfed same way about
you. | love you too. | think I've been in love wigbu since | first saw
you at Nassau, but | tried hard to fight the feglin because | didn't
think anything could come of it. And when you asked to marry
you | wanted to desperately, but | was so afrai@dahmitment in
case ... in case it went wrong.' She drew a shdkiegth. 'l thought |
could forget you once | came back here,' she wentbait it's been
impossible. You will invade my dreams. You've haahtne, making
me wish I'd never listened to your father and nésemy head rule
my heart. Making me wish I'd stayed at Long Cay arairied you.
Even making me wish--' She paused, warm colourrbing in her
cheeks.



'‘Even making you wish what?' Burt prompted softésing a hand
and sliding it round her neck to the nape, impgliver towards the
sensual invitation of his slightly parted lips.

‘That we'd done more than just sleep in the sanmk,bCharlotte
confessed softly, her hand suddenly busy with thet lof his tie,
loosening it.

'Fool, dear sweet fool,' he murmured, and agamsyielding mouth

his was firm and demanding. "You're not going totlye chance to try
and forget me again,' he continued huskily, higdns gentle, drifting
down in a delicate skin-pricking caress to the tcleftween her
breasts which just showed where the deep V of $hanm top

plunged deeply. '‘Because I'm not going to let yatuod my sight this

time. I'm going to stay here through the night amdry other night
until we're married.’

‘And after we're married? What then?' she askdtlyigher body
quickening with delight at the thought of havingnhabout the flat
day and night, tormenting her and loving her. iismas now undone
and slowly and suggestively she began to undo thrs of his
shirt.

'‘When we're married will you come away with me, stiygrude? Or
will you want to stay here and continue to write thoee newspaper?’
asked Burt.

‘Where will you be going?' At last his shirt wasuttoned and she
was able to slide her fingers under the edge ofoffening to feel
again the warm, throbbing contours of his chest.

‘To the islands where we met,' he whispered. Ipis lilazed a trail
along the angle of her jaw and he bit the lobe @f &ar so that
exciting tingles danced along her nerves. 'To firtisat cruise we



started.White Cockatoas still waiting for us to return to Macklin's
Cay.'

"Yes, I'll come with you anywhere at any time," skplied simply
and willingly. 'And you can always stay through thght with me
always and for ever.’

She pressed her lips against his, parting thertimgly, and after that
there were no more arguments for a while, only ftale, as they set
out together on a sweet sensual voyage of discplamning through
tender touch and reckless response what gave péeasast to the
other.



