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      Thank you to everyone who read my books and keeps asking for more. You’re the reason I continue to write and develop new stories. This is the start of a new adventure I hope you all enjoy as much as I did. Before you ask (because I have beta readers that liked him despite his naughtiness). Yes Captain Jack will get his own book. You just might have to wait a while to get it. He was a surprise I didn’t expect or plan on initially, but I had a lot of fun with him.
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        New York, August 18, 1987

      

      

      Paul Dewitt tapped his fingers on the arm of the chair. The starkness of the doctor’s office was blinding and he couldn’t focus on any one thing. The waiting was driving him insane. As the hands on the clock ticked by he could hear parts of his life fall out of existence. What was wrong with him? Why had he passed out? He needed answers and the damned doctor better come and give them to him soon. He wasn’t ready to die. There was so much he had yet to accomplish.

      The doctor rushed in, sat behind his desk and laid a manila folder on it. He studied Paul with his fingers steepled together in concentration. After a long drawn out silence he sighed and opened the file. He pulled out a sheet of paper and handed it to Paul.

      “We’ve run all the necessary tests and we’ve come to one conclusion.” The doctor paused and stared into Paul’s eyes. “You’re working yourself to an early grave. If you don’t slow down you won’t see your thirtieth birthday.”

      “What is wrong with me?” Paul glanced at the sheet of paper, but it was all gibberish to him. “Explain what all these numbers mean.”

      “The short answer is you are too stressed. Your heart is working too hard and you don’t sleep enough. Your body is exhausted and fighting itself. It gave in when you wanted to push it past its limits.” The doctor grabbed the paper and put it back in the file and closed it. “Despite what you believe, Paul, you’re not limitless. You need to take better care of yourself. The best advice I can give you is to take a vacation. Delegate some of your duties and take a step back from your business. From your own admission you work over 80 hours a week. At that pace, you won’t live to do anything with the money you’re accumulating. Medically speaking, I can only do so much for you.”

      The good doctor could stick his advice someplace rather unpleasant and twist it like a sharp blade. He couldn’t afford a vacation. His company was on the brink of a major takeover of a computer software firm. They held the necessary patents he needed to launch his personal computers on the market. His product would be more affordable to the average family and all the market research showed they would be a high profit margin for his company. Being sick wasn’t something he could afford at such a critical time in his family’s company. He was the only one who could make sure the takeover went through. His brother was a dismal failure at business and preferred to party rather than taking any responsibility. If he didn’t handle everything who would?

      “I can’t take a vacation.” He snorted. “The very idea is ludicrous.”

      The doctor shrugged. “Ultimately it is your decision. What is more important to you? Your company or your health? I can’t make those decisions for you. My job is to point out to you the ramifications of those decisions.”

      Paul hated to admit the doctor was right. Exhaustion swept through him leaving him drained. He rubbed his eyes, hoping it would help keep him focused. If only he could make it through the next month to see the takeover through… They had to slowly buy up stock using a few different dummy corporations before they could seize control. It would be bad to have the SEC on their backs. He could do some of the work from home if needed. The office and day-to-day business could get by on its own. That was why he had an administrative assistant for. And she was damned good at her job.

      “How long?”

      “Pardon?” The doctor raised an eyebrow. “How long for what?”

      “How long of a vacation do you recommend I take?”

      “A month—”

      “Is too long,” Paul interrupted him. “There’s no way I could take a month off from the company. I would end up destitute leaving it for that long.”

      The doctor shook his head and sighed. “I doubt it would come to that. A week then. Do you think you could manage that?”

      Paul tilted his head and considered it. He might be able to manage a week. He could leave detailed instructions with Christy. She knew how he liked things handled and he could depend on her to keep the machine running while he frolicked on the beach. He almost snorted at the absurdity of him lounging on the sand while waves crashed to shore. It wouldn’t take him but a day to go mad with boredom. Maybe the doctor was right and he needed to slow down, but to do nothing? That was a fate worse than death. He didn’t know how to live a carefree life. It wasn’t in his genetic makeup.

      “I might be able to take a week, if I have a week to prepare the company for my departure.”

      The doctor frowned, and then said. “That might be detrimental. Do you need a whole week?”

      “Yes,” he said, emphatically. “I handle a lot of the details of the company every day. I need time to prepare them for my absence. I know you believe I need this vacation, and you know I disagree. I can’t in good conscience leave without doing my due diligence as CEO.”

      “Fine, but I want you to come by my office in a few days for a stress test. I’m afraid if you push too hard you will have a heart attack before the end of the week.”

      Was his heart really that overworked? He was tired, but surely the doctor was overreacting. He’d only passed out the once…

      “I will have my assistant set up an appointment. I’m not sure when I have a time open.”

      The doctor nodded. “It really is for the best. When you get back from your vacation I also suggest you cut your work hours by at least a third. Find something else to fill your time with.”

      “What could I possibly do other than work?” Paul rolled his eyes. “I don’t like people and I have no hobbies. Work is all I know.”

      “I don’t know—try dating, find someone to love. Get married, have a family.”

      Paul almost snorted at his words. He may have been his doctor since he was a small boy, but that didn’t mean he had to follow his relationship advice. Women were only good for one thing, and he didn’t need one in his life full time to get that. He had no desire to find love. It wasn’t in the cards for him and he was all right with that fate. As far as kids, his sister had a couple that could inherit the company. He didn’t need any progeny to pass it down to.

      “Thanks, but I will have to pass on your sage advice. A family is the last thing I need. You already said I’m stressed, what do you think a wife and kids would do to me?”

      “Just slow down. The rest of your life will fall in place once you do. Enjoy your vacation.”

      Enjoy? Somehow he believed that was the last thing he would do. It didn’t matter. If he had to sleep in and be lazy for a week to help heal his heart he would do it. The rest of the doctor’s advice wasn’t even an option. He didn’t need or want someone to nag him for the rest of his life. He was perfectly content the way things were.

      “I suppose I can try to anyway. Do you have any recommendations for a vacation spot?”

      The doctor shook his head. “No and it doesn’t matter as long as you relax wherever it is. You can stay home if you like, just don’t go into the office.”

      “Right.” He doubted he would be able to resist the urge to go into the office if he stayed home. So an island getaway it was. He’d have his assistant book his vacation for him. It didn’t matter where as long as it was nice and relaxing just as the doctor ordered. “I suppose I will be going. Thanks for the advice.”

      Paul stood up and left the doctor’s office. He had to get back to Dewitt Enterprises and start the plans necessary for his impromptu vacation.
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      Port Royal, August 28, 1987

      The heat of the sun poured over Paul as he lounged on the beach, and the waves crashed on the shore. He pulled his sunglasses off his face and wiped the sweat off his forehead. The forced vacation was already driving him mad.

      Sure, Port Royal was amazing and beautiful. There were plenty of stunning sights around him, including the sexy brunette who kept giving him come-hither looks as she strolled down the beach in her tiny white bikini. He couldn’t even muster the smallest amount of interest in her—even if she was sexy. The desire wasn’t there for him. He’d been on the island two days and he was going stir crazy. He had to do something more than lounge on the beach staring into the sea-green water. At least, he could be thankful he didn’t take the doctor’s original advice for a month long vacation. That would have been torture he never would have survived through.

      Paul sighed. He glanced over his shoulder and an idea took root. There was a lot on this island to see and maybe it was time he started to explore it. The hotel was nice and had every luxury known to man, but he wasn’t used to taking advantage of it. His father made sure he understood what was important. The family fortune rested squarely on his shoulders. It was his responsibility to ensure the rest of them lived in the style they’d become accustomed to. The Dewitts came from old money, well as old as an American could come from money anyway. They founded their business early on in the history of the country and managed to hold onto their fortune by sheer will and grit.

      If only dad had instilled the same values in his worthless brother and debutante sister.

      Paul stood up and headed toward the lush vegetation on the island. A hike along the mountain ridge might be what he needed to loosen up. Sitting around and being lazy didn’t suit him, but he could get behind some good old-fashioned exercise. He put his sunglasses back on and started the long trek up the Blue Mountains of Jamaica. He’d meander up a bit, check them out and then head back to the hotel for dinner.

      After a short while he stopped at the edge of a cave and looked out at the ocean. It was quite a view. Overhead he saw some cloud formations that had an angry gray appearance. A storm must be heading toward the island. He should head back toward the hotel before he got caught up in a torrential downfall. He started to walk back when he saw a shadow out of the corner of his eye. He turned, startled, as a woman raced ahead of him. Her dress was something from another time. He’d seen enough old pictures to know it wasn’t normal to see a woman prancing around in clothing straight out of the eighteenth century. She had long golden blonde hair that fell down her back in waves. Paul was instantly intrigued.

      “Wait up, you shouldn’t be out here alone. There is a storm coming in.”

      She ignored him and kept running. The fear in her eyes alarmed him when she glanced over her shoulder. He raced after her as lightning crashed and a thunderous boom followed. Paul had to help her. If he left her alone in the storm he would be the worst cad ever.

      “Miss, don’t run. I can help you.”

      Maybe she couldn’t hear him. The thunder was rather loud and getting closer with each rumble. The rain began to fall in waves. After a while, he couldn’t see two feet in front of him and he’d lost sight of the blonde. He slowly made his way to where he last sighted her. A huge blast of lightning blinded him as a gust of wind blew over him. He scrambled to find his balance, but soon lost it and fell forward. Pain shot through his head and he began to lose consciousness. His arms flailed out as he plummeted toward the bottom of the mountain. His mouth fell open with a silent scream.

      So much for being a good samaritan, next time, if he lived through this, he’d leave the woman to her own fate…
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        St. Kitts, August 18, 1722

      

      

      Lady Evelyn Beckett finished dressing in a light muslin gown. The summer heat on the island didn’t leave many options for a lady, and she was dying in the sweltering heat. Her long golden blonde curls were drenched with sweat. She sat down and began the tedious process of plaiting them and wrapping them into a tight chignon. Even the smallest loose strand would lead to unwanted warmth on her already overheated skin.

      “Lady Evelyn,” a maid said. She curtsied quickly before speaking again. “Pardon my interruption, but your father requests your presence in his study.”

      Her father, the Earl of Ashland, owned the plantation they currently resided in. She’d lived in England during her formative years, but when her mother died he packed them up and started a new life in the West Indies. Evelyn hated every moment of her time on the island and looked forward to returning to the cooler climate of England. Maybe this was the moment she’d been waiting for. Her betrothed, the Duke of Southington, might have finally summoned her for their wedding.

      “Tell him I will be down in a moment.” She hid her excitement. It wouldn’t do to show her emotions. Her father frowned upon a lady doing anything untoward. “I need to finish my coiffure.”

      Her father had very strict ideas of what a lady should and should not do. He took being overprotective to extreme lengths. She had a footman, or rather a guard as she thought of the man, who followed her everywhere she went. He denied her a personal maid forcing her to learn how to dress herself properly and see to her own needs. It was supposed to teach her humility. The entire household watched her every move. She couldn’t sneeze without someone reporting it to him.

      After feeling her hair and glancing over her dress, she was satisfied that she would be presentable and made her way to her father’s study. A servant stood outside his door. Evelyn glanced up at him and asked, “Is he available?”

      She learned early on not to barge into her father’s study. The one and only time she did it her bottom had burned for a week from the whipping he’d given her. It was a mistake she never made again. If there was one thing she did right it was never to repeat the same mistake twice. Living on the island and without a mother’s guidance oftentimes left her at a disadvantage—her parents were as different as night and day. Her mother had been loving, kind, and nurturing. She sheltered her from most of her father’s darker proclivities. Once she was gone, she saw him for the man he really was. A monster she couldn’t wait to escape.

      He nodded. “Lord Ashland is expecting you.”

      She steeled herself to deal with her father and walked stiffly into his study. Gray hair flopped forward, shadowing his face as he bent over his desk and studied a document. She folded her hands in front of her and patiently waited for him to acknowledge her presence and give her leave to sit down. After a few moments he glanced up and gestured her forward. “Evelyn, come in girl. Don’t dawdle.”

      She repressed the urge to roll her eyes. Insolence was forbidden. “Yes, Father.”

      “Sit. We have much to discuss.”

      He stood and walked over to a nearby window. The sunlight illuminated him. He was a sturdy man and he’d worked hard to build his fortune in the West Indies. It was starting to take a toll on him. New wrinkles were forming on his forehead and around his eyes every day. Evelyn didn’t doubt the stress he put himself under would put him in an early grave. Sadly, she doubted she would miss him once he was gone. He made her life hell.

      She sat, waiting for him to tell her why he summoned her. His lack of conversation was making her nervous. Why wouldn’t he get it out and tell her what she’d done wrong this time? If it was the duke summoning her for their wedding he’d have already said it. This had to be bad if he left her wallowing in misery.

      “I’ve tried to do my best by you. Raise you right and humble,” he began. “I know you must think me evil, but I truly have your best interests at heart.”

      This wasn’t good. He was gearing up to a lecture she wouldn’t leave unscathed from.

      “Yes, father, I mean no”—she shook her head ardently—“I don’t think you’re evil.” He really was. “I know you only want to make sure I have a good life.” As long as she followed his rules and didn’t deviate from them in any way.

      He laughed. “Don’t try and dupe me, girl. I am well aware of what you truly believe.” Her father waved a hand dismissively. “It doesn’t matter. It’s not why I summoned you. I received a letter from the Duke of Southington. It’s time for you to return to England for your wedding. It isn’t a good time for me to leave the plantation so I’m sending you with a maid as a chaperone. He expects you in England in six weeks for the wedding.”

      Evelyn gulped. “I understand.”

      She wanted to jump for joy. Surely the duke would be better than living under her father’s care. Six weeks and she’d be the Duchess of Southington, she could hardly wait.

      He nodded. “I’ve already ordered your trunks packed. You’re leaving on a ship this evening.”

      “So soon?” The words were out before she could stop them. She bit her lip and awaited her punishment. It was usually a slap in the face for daring to question him. When no reprimand came, she slowly opened her eyes and was surprised at the expression on her father’s face. He looked contrite.

      “I’ve made a lot of mistakes. I won’t apologize for them, it’s the only way I knew how to raise you. Sometimes I wish…” He shook his head. “It doesn’t matter what I wish. If your mother were here she’d be better at this. I’m going to miss you, Evelyn. It’s harder to say goodbye than I thought it would be.”

      This was a side of her father she’d never seen. She had no map to guide her. How was she supposed to respond to this sudden change? If she took a wrong move she could end up regretting it. So she said nothing and waited for him to continue. When there were no adequate words it was better to wait her father out, another lesson she’d learned the hard way. There were too many to count.

      “What are you waiting for?” He shooed his hands at her. “Go prepare to leave.”

      So much for sentimentality, it was nice to see, no matter how brief it was. It showed her that for a small moment in time her father had a heart. He kept it buried too deep for the world to see. In the grand scheme of things it didn’t matter. She still wanted to be as far away from him as possible. Surely there was something greater and more meaningful for her life than to be the daughter of an autocratic earl.

      So she left him alone in his study, the way he preferred, and went to prepare for her new life.
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      Out at Sea, August 21, 1722

      Evelyn had been aboard the ship for days. For too long they didn’t move because there was no wind to guide the sails. The journey was going to take forever at the rate they were traveling. The waves rocked the ship and made her stomach queasy. The daily walks on the deck did nothing to ease her discomfort. Sailing never had been something she enjoyed. The trek from England to St. Kitts had been equally as horrible.

      “Lady Evelyn.”

      Abby’s voice broke through her melancholy.

      Evelyn turned toward the maid her father assigned to her for her journey and said, “Yes?”

      “Perhaps it’s time we take shelter in your cabin. Your cheeks are getting red from too much sun.”

      Evelyn had no desire to be cooped up in her sweltering cabin. She didn’t care if her cheeks burned under the sun’s heat. It was a blessing to breathe the fresh salt air. She was about to tell Abby that when a shout echoed on the breeze from above.

      “Jolly Roger, ahoy!” A sailor called down from the crow’s nest.

      The first mate scrambled forward, shouting, “All hands hoay!”

      Chaos ensued as everyone hurried to get on deck. They forgot about Evelyn in the process and she got shoved against one of the masts. Her head hit it hard and she crumpled to the ground. She stared off into the distance, dazed for several hectic moments.

      “Lady Evelyn.” Her maid shook her. “You need to get up. Pirates are attacking the ship.”

      “What?” The words were not registering. “Who is attacking?”

      “Have you taken leave of your senses?” Abby shrieked. “Get up now and go to your cabin where you’ll be safe.”

      Abby grabbed her arm and yanked hard. Evelyn barely moved. She shook her head to clear it. What had Abby said? Oh yes, pirates. The words finally started to penetrate her mind and she got up. Her movements were sluggish and she swayed with each step she took.

      “Keep moving,” Abby urged.

      A blast hit the hull of the ship lurching her forward. Her knees hit the deck hard and took the brunt of her fall. She would have bruises all over her body before this day was done. She scrambled back to her feet feeling her way toward the entrance to get below deck and the safety of her cabin. The cannons fired again and another explosion rocked the hull. Vibrations rolled across her fingers as she moved against the side of the ship.

      “Hurry. For the love of God, make haste. We’re going to die at this slow pace.” Her maid’s voice was filled with terror. “Why did I let the earl talk me into joining you on this voyage back to England? I’d be safe in my bed on the island if not for you.”

      A part of Evelyn knew Abby didn’t like her. This was all the confirmation she needed. “If I am such a burden you can leave me alone.”

      She’d probably be better off without her maid tagging along behind her, spying on her. She didn’t doubt Abby would report her every move back to her father. Soon he would have no control over her life. A new man would have that honor. She had only met the duke once when she was a small girl. He’d seemed so foreboding then, but not unkind. Evelyn hoped her original assessment wasn’t wrong. It was easy to fool a girl, but as a woman she would see through any façade he presented her. Under her father’s tutelage she’d been trained for any possibility. She’d had to grow strong and able to withstand anything because of his unruly temper and exact expectations.

      Abby stuck her chin in the air defiantly. “Good riddance too. I’m sure the pirates will find you lovely.”

      She scooted past Evelyn and headed down to the cabin. It took every bit of strength she had to fight back the tears threatening to fall. Abby had the right of it. Good riddance to her spy and task master. Her life would be inherently easier without having to deal with the maid dictating to her in her father’s absence. Maybe the pirates would be a better choice.

      “Prepare to be boarded,” a pirate called out.

      The pounding of feet on the deck filled her ears. Shouts and screams joined the bombardment of noise. Strange men shifted from one side of the ship to the other as they fought for control. The pirates filled the ship and before long they seized power of the vessel. Evelyn wanted to crawl into a hole and seek cover, but the time for hiding had passed.

      “What do we have here?”

      A husky voice as rich as the Scottish whisky her father preferred filled her ears. Something she shouldn’t know much about, but out of curiosity she’d sneaked a taste or two of the amber liquor. Evelyn looked up and stared straight into eyes the exact shade of the Caribbean Sea. The pirate’s golden-blond hair shimmered in the sunlight. He was perhaps one of the most beautiful men she’d ever gazed upon. She’d heard pirates were a dirty lot, but this one was surely a different breed altogether.

      “Who are you?”

      He studied her for a moment and then his lips tilted into a wicked smile. It made him intrinsically more appealing. The sexy beast was too gorgeous for his own good. He would be devastating to the female population if he were unleashed upon them.

      “Captain Jack Morgan at your service.” He bowed to her. “Percy, come help the Lady board the Siren Song. She’s going to join our crew as my mistress.”

      “But Capt…” The pirate stammered.

      “Are you refusing to follow a direct order?” Captain Morgan glared at him.

      “No, Captain.” He bowed his head in submission. He leaned in and said with a loud whisper, “Women are a curse on board a ship.”

      “I don’t bow down to superstition. This woman is mine and I intend to keep her.” The captain waved a hand dismissing the other pirate. “Now, do what I ordered.”

      Evelyn turned her head back and forth between the two. Did the pirate captain say she was going to be his mistress? Over her dead body… She was meant to be a duchess and she’d be damned if she let that man lay a hand on her. He might be astoundingly striking, but her father hadn’t raised a fool.

      “I am no man’s mistress,” she spat out, finally finding her voice, and the spine she’d grown dealing with her father’s tyranny.

      “Of course not, you’re Captain Morgan’s and he’s no mere man.”

      Evelyn’s gaze flew toward the pirate who’d cowed before his captain. “I don’t recognize him as someone in need of worship. He might be a god to you, but he’s nothing to me.”

      Captain Morgan laughed. “Let her be for now. She’ll come around in time. They all do.”

      A cocky smile filled his dazzling visage. Evelyn wanted to wipe it permanently off his face. He was so damned sure of himself. How many women had fallen at his feet? She would not be among them. “You can wait till the end of time. I will not be changing my mind.”

      “We’ll see, love.” His grin widened and he traced her jaw with the tip of his finger. “I’ve been told I have a magic touch.”

      She shivered involuntarily. Why did he have to be so bloody handsome? “I wouldn’t know. You do nothing for me.”

      He chuckled lightly. “I like this one. She has spirit. We’re going to have a lot of fun together.” He turned toward the other pirate. “Take her aboard the ship now.” He gestured his arms toward the ship Evelyn had been sailing on before they attacked. “As for this one, scuttle it.”

      Percy yanked her toward the gangway and hauled her across it toward their ship.

      “What did the captain mean by scuttle it?”

      “He means to sink the ship.” Percy didn’t even bother to look at her. He kept pulling her toward a cabin on the ship. He shoved her inside and locked it from the outside.

      “You can’t murder everyone on the ship.” She banged on the door.

      The last thing she thought she heard him say was, “Not your call to make.”

      Then there was nothing but silence, leaving Evelyn alone with her own dreary thoughts. There was no saving her from the fate she found herself in. She had only herself to rely on. Jack Morgan believed she’d willingly fall into his arms. He didn’t know her or her resolve. As long as he didn’t force her she could withstand his advances. She took a deep breath and forced herself to relax. She would need her strength for the upcoming battle.
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        Out at Sea, August 28, 1722

      

      

      Evelyn had somehow managed to avoid Captain Jack Morgan’s advances for a week. It was by sheer will she’d been able to tell him no when he turned on the charm. He was overwhelming every one of her senses. His very presence was a lure of seduction that was proving almost irresistible. She had to get off the Siren Song before she willingly gave herself to the handsome devil.

      Why, oh why does he have to be so charismatic and fun? It was a question she asked herself several times every day she’d been forced to be in his company. She let out a relieved breath every time he left the cabin. He, at least, refused to take her as long as she was unwilling. For that alone he earned her respect. Most men in his situation would have taken her and not bothered to seek permission. It was a horrible fate to suffer and she was thankful for that small favor. Still, he let his wishes known to her at every meeting.

      Soon he would seek a kiss and she’d be at a loss to stop him. A part of her wanted him to. The part that knew she deserved better prevented her from giving in to him. She had a future to protect and it wasn’t with a too handsome pirate. Besides, while he refused to be with her without her consent he still gave the orders to murder everyone on the ship she’d been sailing on. Ironic that Abby had wanted to be separated from her to obtain her own safety and she still ended up finding her death at the bottom of the sea. She should feel sadness, and a part of her did, but a larger part of her didn’t. Abby had made it clear how she felt about her. Evelyn had never wanted her maid to die though. She’d never wish that on any person.

      “How is the lovely Lady Evelyn this afternoon?”

      She looked up and almost got lost in his beautiful sea-green eyes. He wasn’t for her. The Duke of Southington would not marry a woman with a sullied reputation. He still might not once he realized she’d been kidnapped by pirates. As long as she remained true to herself, it would all work out as it was supposed to. She had faith in her destiny. Jack Morgan was not her future.

      “I would be better if I could leave this cabin.”

      He smiled. “I can arrange that. But you would owe me a boon.”

      She tilted her head and studied him. This was a trick, she was sure of it. She’d gotten to know him over the last week. Instead of falling headfirst into his scheme she decided to change the subject.

      “Where are you taking me?”

      He laughed and folded his arms across his burly chest. She pushed her heathen thoughts out of her head and stared him in the eyes. It wouldn’t do to get caught ogling him like a prize.

      “We’re headed to the pirates’ den.” He raised an eyebrow mockingly. “Why, are you hoping you’ll get a better offer at Port Royal?”

      She snorted and then covered her mouth and nose with her hand. It was a reflex. Snorting was unladylike and her father would have slapped her for such a rude gesture. Evelyn shook her head slowly. “No, I don’t want anything another scalawag has to offer. I’d rather you took me to England. My betrothed is expecting me.”

      The captain frowned and shook his head. “I’m afraid I can’t accommodate you. If I get anywhere near England it would be the hangman’s noose for me. I rather enjoy breathing and having an intact neck.”

      She’d been afraid that would be his answer. How was she ever going to get back to England and marry the duke? “There must be a way for you to send me home.”

      He shrugged. “I rather like having you around. In time you won’t mind the pirate life. It has its benefits.” Captain Jack wiggled his eyebrows suggestively.

      Oh, he was so stubborn. Why couldn’t he see reason? She stomped her foot with frustration. “I don’t want to live this life. Did you ever once stop to think what this would do to me? My reputation is in tatters. No respectable man will have anything to do with me. I’m impure just by being alone with you.”

      His smile widened as he gazed at her. Wickedness poured out of him as he glanced over her. “Then I don’t understand why you’re fighting what is between us. Surely you feel what I do.”

      “Lust?” She raised an eyebrow. “There is more to life than giving into your baser instincts. I will not lay with you no matter how prettily you wrap up the package. It is not something I want or will condone.”

      “Then we’re at an impasse, love.” He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “But you should know pleasure beyond your wildest imagination, and I can give that to you.”

      She sucked in a breath. His promises were so tempting, if she wanted that from him. He was gorgeous but she didn’t want to be anything more than friends with him. Evelyn mentally counted to ten to regain control. Dealing with Jack was akin to reasoning with a small child.

      He took a step back and smiled down at her. “I have decided to give you something you want without compensation.”

      What game was he playing now? She scrunched her eyebrows together with disbelief. “What are you after?”

      “Oh, what I want has been clear all along, love.” His grin grew wider on his face. “I want every inch of you naked and spread out willingly for me on my bed. I plan to feast on. Say the word and I’ll make it happen.”

      “No.” Her mouth formed a firm flat line. “Quit teasing me.”

      He sighed. “Have it your way. Instead I’m going to give you the freedom you seek. My men know to leave you alone or to suffer the consequence. Go roam the ship.”

      She was afraid to step out of the cabin. What if she did and he expected something she was not willing to give him? She had to know exactly what she was getting into before she took him for his word.

      “And you don’t expect me to pay for this gift later?”

      He lifted his hand and did a crisscross motion over his heart. “I promise. This is something I want you to have. If I show you some generosity maybe you won’t see me for the evil man you believe me to be.”

      Of course he had an ulterior motive. That didn’t surprise her one iota. She wouldn’t turn down his offer though. Evelyn was desperate to get out of the cabin. The only thing she was surprised about was him caving into her desire.

      “How long until we get to this pirates’ den you told me about?”

      “Making plans, are you?” He laughed. “Don’t worry I will protect you. The other pirates won’t touch what belongs to me.”

      “I am not yours,” she replied. “I belong to no man.”

      Maybe this was for the best. Her father had ruled her life. She needed this space to breathe. Captain Jack wasn’t for her, but she could weave her own path.

      He saluted her. “I do enjoy these chats. To answer your question we should be there within the hour.”

      No wonder he was allowing her on deck. The ship would be docking soon. If they were going to the pirates’ den she’d be reluctant to leave the ship. Pirates were an untrustworthy lot. What Captain Jack had planned for her she did not know. He could be a hard man to read at times. She fidgeted under his stare. “Can I go on deck now?”

      “Of course, would you like me to escort you?”

      That was the last thing she wanted. She needed some space between them. Over the long week she had started to like him, but that didn’t mean she would give him her innocence. A bit of an epiphany hit her during their conversation. She had more freedom than to stroll on the deck. For the first time in her life she had options, and one of them was to marry for love.

      “Can I go by myself?”

      “Yes,” he replied. “Enjoy your stroll. If you change your mind you know where to find me.”

      She spun on her heels and faced him. Perhaps she should mess with him a little bit. Give a little tit for tat. Evelyn sashayed over to him, lifted her hand and twinkled her fingers up his chest all the way to his lips. She traced them with the tip of her finger. “Jack, darling, please I beg you…” She leaned in close and whispered, “I need something only you can give me.”

      “Tell me?” His voice took on a husky tone as he leaned in closer to her.

      Evelyn stepped back and grinned. “Space. All I need is what you’ve already granted me, freedom to explore the ship and the same once we dock in Port Royal.”

      It had been too easy to suck him in. Perhaps he did desire her in truth. Evelyn wanted more than the pirate had to offer. She wanted love and stability. He gave off a menacing aura. Jack was a pirate—a  fact of life—but she rather liked him. He lived by his own code of ethics and she respected him. He wasn’t the man she needed in her life though.

      “You’re a wicked lass messing with a man.” He shook his head. “Where did an innocent learn such a trick?”

      She shrugged. “I’m a quick study.”

      “I do love your wit and quick thinking.” He chuckled. “I will give you that. Go explore the ship. We’ll continue this discussion later.”

      Evelyn nodded and headed out of the cabin. None of the pirates stopped to ask her what she was doing. As she walked across the deck she could see land in the distance. Captain Jack hadn’t lied. They would be sailing into a harbor soon. She went to the railing and tilted her head back, basking in the sun’s warmth. A rumble of thunder echoed through her ears. Her eyes fluttered open and she caught sight of dark clouds heading toward the ship. A bolt of lightning struck the water. The wind began to pick up and waves crashed against the ship’s hull. Where had this sudden storm come from?

      “Batten down the hatches,” a call came down from the crow’s nest. “Storm is heading our way.”

      “Raise the masts,” Captain Morgan shouted. “We need to try to beat the storm and anchor in Port Royal before it hits.”

      Evelyn stared at them all in shock. She was still confused how the storm had managed to sneak up on them. It came out of nowhere. The wind whipped against her as she watched the pirates gear the ship for a different kind of battle. The sea could be more devastating than an angry adversary. The wind was strong and they managed to use it to their advantage as they closed the distance between them and the island. They would make it. Evelyn had to remain patient and not give into her worry.

      “You,” an angry voice said from behind her. “This is your fault. I told the captain it was bad luck to bring a woman on board. Maybe if I sacrifice you to Davy Jones’s locker the fate’s will forgive us and let the Siren Song make it to shore.”

      “What?” Evelyn turned, baffled, at the sight of Percy. “I didn’t do this.”

      Superstitious men couldn’t be reasoned with though. He shoved her hard and she tumbled over board. The waves sucked her under and she swallowed sea water. For the first time in her life she was thankful for her father’s tutelage. It was at his instance she had learned how to swim. She pulled up her billowing skirts and wrapped them as best she could into the ribbon around her waist as she kicked to remain afloat. Then she swam toward shore, letting the waves carry her when she could to save her strength. Thank God, they were close to shore otherwise she wouldn’t stand a chance.

      Evelyn got into the shallower water of the beach and floated the waves to shore. She crawled onto the beach spitting out salt water. The storm raged on and grew in strength as she lay on the beach trying to get enough energy to find shelter. If Percy had shoved her off the boat any later she wouldn’t have made it. The waves were getting higher and higher as they headed toward the beach.

      This was a bad storm and she might still die if she didn’t get off the beach. Evelyn tried to push herself to her feet, but it was futile. The swim to shore had drained her. Her skirts had come lose and were falling again around her ankles. They were soaked through and heavy. Think Evelyn, think. What could she do? Where could she go?

      “There you are. Why didn’t you stop?”

      She looked up into the blue eyes of a man she’d never seen before. He had an odd accent, that she couldn’t place and his clothes were equally peculiar. His pants had been sheared up to his thighs, and he wore a white unbuttoned shirt over another undershirt. She should be scandalized, but she was too tired to bother. “What?” she asked baffled.

      He winced and held his head between his hands. The man appeared to be in excruciating pain as he rubbed his temples. “I called for you. You kept running.” He lowered his hands and looked around him. It was his turn to appear confused. “How did I end up on the beach again? Where is the hotel? How far did I wander on my hike?”

      “Are you lost?”

      That was all she needed, a man who didn’t know where he was. What good would he do? They needed shelter from the storm that was growing in intensity with each passing minute.

      “I might be, but I think we have more pressing problems.”

      She glared at him and said, “Thanks for stating the obvious.”

      He laughed. “I think I like you. Come, I will help you up. I know where there is a cave we can take shelter from the storm.”

      She lifted her arm and placed her hand in his. Maybe she wouldn’t die this day after all. Someone was looking out for her. The man wrapped his arm around her waist and supported her as they rushed into the lush jungle toward the cave.

      “I’m Paul, by the way.”

      “Just Paul?”

      He grinned. She sucked in a breath. She’d thought Captain Jack handsome, but this man beat him in every way. His dark hair and light blue eyes stole her attention. It was the first time she truly looked at him and his striking exterior. Before that moment, survival was her foremost concern. What was it with handsome men falling into her life? Was this some kind of test and she had no idea what she needed to do to pass?

      “Paul Dewitt,” he replied. “I am on vacation. I live in New York. From your accent I assume you’re English. What should I call you?”

      They hadn’t been formally introduced so she shouldn’t technically be speaking to him at all. But she could forgive him that slight considering their dire circumstances. “I’m Lady Evelyn Beckett.”

      “One of those aristocrats?” He shrugged. “I thought they were a dying breed.”

      Evelyn frowned. She didn’t have a clue what he was referring to. “I wouldn’t know. Can we find this cave now? I need to rest.”

      He nodded and pushed forward. The wind whipped around them growing in strength. Each movement was a struggle as they fought their way against the wind force. Soon the cave’s opening was in front of them, and not a moment too soon. They entered and he helped her sit down.

      “Relax, Lady Evelyn,” he said in the darkness. “I think we’re going to be here a while, waiting out this storm.”

      She was very much afraid he was right. But at least she was safe and alive. With a sigh, she laid down and let her exhaustion take over. Her eyes closed on their own accord and all thoughts left her mind as she gave into her need to sleep.
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      Paul scrubbed his hands over his face. It had grown dark as the storm raged outside the cave. He couldn’t see anything around him. If he only he had some kind of light so he could look at his watch—he was dying to know how long they’d already been stuck inside the cavern. Lady Evelyn hadn’t said a word in what felt like hours. He could hear her uneven breathing, and her breath hitched every so often when her body shivered from the cold. If they didn’t find any warmth soon she might get hypothermia. The cold was starting to bother him too. He rubbed his hands together trying to warm them, and then gave up. They were practically numb so he shoved them inside his short’s pocket. His fingers hit an object he’d forgotten about—a matchbook from the hotel he’d snatched earlier in the day. How had its existence slipped from his mind? Those little babies might save them both. Only one problem stood in his way. Something to use to build a fire with… He moved toward the front of the cave and what little light entered it. There was some brush and sticks at the mouth. He gathered up what he could, along with some small stones to make a fire pit. It wouldn’t last long, but it was a start. It would give him some light to work by too. Maybe he could find some larger pieces of dry wood if his luck held out.

      His fingers shook as he lit one of the matches to light the brush and small sticks he located. The brush lit quickly and the sticks weren’t far behind. Warmth started to fill the cavern. Not enough to erase the chill, but still nice after the constant cold the wind brought into the cavern.

      Paul stared down at the fire, satisfied it would stay burning he went to gather more small sticks to throw on the fire as it died down. Paul made several trips and had a stockpile of sticks near the fire to use as needed. He looked over at Evelyn. Her dress was still soaking wet and she continued to shiver. It left him with little choice. The dress had to be removed or she’d never get warm.

      He began the long process of unlacing her gown. Why was she wearing the infernal thing to begin with? It had to be uncomfortable. Women and their fashion choices always baffled him. The desire to wear an old-fashioned gown didn’t make any kind of sense to him. There were garments that were more comfortable and could still be feminine. She didn’t need to wear something so archaic to feel like a woman. Maybe there had been some kind of period reenactment drama or party going on. He didn’t explore much of the island and hadn’t looked past the beach and his hotel room since he arrived.

      The dress finally came loose. Evelyn moaned as he pushed the bodice down. He had to lift her up so he could take it completely off. Her head lopped backward onto his shoulder. Poor thing was completely exhausted. He felt like a cad undressing her while she was unconscious. It couldn’t be helped though. She’d freeze if he didn’t get the wet clothes off her. Once he removed the dress he laid her back down. His undershirt was a little wet, but it would dry fast. He took his other shirt off and draped it over her sleeping form. It was thin, but would offer a small amount of warmth. She had too many clothes on. What was with all the underclothes she had on? Everything she wore was still damp and prevented her from getting warm. He laid her dress on the other side of the cave near the fire to dry.

      Evelyn moaned again. Paul turned around to check on her. She shook uncontrollably. He had to do something to help warm her. He rushed over to her side and picked her up, then carried her closer to the fire. With her nestled in his arms he sat down with her directly in front of him. Her head fell back and rested against his shoulder. Paul wrapped his arms around her and used the combination of their body heat and the fire to warm her.

      “Easy sweetheart, it won’t take long for you to get warm,” he whispered. He hoped and prayed she made it through the storm. He wouldn’t know what to do if she died on him… he didn’t even want to think about.

      He picked up a few more sticks and tossed them into the fire while he studied it. After a few moments after making sure it would burn for a while so he rested his head against the cavern wall and let his eyes close. He could use a bit of sleep himself.
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      She was finally warm. The cold had gotten so bad it seemed to seep into her bones and made itself a home. Evelyn’s eyes fluttered open. It took a few moments for them to clear from the haze of sleep. A small fire was in front of her, probably adding to her warmth. Awareness filled her senses in slow degrees. She took in her surroundings, all the sounds, and sights. It was then she realized she was wrapped in someone’s arms and screamed.

      “Was that really necessary?” A droll voice uttered from behind her.

      Evelyn leaped from his arms and almost fell into the fire. Her arms swung outward to help gain her balance. It would be disastrous to add burns to her already bruised body.

      “Easy, sweetheart. I didn’t work so hard to save you for you to die of self-inflicted burns.”

      “Who are you?” She scooted to the other side of the cavern and crossed her arms over her chest, after she realized she no longer wore her muslin gown. “Did you undress me?”

      She could barely make out his features in the firelight. He was handsome and familiar, but she couldn’t place him. How did she know him? Her body warmed as she perused him. It tingled in places it never had before. The man was gorgeous, but clearly a blackguard for taking advantage of her while she slept.

      “Relax, I’m not going to attack you.” He rubbed his face with his hands. “It’s been a long day, and it is well into the night. I don’t know how long this storm is going to last, and I’d rather not deal with a histrionic female.”

      “I will have you know I by no means ever give into hysteria.” She held her chin up in defiance. Her father never would have allowed it. She was to be a proper lady at all times, with a calm and cool demeanor. “But I will not stand for a man I’m not remotely acquainted with seeing me in my shift. What did you do with my gown?”

      “I already introduced myself if you recall. We’re on a first name basis.” He folded his arms across his chest. “Look Evie, I don’t know how I came to find you. The last thing I remember before I saw you on the beach was falling to my death outside this cave. It’s why I knew where to find it. Nothing has made sense since I stumbled upon you. All I want to do is ride out this storm and book the first flight home. This vacation has to be the worst one ever recorded.”

      She tilted her head and studied him. Was he insane? That made things a little different. She would have to give him a wide berth. It was hard to tell what someone who’d lost their mind might do. Book a flight? How did he expect to fly anywhere? Everyone knew that was impossible. Clearly he’d taken leave of his senses. She might be able to forgive him taking liberties with her person—but she doubted it.

      “Have you escaped from an asylum?” She glared at him. “And my name is not Evie.”

      “All right. But since you don’t recall my name let me remind you. I’m Paul Dewitt.” He shrugged and laughed. “Explain this nonsense you are spouting? Are you insinuating I’m insane?”

      How dare he mock her? She wasn’t the one losing her mind.

      “Everyone knows you can’t fly. If you want to get anywhere it has to be by horse, carriage, or ship.”

      He fell over in uproarious laughter. What had she said that was so bloody funny? She wasn’t the ridiculous one. She didn’t suggest they could fly anywhere.

      “I don’t know why you are laughing, but I’m tired of it. If you can’t have a reasonable and normal conversation at least stop rolling around as if you heard a joke. I don’t find any of this funny.”

      “Oh sweetheart, you wouldn’t.” He wiped the corners of his eye. “Please tell me you’ve seen a plane. They are more than capable of flying us anywhere we want to go.”

      She had no idea what he was referring to. “You’re serious?”

      “Lady, it’s 1987. Planes have been a reality since the Wright brothers first flew at Kitty Hawk in 1903.” He shrugged. “They’ve come a long way since that first flight, but they are commonplace these days. How have you not seen one?”

      She opened her mouth and closed it several times. How does one respond to that? He clearly had a very active imagination. Whoever these Wright brothers were, they must be geniuses to build such a contraption. What was she thinking entertaining his delusions? She shook her head to clear that rubbish away. He thought it was 1987 and these brothers flew in 1903. She had to tell him he was misinformed.

      “You’re wrong.”

      “I assure you I’m not.”

      She shook her head. “No, it’s not 1987. It’s not even close to 1903. Why would you believe it was?”

      “Because I was born in 1958 and I will be 30 in less than 3 months. I flew over here on one of those planes because my doctor ordered me to take a vacation or I’d have a heart attack before my birthday. I agreed to humor him since he is a family friend.”

      His delusion went further than she thought. The poor man. “I’m afraid I must inform you it is in fact, the year of our lord, 1722.”

      He started to chuckle so hard he had trouble breathing. His penchant for laughter was starting to irritate her. Why did he find everything she said so damned funny.

      “It all makes sense now,” he spat out. “Your dress, the storm, and even not remembering how I ended up on the beach. I’ve died and this is my hell.”

      “I seriously doubt God would punish us both with the same hell. I don’t even know you, or how you ended up here, but I can assure you we are both very much alive. I didn’t fight so hard to make it to land to give in now.”

      “Why do you believe it is 1722?”

      “Because I was born at the start of the century on December 17, 1700. My father is the Earl of Ashland and owns a plantation on St. Kitts. I was sailing, with my maid, back to England to marry the Duke of Southington when our ship was attacked by pirates. When the storm hit, one of them thought I had caused it and threw me overboard. If we’d not been so close to shore I wouldn’t have survived.”

      It was his turn to open and close his mouth. He stared at her with a baffled expression on
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