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      He’s rich, gorgeous, and charming as cake but she can’t stand him. Stranded on an island is going to be torture… or is it?

      Liz Meyer works on a yacht whose owner is never there – which is why she took the position. The man’s public relations persona is womanizing and… charming. She’s been around his charm and his magnetism is hypnotic and the sparks between them could start a fire! Liz doesn’t want charming or fire. She wants peace after the constant turmoil with her ex.

      The last place the billionaire would be is the first place Liz wants to spend her time.

      Lincoln Holstein is nothing like the media makes him out to be. He prefers the quiet of his penthouse over the mad rush of a party. When he’s forced to retire to his yacht for some well-deserved time away and to escape threats from a stalking competitor, he’s frustrated by the sassy steward he hadn’t realized was on his payroll. She does nothing but argue with him, as if she’s the boss with the billions. He’s never been more aware of a woman and he’s not sure he likes the control she continues to take.

      But none of that matters when the yacht suddenly starts to sink. With only two lifeboats available, Lincoln and Liz both decide not to take a spot in favor of saving others. They aren’t far from a deserted island, so they swim for it.

      Can two enemies rely on each other to survive? What if Liz and Lincoln find out losing their hearts is the best way to save themselves?
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      Liz

      Liz couldn’t fix anything for her mom from five thousand miles away. She leaned her head forward on the cocobolo wood cabinet in the galley of the 200-foot yacht. Closing her eyes, she blocked out the lavish surroundings she’d been hired to help upkeep and just focused on the desperate sound of her mother’s voice.

      “Mom, I’m sorry. I’m sending you as much as I can, everything in fact. How much more do we owe?” Liz wasn’t sure if they’d ever get out from under her father’s debt. He’d died not too long ago, leaving the women in his life with more than just grief to handle.

      “Most of it is interest or late fees. I can’t even figure out what the actual total is.” Fatigue creaked the end of her mother’s words. “Did you ever hear back from your lawyer?” Her hope was obvious and Liz didn’t want to dash it.

      She nodded, even though her mom couldn’t see her. Folding her arm across her waist and hooking a finger into the crook of her bent elbow of the arm holding the phone, she took a deep breath. “I did. It’s not looking good.” That was an understatement of the century.

      Her husband of two years had suddenly disappeared. He’d filed for divorce and taken all of the money in their accounts and borrowed against their house in less than twenty-four hours. Liz was still reeling.

      The lawyer continued to deny any way to go after him since he’d done it while married and had her signature – or rather he’d frauded her signature on the paperwork. His new girlfriend just happened to be a notary public.

      Even Liz’s lawyer wasn’t the best. Liz couldn’t afford better.

      “Okay, that’s okay. We can figure this out.” But there was nothing hopeful in her mom’s voice.

      “How long do we have?” The house was in the initial stages of foreclosure, but things moved fast in Liz’s small hometown of Lewiston, Idaho. Banks didn’t sit on homes they could sell and the housing market in Lewiston was on fire. My childhood home would be sold in a couple days, if it didn’t go at auction.

      Liz turned, leaning her shoulder blades against the sturdy cabinetry. She wasn’t supposed to be stressing about her mom’s living arrangements. She was supposed to be married, happy, children on the way, and whatever else picket-fence-American dream she could imagine.

      “A week.” Her mom whimpered. Liz’s strong, opinionated mom was so low in despair, she whimpered.

      And Liz didn’t blame her. From where they sat, things looked bleak. Even with the awesome job Liz had been able to procure, making five-thousand dollars a month, it wasn’t going to be enough.

      A week. Liz would have to ask the purser of the yacht, Mr. Stimbly, for an advance or something. Desperate times called for desperate everything else and Liz was definitely bordering on desperate.

      She couldn’t let her mom know that. She straightened from her slouch against the cabinet and lifted her chin. “That’s okay. I’ll figure something out. We’ll figure this out, okay? We always do.” To be honest, they’d never had that kind of stress put on them before. Dad had always taken care of the bills.

      The problem with letting someone else run things was rearing its ugly head as they dealt with the consequences. Judging by the debts her father had left behind, he hadn’t been good at handling money.

      “I need to get going, Mom. My break is almost over.” Although they weren’t sticklers on the Paradise Palace about sticking to time. Doing what you were paid to do was the majority of her expectations. They trusted you were doing just that or they’d push you out at the next port and hire someone else.

      Liz wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize her job.

      “Of course. Call me later. I’ll be here.” Her mom infused her words with false bravado and Liz was grateful for it. They both knew a façade when they saw one, but there was nothing crying and moaning was going to do for them. They had to look for a solution, multiple ones, if that’s what was needed.

      Liz hung up the phone, biting her cheek as she turned to check through the galley once more before heading to the deck. She prided herself on keeping a tight ship. She was into her second month of employment and the purser and the other staff had complimented her on her efforts.

      Not only did she have a good work ethic, but she could spot a cherry of a job without looking hard.

      There were so many features about her current employment that she found ideal. One had to be the fact that her ex-husband wasn’t able to find her to bother her. He wouldn’t pass her on the street or see her at the store. She didn’t have to worry about having memories spring up in her home that she’d shared with him – no, that had been foreclosed when he defaulted on the loan he’d taken out.

      Another benefit of working on the Paradise Palace was that the owner, Lincoln Holstein, was never there. His reputation as a workaholic was an honestly earned one and he kept the yacht to keep up appearances. The last time the crew even remembered him being on-board had been seven or eight months before. Way before Liz’s time on the ship.

      Not that she minded. The man was known for his charm. Her heart was just bruised enough she might not survive a run-in with someone new. He oozed his prince-like personality on the magazine pages, online, and on the news. Liz didn’t want to be around more charm. He was probably spoiled and careless with other people like her ex had turned out to be.

      She didn’t need more of that. What she needed was someone who would be gentle with her heart. Someone who wouldn’t let her down on multiple levels. She could handle being taken care of for once.

      But no. Not her boss. He wasn’t an option and he certainly wasn’t available to someone of her station. She was the steward of his yacht. She wasn’t in a Cinderella story. There would be minimal contact with him and the closest thing she’d have to a chance at romance was the sixty-three-year-old galley cook who had trained under some of the best chefs in the world.

      No. She was glad she was where she was at. She just wished there was some way she could help her mom more. Lewiston, Idaho was a long way from her current reality.

      She climbed the steps four flights to the main deck, ignoring the bright blue expanse of ocean as far as the eye could see. They cruised around the Pacific Ocean within hours of the Hawaiian Islands in case Lincoln suddenly wanted to use the yacht.

      The constant perfection in both temperature and climate had taken on a stagnant feeling. There was no change, day in and day out. The presence of a bird on deck was usually cause for exclamation and wonder.

      Liz adjusted a pulled a damp cloth from her waist apron – part of her practical uniform – and wiped an errant, possibly imagined, speck of dust from the shining chrome railing.

      Chop-chop-chop.

      The sound was far-off, but broke the perfect stillness that was so normal out there on the deck. Liz turned, shading her eyes as she searched the horizon.

      A black dot grew bigger and bigger from the east, the sound growing louder as it got closer. The helicopter’s shape came into focus as it headed toward the helicopter landing pad on the bow of the ship.

      “Liz! He’s coming. Is everything ready? We can’t mess this up.” Porter, the deckhand rushed past Liz, staring at the approaching aircraft and waving toward the captain who stood at the end of the aisle between the collection of lounging furniture. “Did you know he was coming? We don’t have crab or caviar on-board.”

      “I don’t even know if this is him for sure.” The captain pointed toward the approaching helicopter.

      “Barry! He’s bringing a party with him. They’ll be here in a few hours. You better call the island and make some orders. Get them here ASAP.” The porter ran across the short distance from one side of the deck to the other, double checking things Liz was in charge of. They all worked together to make sure things were just so.

      “Yes, sir.” Of course, it was ready. She had nothing else to do to earn her money and idleness didn’t lend itself to clearing her mind of worry. A party would definitely make things interesting for a little bit.

      Chest tight, Liz swallowed, tucking her cloth back into the side pocket. She wasn’t sure why he was there, but she suddenly wanted to yell at the purser for telling her the owner was never on the ship. His absence was a huge reason she’d accepted the job. That and the sign-on bonus she’d been promised after eight weeks of employment.

      She was almost there, but it wouldn’t be soon enough to save her mom’s house, unless she could convince Mr. Stimbly that the bonus a couple days early wouldn’t be unreasonable.

      The breeze picked up, stirred about by the chopping movement of the blades as the small helicopter settled onto the pad.

      Liz wasn’t expected to be present when he landed, but that didn’t keep her from edging around the side to peek around the side. She’d be lying to herself, if she said she didn’t wonder about the man the staff spoke about in wonder.

      Was he everything the media claimed or was he more along the lines of a benefactor like the crew claimed?

      Not that it mattered. Liz didn’t need the stress of wishing for something that wouldn’t be. Come on, girl. Get your head back in the game.

      She wasn’t there to wish for things that couldn’t be. She didn’t want love. She didn’t want anything but money to pay off her mom’s debts. Even if she was lonely. She couldn’t help the sadness left behind by being abandoned by her husband. Maybe she wasn’t meant for anything else, but longing.
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      Lincoln

      Lincoln rubbed his eyes before disembarking the helicopter. The warm, humid air struck him first, working its way through his suit and white shirt. The weather was drastically different from the chilly weather in Seattle. A change he  definitely wouldn’t complain about.

      The wind from the chopper whipped his tie over his shoulder and he squinted toward his waiting staff as the helicopter lifted off with orders to go to the main island.

      He joined the captain and deckhand as they ducked under the protection of the cabin overhang. He had a lot of information to get before he could escape to his rooms. Maybe having a party wasn’t the best way to announce his presence in Hawaii. Maybe he should have stopped in at the resort in Getaway Bay and had dinner at the high exposure restaurants.

      That would have been preferable to hosting all the people coming out and being as exhausted as he was. He wouldn’t be able to kick them off the boat when he wanted. Many times those parties lasted a lot longer than anyone planned. Days to weeks, even.

      “Sir, you might want to get to your quarters and get ready. You don’t have a lot of time before your guests begin to arrive.” His captain smiled kindly at him, gesturing toward the side door.

      Lincoln nodded. He left the cabin and turned to the side. A woman with red hair ducked out of sight. He squinted to catch sight
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