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      Blurb

      

      
        Amanda and Sebastian have flown all the way to the Caribbean, and this is no holiday; they are after the third Stargazer.
      

      But Sebastian finds himself a little distracted when the hottest treasure hunter in the world pops up on his patch. Is she after his globe or something else entirely? Sebastian soon finds himself running around the island, playing her games, while Amanda is left to her own devices. But all too soon trouble arrives to the tune of an entire gang of Romeo's goons.

       Can Amanda and Sebastian stay out of trouble long enough to get their hands on the third Stargazer? And can Sebastian finally learn that all that glitters is not gold?

      ....

      The Trouble and Treasure series follows a wisecracking lawyer and the woman he shouldn't fall for fighting for treasure. If you love your action adventures with wit, action, and a splash of romance, grab The Captain's Chest today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    Amanda Stanton

    I was sitting on a plane. I tried to crane my neck past the large shouldered, proportioned, fit man in the seat next to me. He wasn’t letting me get anywhere near that view, because he was Sebastian Shaw.

    For the millionth time, I twisted my head further around Sebastian, but he brought up that ridiculous magazine he’d bought at the airport and blocked my view. Why anyone would spend that much on a glorified catalog for watches, male deodorant, and sleek, thin girlfriends amazed me.

    “Sebastian, seriously, you aren’t even looking at the view. You’re sitting there reading that stupid magazine. Why can’t you swap seats with me?”

    Sebastian allowed a slight smile to play on his lips. He didn’t turn to me, and he didn’t stand up and shift seats like a gentleman would.

    If there was something Sebastian had taught me, it was that the man was anything but a gentleman. Charming, yes, sophisticated and handsome, oh yes, but a gentleman? Hell no, he would have to treat me with more than a scrap of decency and wipe that pathetic playful smile off his lips if he wanted to be considered anything less than a cad.

    I crossed my arms, staring across at him darkly and sucking in my bottom lip as I chewed it. Unlike Sebastian, I had never been to the Caribbean, and unlike Sebastian, I wasn’t going to pretend to sit here in the plane and ignore the view of the beautiful ocean and islands below. He could pretend he was too cool for it, that his magazine was far more inviting, but that didn’t impress me much.

    “Nobody thinks you’re being smart, Sebastian.” I offered him a snide smile. “Now swap seats with me.”

    He closed his magazine and turned to look at me in a slow and falsely patient move. He leaned back in his chair, but in such a way that he twisted his shoulders and blocked more of the view from the small round window beside him. “Sorry, Amanda, what was that?”

    I wasn’t impressed. “I can’t believe you dragged me on this trip so soon after Paris, and you promised me it would be fantastic and the sights and sounds of the Saint Crispin islands were going to be worth it, and yet here you are preventing me from enjoying that holiday.”

    “I didn’t say it would be a holiday.”

    I crossed my arms in front of my chest, and I could see Sebastian gaze down the front of my top. I wondered whether he did it so slowly to catch my eye, or whether he thought I had the visual acuity of a mole. “You said I would have a good time.”

    His lips spread wide across his teeth. “We aren’t there yet. The fun will be when we land.”

    “Give me the seat, Sebastian.”

    “You know, if you’re going to be like that, then I’m going to go back to reading my magazine.” He picked up the magazine again, opened a page, and spread it wide with a flick of his wrists. “You’re interrupting everyone’s peace and quiet.”

    “I’m impervious to your stupid games. If you want to keep your promise to me, shift over already.”

    “Impervious? Interesting. What’s that word you hate?” He jutted out his chin and appeared to think. “It starts with a P….”

    It took me a second. Then I realized what he was on about. Panties. Categorically the most disgusting lecherous word there was, one that conjured up pictures of seedy, old, greasy men. I sucked in my lips as if I’d tasted something sour.

    “Pa—” Sebastian began.

    I hit him hard on the shoulder. “You’re a horrible man, and I don’t know why I go anywhere with you.”

    Sebastian brought up his magazine again, opening it with another flick of his wrists. “Deep down under all of that anger, Ms. Amanda Stanton, you’ve got nothing but love for me.”

    I narrowed my eyes and gritted my teeth together, but I still turned back, my head flicking to the side. I didn’t want Sebastian to see my face.

    Sebastian wasn’t done with me yet, because he leaned in close, close enough that I could feel his breath against my cheek. “Fun aside, we can’t forget why we’re here. We haven’t spent the last several weeks memorizing your great-uncle’s notes to look at the view from a plane, Amanda. We have business to do. The fun will come later.” He straightened up.

    I didn’t bother turning to him again, not least because my cheeks were a touch too warm and I didn’t want him to see me flushing. Plus, Sebastian had a far greater tolerance for social embarrassment than I did, and I didn’t want him to scream panties at the rest of the plane. I would die of embarrassment.

    I reached into the pocket of the seat in front of me and grabbed my holiday brochures. Sebastian snorted, but I ignored him.

    I was determined to have fun on the islands of Saint Crispin. I’d never heard of them until now, but a quick wiki search had told me all I’d needed to know – they were sun-kissed islands surrounded by azure blue water and reefs, dotted with mangroves, beaches, and more beaches.

    It would be heaven. Oh, and there’d also be treasure.

  
    Chapter 2

    Sebastian Shaw

    We weren’t long off landing when I was called to first class. Amanda, despite how cashed up she was, refused to fly anything other than economy. Something to do with wasting money and not paying for the CEOs of various airlines to buy yachts and whatnot. I’d rolled my eyes and tried to convince her that we needed to be fresh for our treasure hunting, but she’d put her foot down.

    I’d let her win that one. In memory of that pain, and the fact that I was cramped up, getting horrible food, and couldn’t lie down, I’d stopped every attempt of hers to look at the view. Hadn’t that been fun. Didn’t she always get the cutest frustrated look on her face, a look that made me think all the wrong things.

    When a leggy cabin attendant walked up, leaned in, and mentioned someone in first class wanted to see me, I jumped at the opportunity.

    Amanda shot me a questioning glance, but I shrugged. “Probably a client,” I told her.

    It was when I walked into first class that I realized I was wrong.

    It was Diana Honey. Despite the sweetness of her last name, she was anything but. She was 5 feet 7 inches of steaming, red-hot treasure hunter.

    She could pass for a model, either catwalk or lingerie. With thick, dark, shoulder-length black hair and startling blue eyes, she had a smile that made men go through puberty all over again.

    She was also good, very good. While we’d never been competitors, I knew all about her antics. She was exceptionally trained, an expert in martial arts, versed with all sorts of weapons and vehicles, and looked movie-good while doing it all.

    She didn’t invite me to sit, and I was sure that if we went through a touch of turbulence or a bloody cyclone she wouldn’t bother telling me to pull up a chair and buckle up for safety. Oh no, she was sitting there, legs crossed, looking great in that sleeveless white top and those brown designer pants she always wore. She had her hair pulled back, a pair of glittery long earrings bobbing around next to her neck, and one hell of a smile pressed across her large lips.

    “What a surprise seeing you here, Sebastian Shaw. Pleasure or business?” She put her all into saying the word pleasure, and she topped it off with a suggestive smile.

    I cleared my throat and straightened up, latching a hand onto my collar and shifting it about as if I was bored. I looked back down at her. “Pleasure,” I added. Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t put as much effort into it as she had. I didn’t say the word pleasure like Marilyn Munro was coming over for dinner, a drink, and a back rub. No, I controlled my voice. And my expectation.

    “I see.” Diana raised a hand and rested her chin in her palm. “How interesting. I’m here for business.”

    “What are you after?” I asked casually, my voice light.

    She smiled at me again. Dammit, Diana Honey had the most alluring of smiles. It was the kind of move that would suck you right in, and if you weren’t careful, she would own you in an instant.

    She shrugged. “Let’s say it’s enough to get me out here. I’ve got help too, or should I say I’m the one giving them help?”

    I narrowed my eyes. I didn’t want to give anything away. If Diana suspected I was headed to Saint Crispin for the third Stargazer Globe, she would sock me on the jaw, throw me into the ocean, and steal my prize.

    “Who hired you?” I asked, settling my voice low, not wanting the rest of the guests in first class to hear us.

    She smiled again. Dammit, if she kept doing that, I’d lose my cool. I’d always had a thing for Diana Honey. Seriously, what treasure hunter didn’t, let alone red-blooded man?

    “The British Government,” she said slowly, and I could see she took a great deal of pleasure in her words.

    Great, my face went a full notch paler, and my cheeks slid right off and dropped out of the bottom of the plane. Sorry, she had a contract with the British Government? I was the go-to guy when it came to the Brits. Hell, I was the guy that, through Mark, had sold them the second Stargazer Globe.

    Though I tried hard to keep my expression controlled, I could see she was lapping up how surprised I looked at her admission.

    She leaned forward, her top stretching, but not as far as her smile did. “Is it that surprising, Sebastian? Did you honestly think you were the only treasure hunter the Army called on?”

    “Army?” I looked around the rest of first-class. If Mark was here, hands stuffed in his mouth as he watched my antics, I would walk over there and punch him in the face.

    I couldn’t see him.

    She watched my move. “Oh no, they’re waiting for me there.”

    I locked my teeth together and smiled at her pleasantly, or at least I tried to make it pleasant. “I suppose you can’t tell me what you’re after?”

    “Sebastian, you’re acting as if we are competitors. I have no problem telling you that I’m working for the British Government, that I have the full attention and help of an accomplished team of Navy divers, and that I have every intention of leaving Saint Crispin in several days with a fabulous treasure. Just because I’m not going to tell you what it is, doesn’t mean I don’t hold you as a friend. It just means I’m not an idiot, and I don’t want to violate the terms of my contract.” Diana stretched out and placed her hands on her knees.

    I nodded. “Fair enough.”

    “Plus, I’m not in the mood to be that truthful, considering, as you say, you’re only here for pleasure. If you’re not here for business, why bother you with details? I wouldn’t dream of talking shop while you’re trying to relax.” Diana smiled again, and I could see the tips of her canines underneath her full, beige lipstick-clad lips.

    “I don’t mind talking shop. Just because I’m here on a holiday doesn’t change the fact I am,” I looked around the plane, ensuring the other first-class passengers were busy snoring, “a treasure hunter.”

    “Oh, Sebastian, you don’t know how to relax? Do you need a hand?” Diana laughed, somehow talking while maintaining the exact same smile.

    Yes, I understood the offer, but I doubted Amanda would be happy if I took Diana back to our hotel before we’d put our luggage down. Instead I inserted a finger between my neck and my collar, and I pulled it out with a cough. “No,” I shrugged, “but thanks for the offer. I can help you, though. I’ve been to Saint Crispin several times. I’ve also been on more than my fair share of dives around her shipwrecks. You tell me what you’re looking for, and I might have a clue that can help you.”

    I hoped I was coming off as cool and suave and not desperate to find out what she was after.

    “You know, Sebastian, you look intrigued.” She leaned forward, resting on her hand heavily, her fingers curling around her lips. “Why don’t you come and meet me at the Shipwright Arms tonight?”

    I looked down at my watch. Still on London time. I glanced out the window to see that as we neared our destination, the light was dwindling. “What time?”

    We arranged our play date, and I left as the plane started to descend.

    When I made it back to my seat, it wasn’t to see Amanda squarely seated next to the window. She was still sitting in her own seat, having a chat to the man seated next to her.

    I hadn’t noticed the guy during the flight. I’d spent most of the time either reading my magazine or trying to irritate Amanda just to watch her reaction. Now I got a good look at him. Normal height, a slight but wiry build, maybe in his mid-30s, with a face that could only be described as affable. Amanda was leaning over her side of the chair rest, smiling and chatting to him as if they were good friends.

    I sat down, flattened my shirt, and angled my head toward the view as we started to fly around the island, heading toward the runway, the other islands of Saint Crispin dotted around us. Then I started listening to their conversation. Amanda, as usual, was being painfully friendly. Seriously, it seemed as if she could make a friend in any single checkout line, any queue, and any bus stop. Here she was picking up a friend on a plane.

    As I eavesdropped, I wasn’t surprised to realize it was inane. They were talking about some silly kid’s program that they’d both watched as children. How the hell they’d gotten onto that topic, I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. My mind was twisting toward one topic only. Why the hell Diana was in town, and whether, just maybe, she was after the same thing that I was: what the captain lost. The clue to the next Stargazer.

    …

    Amanda Stanton

    Sebastian was gone for a good 20 minutes. When he returned, he had such a distant and calculating look in his eyes, I wondered if he’d been snuffling for treasure in the luggage compartment.

    He sat down without a word and didn’t bother to turn to me for the rest of the flight until we landed.

    I started to realize that particular look in his eyes could only mean one thing: he’d found some new snippet of information, and he had zero intention of telling me about it. Sebastian had this awful habit of lying. Though at first he’d been good at it, the more I’d gotten to know the man, the less and less it worked on me.

    As we stood waiting for our luggage at the carrousel, I caught Sebastian glancing at a woman as she walked past. By glancing, I meant gawking. I’d never seen him stare at someone like that before. Honestly, he looked like an uncontrollable teenager. Any woman who had a pair of functioning eyes would be able to see he was ogling her.

    I looked at him askance, waiting for him to come to his senses, straighten up, flatten down his shirt, and get back to being lecherous in his usually controlled way.

    I coughed, clearing my throat, trying to get his attention.

    The woman walked past and looked straight at Sebastian, shooting him what could only be described as the world’s trashiest smile. I realized that maybe there was a bit more to this situation. She seemed to know him, and he seemed to know her.

    I stiffened, my arms pressing tighter against my sides, and my mouth setting into a thin line. We’d just arrived, and Sebastian was already getting friendly with the locals. That, or she’d been on the plane. Heck, she could have been the woman he’d been talking to in first-class.

    As that particular option ran through my mind, I found myself gritting my teeth harder. It was all so distracting that I didn’t see my bag on the carousel, and Sebastian had to lunge in and grab it at the last moment.

    That provided me with an opportunity, because when he stood back up, propping the bag up against my leg, I nodded in the direction of the woman. When she was sufficiently far away that she was out of earshot, I made a quick, “Whoa” sound.

    Sebastian turned to me, his brows crumpled over his eyes.

    “Do you think those are real?” I asked, voice peaking with surprise.

    He gave the most awkward cough I’d ever heard. “Excuse me?”

    I turned to him fully, and I could tell that his cheeks were flushed.

    “The earrings,” I said, enunciating the last word. “Do you think the earrings are real?” I repeated, voice slow and clear.

    Sebastian looked at me then looked away.

    “Why, Sebastian, what did you think I was talking about?” I tried not to smile too hard, but it was difficult not to considering the exact mix of surprise that’d crossed over Sebastian’s face. It had been almost stage-perfectly comical.

    Sebastian got over it, retrieved his bag, walked back to me, and flicked his head to the side. “Well, Amanda Stanton, are you ready?” Now he was paying attention to me, and I had to admit that the killer smile on his face and that particular glitter in his eyes sent a particular flutter through my stomach.

    Rather than clamp a hand over my tummy and try to fan my face, I tipped my hair over my shoulder, picked up my bag, and nodded. “I imagine after what I’ve been through with you, Sebastian, I’d be ready for anything.” I walked past. And as I walked past, yes, I saw his eyes on me the entire time.
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