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She didn t mean to fall for a notorious playboy, but Sarah Scott s head was
overruled by Raoul s skilful seduction. Y et after he jets out of her life Raoul s
legacy continues... Sarah is pregnant with the Sinclair heir!

Five yearslater, single mum Sarah is struggling to make ends meet, working as
an office cleaner. Having taken on yet another job, Sarah is on her knees
scrubbing floors when her eyes meet those of her designer-clad new boss the man
she s never been able to forget... Raoul!
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She didn t mean to fall for a notorious playboy, but Sarah Scott s head was overruled by Raoul s skilful
seduction. Yet after he jets out of her life Raoul slegacy continues... Sarah is pregnant with the Sinclair heir!
Five yearslater, single mum Sarah is struggling to make ends meet, working as an office cleaner. Having
taken on yet another job, Sarah is on her knees scrubbing floors when her eyes meet those of her designer-
clad new boss the man she s never been able to forget... Raoul!
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Editorial Review

About the Author

Cathy Williamsis a great believer in the power of perseverance as she had never written anything before her
writing career, and from the starting point of zero has now fulfilled her ambition to pursue this most
enjoyable of careers. She would encourage any would-be writer to have faith and go for it! She derives
inspiration from the tropical island of Trinidad and from the peaceful countryside of middle England. Cathy
livesin Warwickshire her family.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

Caught in the middle of crouching on the ground, trying to get rid of a particularly stubborn stain on the
immacul ate cream carpet that ran the length, breadth and width of the directors floor of the very exclusive
family bank in which she had now been working for the past three weeks, Sarah froze at the sound of voices
emerging from one of the offices. Low, unhurried voices—one belonging to a man, the other to awoman.

It was the first time she had been made aware of any sign of life here. She came at alittle after nine at night,
did her cleaning and left. She liked it that way. She had no wish to bump into anyone—not that there would
have been the slightest possibility of her being addressed. She was a cleaner, and as such was rendered
instantly invisible. Even the doorman who had been alowing her entry ever since she had started working at
the bank barely glanced up when she appeared in front of him.

She could barely remember atime when she had been able to garner afew admiring glances. The combined
weight of responsibility and lack of money had rubbed the youthful glow from her face. Now when she
looked in the mirror all she saw was awoman in her mid-twenties with shadows under her eyes and the
pinched appearance of someone with too many worries.

Sarah wondered what she should do. Was there some specia etiquette involved if a cleaner come into
contact with one of the directors of this place? She hunkered down. In her blue checked overalls and with her
hair scraped back under a matching scarf, she figured she might easily have passed for a heap of old clothes
dumped on the ground, were it not for the elaborate trolley of cleaning materials by her side.

As the hushed voices got closer—just round the corner— Sarah put her al into the wretched stain on the
carpet. But with a sinking heart she was aware that the voices had fallen silent, and the footsteps seemed to
have stopped just in front of her.

In fact, diding her eyes across, she could make out some hand-made Italian shoes just below charcoal -grey
trousers, sharply creased, apair of very high cream stilettos, and stockings with a dlight sheen, very sheer.

'l don't know if you've done the conference room as yet, but if you have then you've made a very poor job of
it. There are ring marks on the table, and two champagne glasses are still there on the bookshel f!*

The woman's voice was icy cold and imperious. Reluctantly Sarah raised her eyes, travelling the length of a
very tal, very thin, very blonde woman in her thirties. From behind her she could hear the man pressing for
thellift.

'l haven't got to the conference room yet,' Sarah mumbled. She prayed that the woman wouldn't see fit to
lodge a complaint. She needed this job. The hours suited her, and it was well paid for what it was. Included
in the package was the cost of ataxi to and from her house to the bank. How many cleaning jobs would ever



have included that?
'Well, I'm relieved to hear it!'

'For God's sake, Louisa, let the woman do her job. It's nearly ten, and | can do without spending the rest of
the evening here!'

Sarah heard that voice—the voice that had haunted her for the past five years—and her mind went a
complete blank. Then it was immediately kick-started, papering over the similarities of tone. Because there
was no way that Raoul Sinclair could be the man behind her. Raoul Sinclair was just a horrible, youthful
mistake that was how in the past.

And yet..

Obeying some kind of primitive instinct to match aface to that remarkable voice, Sarah turned around—and
in that instant she was skewered to the spot by the same bitter chocolate eyes that had taken up residencein
her head five years ago and stubbornly refused to budge. She half stood, swayed.

The last thing she heard before she fainted was the woman saying, in a shrill, ringing voice, 'Oh, for God's
sake, that's the last thing we need!"

She came to slowly. As her eyelids fluttered open she knew, in afuddled way, that she really didn't want to
wake up. She wanted to stay in her peaceful faint.

She had been carried into an office and was now on along, low sofa which she recognised asthe onein Mr
Verrier's office. Shetried to struggle upright and Raoul came into her line of vision, taller than she
remembered, but just as breathtakingly beautiful. She had never seen him in anything dressier than a pair of
jeans and an old tee shirt, and she was slowly trying to match up the Raoul she had known with this man
kneeling over her, who looked every inch the billionaire he had once laughingly informed her he would be.

'Here—drink this.'
'l don't want to drink anything. What are you doing here? Am | seeing things? Y ou can't be here.’

'Funny, but | was thinking the very same thing.' Raoul had only now recovered his equilibrium. The second
his eyes had locked onto hers he had been plunged into instant flashback, and carrying her into the office had
reawakened atide of feeling which he had assumed to have been completely exorcised. He remembered the
smell of her and the feel of her as though it had been yesterday. How was that possible? When so much had
happened in the intervening years?

Sarah was fighting to steady herself. She couldn't believe her eyes. It was just so weird that she had to bite
back the desire to burst into hysterical, incredulous laughter.

'What are you doing here, Sarah? Hell...you've changed...'

'l know." She was suddenly conscious of the sight she must make, scrawny and hollow-cheeked and wearing
her overalls. 'l have, haven't 17 She nervously fingered the checked overall and knew that she was shaking.
"Things haven't worked out...quite as I'd planned.' She made a feeble attempt to stand up, and collapsed back
down onto the sofa.

In truth, Raoul was horrified at what he saw. Where was the bright-eyed, laughing girl he had known?



'l haveto go... | haveto finish the cleaning, Raoul. I...'

'Y ou're not finishing anything. Not just at the moment. When was the last time you ate anything? Y ou look
as though you could be blown away by a gust of wind. And cleaning? Now you're doing cleaning jobsto
earn money?

He vaulted to his feet and began pacing the floor. He could scarcely credit that she was lying on the sofain
this office. Accustomed to eliminating any unwelcome emotions and reactions as being surplusto hisfinely
tuned and highly controlled way of life, he found that he couldn't control the bombardment of questions
racing through his brain. Nor could he rein in the flood of unwanted memories that continued to besiege him
from every angle.

Sarah was possibly the very last woman with whom he had had a perfectly natural relationship. She
represented a vision of himself as a free man, with one foot on the ladder but no steps actually yet taken. Was
that why the impact of seeing her again now was so powerful ?

' never meant to end up like this," Sarah whispered, as the full impact of their unexpected meeting began to
take shape.

'‘But you have. How? What happened to you? Did you decide that you preferred cleaning floors to teaching?

'Of course | didn't!" Sarah burst out sharply. She dragged herself into an upright position on the sofa and was
confronted with the unflattering sight of her sturdy work shoes and thick, black woollen tights.

'Did you ever make it to university? Raoul demanded. As she had struggled to sit up his eyes had moved of
their own valition to the swing of her breasts under the hideous checked overall.

'l...1 left the compound two weeks after you left.’

Her strained green eyes made her ook so young and vulnerable that sudden guilt penetrated the armour of
his formidable self control.

In five years Raoul had fulfilled every promise he had made to himself as a boy. Equipped with his
impressive qualifications, he had landed hisfirst job on the trading floor at the Stock Exchange, where his
genius for making money had very quickly catapulted him upwards. Where colleagues had conferred, he'd
operated solely on his own, and in the jungle arena of the money-making markets it hadn't been long before
he'd emerged as having akiller streak that could make grown men quake in their shoes.

Raoul barely noticed. Money, for him, equated with freedom. He would be reliant on no one. Within three
years he had accumulated sufficient wealth to begin the process of acquisition, and every acquisition had
been bigger and more impressive than the one before. Guilt had played no part in his meteoric upward climb,
and he had had no usefor it.

Now, however, hefelt it sink itsteeth in, and he shoved his fingers through his hair.

Sarah followed the gesture which was so typically him. 'Y ou've had your hair cut,' she said, flushing at the
inanity of her observation, and Raoul offered her a crooked half-smile.

'l discovered that shoulder-length hair didn't go with the image. Now, of course, | could grow it down to my
waist and no one would dare say aword, but my days of long hair are well and truly over.'

Just as she was, she thought. She belonged to those days that were well and truly over—except they weren't,



were they? She knew that there were things that needed to be said, but it was a conversation she'd never
expected to have, and now that it was staring her in the face she just wanted to delay its onset for aslong as
possible.

Y ou must be pleased.' Sarah stared down at her feet and sensed him walk towards her until his shadow
joined her feet. When he sat down next to her, her whole body stiffened in alarm—because even through the
nightmare of her situation, and the pain and misery of how their relationship had ended, her body was till
stirring into life and reacting to his proximity. 'Y ou were always so determined.’ she continued.

‘Inthislifeit'sthe...

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Thelma Scott:

What do you concerning book? It is not important with you? Or just adding material if you want something
to explain what the one you have problem? How about your time? Or are you busy man? If you don't have
spare time to perform others business, it is give you a sense of feeling bored faster. And you have spare
time? What did you do? All people has many questions above. The doctor has to answer that question due to
the fact just their can do that will. It said that about e-book. Book is familiar in each person. Yes, it is proper.
Because start from on kindergarten until university need that The Secret Sinclair to read.

Phyllis Thompson:

Spent afree time and energy to be fun activity to perform! A lot of people spent their free time with their
family, or their particular friends. Usually they doing activity like watching television, gonna beach, or
picnic from the park. They actually doing same thing every week. Do you feel it? Would you like to
something different to fill your personal free time/ holiday? May be reading a book can be option to fill your
free of charge time/ holiday. The first thing that you'll ask may be what kinds of book that you should read.
If you want to attempt look for book, may be the guide untitled The Secret Sinclair can be excellent book to
read. May beit isusualy best activity to you.

Reuben Beaubien:

Isit a person who having spare time in that case spend it whole day through watching television programs or
just telling lies on the bed? Do you need something new? This The Secret Sinclair can be the answer, oh how
comes? A fresh book you know. Y ou are therefore out of date, spending your spare time by reading in this
new erais common not a geek activity. So what these publications have than the others?

Marion Driskéll:

Do you like reading a book? Confuse to looking for your chosen book? Or your book seemed to be rare?
Why so many problem for the book? But any people fedl that they enjoy intended for reading. Some people
likes reading, not only science book and aso novel and The Secret Sinclair or maybe others sources were



given information for you. After you know how the fantastic a book, you feel desire to read more and more.
Science publication was created for teacher as well as students especially. Those books are helping them to
increase their knowledge. In different case, beside science book, any other book likes The Secret Sinclair to
make your spare time much more colorful. Many types of book like here.
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