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Cover
copy:

 


Sassy London journalist, Amy Norton, is on
the trail of a missing TV celebrity. When her over-protective
father hires a bodyguard to accompany her during her investigative
work, she’s furious. Things only get worse when she realizes the
bodyguard is the guy she mistakenly approached on a blind date the
night before. She was all over the man and embarrassed herself, big
time. The last thing she wants is to have him obstructing her
investigation, gorgeous though he is.

 


Undercover Investigator, Sebastian Armitage,
is amused and fascinated by the situation and sets out to charm the
pants off the hot-headed Ms Norton. She is one sexy lady, and he
wants her. Before long they embark on a red-hot affair, but how is
Sebastian going to point out that she’s going about investigate
work the wrong way, while keeping her sweet?

 


"Ms Walker is undoubtedly one of the queens
of erotic romance." Romance Junkies.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Amy Norton pushed her coffee cup to one side
and clicked on the email that had just arrived from Roger Green, a
TV producer who was helping her out with a possible news scoop.

 


I've attached three editions of the Ghost
Hunter show in MP4 format, for your perusal.

I'll be in touch with you soon. Yours,
Roger.

 


Amy smiled as she read over the message.
Roger Green had been most helpful. In fact it had gone a bit
further than that—they'd been flirting wildly over the phone, and
every exchange had left her in a breathless state of arousal. She
clicked on the attached files. Each one was numbered with a code
and the date of an episode of the popular live TV series "Ghost
Hunter." On the cover image the enigmatic presenter of the show,
Quentin Edwards, waved from a set featuring a ghoulish walled
castle shrouded in an eerie twilight mist. Quentin Edwards was the
man she was hoping to write a feature on.

It wasn't the sort of story that Amy, a
journalist on the London weekly, The City News, covered. She’d been
working on the Women's Page for over three years, and when the
popular TV show host went missing it caught her attention. She'd
been having itchy feet for some time. What better way to cure the
restless feeling than covering a story outside of her usual line?
While her proposal for the feature circulated upstairs on the
senior editors’ desks, she was doing some hasty background
research.

Amy was about to launch the first file when
the phone rang. She glanced across the office to Janine, her
senior, to see if she was going to pick up the call. Janine threw
aside her magazine and reached for the phone. She rested back into
her chair and flicked back her blonde-flashed hair.

"Hello, Women's Page, Janine Fairfax
speaking." Janine grinned across at Amy, nodding her head and
waving her hand.

"Yes, of course, Roger. Amy's here and I
know she would love to speak to you. I'll transfer you now." She
put her hand over the phone. "He wants to check if you received an
email from him." Janine rolled her eyes.

Amy smiled. Her phone conversations with the
TV producer, Roger Green, had brought no end of speculation over
the last twenty-four hours. Aside from the fact he was sourcing
information on her proposed Quentin Edwards' feature, Roger had
also been flirting outrageously with her. Janine was thoroughly
convinced Amy was "in there" with the TV producer and was urging
her along with enthusiasm, while Amy had become quite reckless in
her verbal encounters with the faceless man at the other end of the
phone.

"Roger, hello." She tried not to appear too
eager.

"Amy, it's good to hear the sound of your
voice again."

She laughed softly. It had only been an hour
since they last spoke. Arousal rolled through her. His voice was
pure sex. There was a distinctive, intimate tone to it, tempered by
a strong northern accent that gave it an earthy quality. An ache
sprang from the pit of her belly, reminding her she was a woman and
she had needs. She'd been trying to ignore that fact for the sake
of her career. There hadn't been room for a man in Amy's life for
quite some time.

"Likewise," she replied.

"Glad to hear it. So, did the files open up
for you?"

She crossed her legs, squeezing her thighs
together. With a voice like that he could charm the most devout
celibate. It made her think dirty thoughts—it made her want him to
whisper to her while he made love to her. An image assailed her—an
image of herself face down on a bed, clawing at the sheets while he
talked dirty and took her from behind.

"Yes, they arrived, thank you." She
swallowed hard, trying to rid herself of the sexy image, but it
wouldn't go away. "I can't express how much I appreciate your
help," she rushed on. "I'm hoping I'll be able to approach this
story with an investigative slant. I've put a proposal in to the
senior editor on investigative features and should be able to
confirm tomorrow. I'll be checking out the shows you sent this
afternoon."

"Those lucky shows. I'd sure love you to
check me out." He gave a distinctly filthy groan.

Amy purred aloud. She couldn't help
responding.

"Look, Amy…" He lowered his voice until it
was conspiratorial, and when he said her name it felt like a
caress, sending tingles down her spine. "How about we get together
for a drink?"

Her pulse rate increased, anticipation
building rapidly. "Are you asking me out on a date?"

"Yes."

Score. "In that case, I'd love to."

Across the room, Janine did something that
looked like a Mexican wave, rising from her seat and waving her
arms. Amy mouthed "stop it" at her, but smiled. Janine loved to sit
behind her desk surrounded by women's lifestyle magazines,
signaling across the office vigorously while she tried to motivate
her colleague into a potential relationship. That's because Janine
was a deluded sweetie who always believed the next tall dark
stranger around the corner was "The One," but Amy tried to be a bit
more circumspect about such things.

She had to admit she was tempted by his
suggestive voice. Maybe it was time to break out and have some fun.
A fling, nothing heavy. She could definitely do with some bedroom
action. She suppressed another smile when Janine gave her the
thumbs-up and a wink.

"Great news," Roger replied. "Why don't we
meet up this evening?"

"Let me check my diary." She
leaned back in her chair, swiveled it from side to side and tried
to count to ten. Stay cool, she reminded herself.
Three, Four. Impetuosity
was one of her more hazardous characteristics, her wardrobe
attested to it—half the clothes she bought were entirely unsuitable
for her. Her father often told her she was impetuous and hotheaded.
He didn't mean either as a compliment. It was a difficult thing to
shake, though, and she often found herself landed in trouble
because of it. Janine was craning her neck, trying to catch any
details that might escape across the ether. Five, six, seven. "Nothing I can't
rearrange. Let's do it."

"Excellent. We'll have a drink and a chat.
No strings attached."

There was no doubting he meant that to sound
provocative, especially with those sexual overtones in his voice.
For Amy, it unleashed a sense of freedom. Her mind began to wander.
She pictured herself sliding into the arms of a gorgeous hunk who
breathed husky suggestions in her ear while fondling her.

"Six o'clock?" he added.

"Six o'clock," she repeated. "I look forward
to it."

They agreed on a meeting place and when she
put the phone down Janine leapt to her feet.

"Well? Did I hear right?" Janine
demanded.

"You did, now don't make me nervous.
Besides, I've got to look these shows over." She clicked the play
button.

Janine crossed her arms over her chest,
looking disappointed. "I'll want the complete low-down
tomorrow."

"Deal."

Janine still didn't look pacified. "I know,"
she declared. "I'll pop out and get you a shot of Dutch courage to
have before you go. How's that?"

Amy shook her head. It was Janine's way of
getting her to talk, but at least it would give her time to focus
on the job in hand while she was out. "Okay then, you win."

Janine grabbed her bag and set off.

While she was gone Amy whizzed through the
introduction sequence of Ghost Hunter, pausing each time the show's
host came on screen. This is what she was after. It was why she'd
got in touch with Roger in the first place. Quentin Edwards—a man
loved by his audiences and his co-workers alike. Amy had never
watched the show herself, it wasn't her sort of thing, but she'd
talked to two admin people at the studios as well as Roger, all of
whom spoke highly of Quentin. He certainly appeared to be a
loveable rogue, and his disappearance had stirred up a lot of
public concern.

Anticipation buoyed inside her at the
prospect of working on such a high profile feature. Making the
decision to tout for the job had been a big thing in itself. For a
start it meant going to the senior editor on investigative work,
and the senior editor was her dad. Normally they kept their
distance from one another in the workplace. A few colleagues
believed Richard Norton had helped his daughter to get a foot up on
the career ladder, but it wasn't the case. She'd got her job fair
and square via agency work. In fact she often felt he’d made her
climb even tougher than the other fledglings. Despite those
obstacles, she'd made the decision to go for it and sent her father
a proposal for the scoop. He'd had it on his desk for twenty-four
hours and his secretary had finally emailed her an acknowledgement
of her memo and an appointment for the following morning. The
feature was almost hers.

The "Ghost Hunter" show seemed to be mostly
filmed in infrared and featured a bunch of willing, easily excited
victims, sent to spooky locations and filmed live while they
scurried around, eyes glowing, waiting for any sign of ghosts or
the supernatural. Luckily it looked like pretty tame stuff, the
high point involving a soundman on his hands and knees with his
boom, following noises around the plumbing. Amy was an outgoing,
confident woman, but when it came to anything remotely scary she
turned into a bag of nerves. She couldn't even sit through a horror
film. Ghost Hunter seemed quite silly though. Even she could deal
with that amount of creepiness if it led her on to more challenging
work. The Women's Page had become a bit too predictable for her
liking. She was fed up with extolling the virtues of the latest
cosmetic breakthrough. Securing the occasional feature for a
different column would liven things up a bit.

She was skimming through the third show when
Janine returned.

"The goodies have arrived." Janine lifted
the tote bag in her hand.

Amy looked at her watch. It was nearly
five.

Janine reached into the bag and slapped a
packet of straws onto her desk. "Remember the press party I went to
last week?"

"Yes," Amy replied, eyeing the straws with
curiosity.

"Well, this is what they had
for hospitality. One of these and you'll have no problem bagging
this Mr. Green, I assure you." She lifted two miniature bottles
of Moet et Chandon out of the bag.

"You expect me to
drink Moet through
a straw?" Amy shook her head at the idea of it.

"Uhu."

"Isn't that some sort of crime?"

"Wait and see. It was the sexiest drink I
ever had. You'll love it. Here."

Amy took the bottle Janine thrust in her
hand and they tried to find a safe spot to offload the corks.

"What now?" Amy exclaimed as the bubbles
began to froth.

Janine popped a straw into her bottle. It
bobbed up and down, almost flying back out. She gestured at Amy to
hold on tight and take a sip. "Quickly."

"Wow," she gasped, as the bubbles frothed
into her mouth and the chilled champagne fizzed against the back of
her throat. "That is sexy."

Janine winked at her approvingly.

"Told you so. It comes with best of luck for
this evening."

"Thanks, and thanks for humoring me on this
project." The Ghost Hunter project was outside the remit of her
job, but Janine had been supportive and encouraging about it.

"No problem," she replied. "You’ve covered
for me often enough."

It was true, she did cover for her, but that
was usually when Janine dashed off on a mercy mission to help her
sister manage her brood of kids.

"It's not that I'm looking to move, I just
want to vary the workload a bit from time to time."

"I know, and it's not such a bad idea."
Janine looked thoughtful. "I might give it a try myself
sometime."

"If I get the go-ahead I'm hoping to get a
bunch of work done for it over this weekend, but, even so, it might
take a few of my days out of the office."

Janine nodded. "We've got most of the copy
for the next edition, you go and have your little adventure.
Speaking of which, have you ever had a blind date before?" She
swizzled the straw in her bottle.

"Nope, you?"

"Yeah, once."

"What was he like?"

Janine slurped at her Moet before
responding. "Don't ask," she replied. She grimaced and shook her
head in distaste.

Amy began to giggle. Janine’s expression
said it all. "Quasimodo?"

"Nah," she replied, deadpan. "His evil
twin."

"Janine!"

"Hey, your guy must be okay, with a voice
that sexy."

She shrugged it off, but Amy could see
Janine was laughing at the idea of it, the cheeky Madam. She shook
her head. What the hell—it was already too late to back out.

 


* * * *

 


An hour later Amy tottered up to The Frock
and Jacket, cursing under her breath. It sure had turned out to be
a bad day to break in her new heels, but she hadn't known she'd be
going on a blind date when she put them on that morning. Thankfully
Roger had suggested the nearest pub to her office.

The street hummed with traffic, the river of
slow-moving cars interspersed with London's trademark red
double-decker buses. On the pavements, crowds bustled past, either
out on the town or homeward bound at the end of the working day.
The city shimmered with midsummer heat. For Amy it was at its most
vibrant, alive with tourists and the city dwellers enjoying the
rare, sultry weather. She glanced up at the stained glass windows
of the pub. She could see figures moving inside. Like most
traditional pubs near the heart of the city it would be getting
busy with the after-work crowd. She looked at the heavy oak swing
door and braced herself.

"What the hell am I doing here?" she
murmured to herself as she made her way through the entrance hall.
At college she had dated easily, never seriously, but she always
had the option of a male companion if she wanted the company, or
the sex. Since then she'd pretty much made her career her partner,
sacrificing her love life for the sake of her job. She'd had a
couple of brief holiday affairs, relationships she enjoyed but
carefully kept separate from her everyday life, and yet now she was
embarking on a blind date.

Janine's champagne had done a good job of
anaesthetizing her nerves, though. Far too good, in fact. They'd
ended up laughing over a list of possible excuses she could use if
she hated him on sight and had to do a runner. She'd almost
forgotten to leave the office on time. What with the champagne and
the mad dash to get there, Amy felt rather reckless and dizzy.

Before she entered the lounge bar she ran
her hands over her hips, smoothing the line of her skirt. He was
probably hoping for a blonde stick insect, not a curvy brunette.
There was no putting the deed off any longer though, and she braced
herself and pushed open the door.

The bar was busy. All the comfortable booths
along the wall were already full. Roger had said he'd wait for her
at the bar. There were a bunch of women at one end, gossiping in a
huddle. She could see two men sitting on bar stools at the near
end. Amy straightened and shook back her hair. One of the men was a
suited blonde, the other wore more casual clothes and was dark
haired. What would a TV producer be wearing, and why hadn't she at
least thought to ask him what color his hair was?

She tried to peer round to see what they
were drinking. As she did, the blonde man stood up and turned away
from the bar with two tall glasses in his hand. He headed off to a
banquette on one side. That left the dark guy. He was concentrating
on something, possibly reading. Roger had said he would be drinking
a bottle of Becks and he'd have a copy of The City News with him.
So far, so good.

She looked him over. His dark hair looked as
if he had ruffled it with his fingers, casually spiked. He wore
black jeans and a casual white shirt that was fitted well enough to
outline his attractive build. Broad shoulders and tapered hips.
Nice. And a gorgeous backside, she couldn't help noticing. Her
pulse began to pick up speed. If the rest of him matched up to the
rear view, she would have to remind herself not to drool.

He turned a page. He was definitely reading
a newspaper. She took a step forward then one sideways in order to
try to get a glimpse of his face. He reached out to pick up his
drink. When he put it back down on the bar, she could see the label
on the bottle. Becks. It was him.

She started her approach. A
leather jacket was folded over the bar stool to his right-hand
side. She headed for the left-hand side, planning to slide
elegantly onto the stool next to him. As she sidled onto the stool,
her right foot skidded from under her. Those damned heels.

Amy snatched onto the nearest thing—his arm.
It didn't stop her sliding.

"Whoa, steady." The man grabbed her against
him, reacting quickly, turning on his seat to hold her up.

"Oh, I'm so sorry." She
found herself wedged up against one strong thigh and staring into
mesmerizing gray-green eyes, heavily fringed and filled with a
warm, friendly expression. He had strong, chiseled features and a
handsome mouth that was giving her a surprised, lopsided
smile. Gorgeous.
The arm around her waist was firm and reassuring, holding her
easily.

When she spoke, he lifted an eyebrow and
drew her closer still. "Don't be sorry," he murmured, "I'm
not."

He held her tightly, as if he didn’t want to
let her go. She laughed softly and put her hands against his chest.
It was broad and firm and the heat of his arm around her set loose
a flurry of sensation in her belly, and lower.

His smile grew wider. She returned it.

"New shoes," she explained, nodding down.
The smell of his cologne caught her attention, making her breathe
him in.

"Ah, that explains it." He glanced down at
the shoes, giving her figure an appraising once-over as he did. He
didn't look disappointed.

Neither was she. The thigh she leaned up
against was so hard she felt an overwhelming urge to straddle it.
He was totally gorgeous, and she wanted him. She blinked. He
returned his attention to her face, and she glanced at his mouth.
It was inviting, and his smile was so sensually suggestive.

Neither of them made a move to alter their
positions.

"I like the shoes, especially since they
landed you in my lap." Once again he quirked his eyebrow and his
eyes twinkled mischievously.

The bedroom action his phone calls made her
think about was looking like a distinct possibility. "I can't argue
with that," she responded, "because I can’t think of any other
place I'd rather be right now."

She lowered one hand to his hip. For a
moment she thought he was going to kiss her, and her lips parted in
anticipation.

"What can I get you?" The question came from
the other side of the bar.

Amy turned toward the voice, startled. She
realized the barman was waiting on them with an expectant look on
his face.

"Oh, I'll take a bottle of Becks too,
please." Was beer on champagne a good idea? It didn't really
matter. She just wanted to acknowledge his signal. Smiling at her
rescuer, she reluctantly slipped from his embrace. She noticed he
kept his arm loosely across her back while she took up her position
on the stool next to him, as if he didn't want to break the
physical contact they'd had. It made her aware of every inch of
skin on her body.

"I have to admit, I was little bit nervous
about coming here this evening."

"Nervous? A woman like you? Surely not."
There was humor in his tone.

"Yes, a woman like me. But when you said no
strings attached, that made me feel a whole lot more relaxed, I
have to confess."

He looked amused by her remark. She noticed
he had a roguish scar running down one cheek, which only added to
his charm.

"That kind of comment would certainly help
to minimize the pressure," he eventually replied.

He had the most amazing mouth. She wouldn't
mind finding out how it might feel on hers. So much for Quasimodo
and the list of excuses. What an absolute dream come true this had
turned out to be.

The barman set a glass and the bottle in
front of her. She turned to thank him, tossing her hair back and
savoring the heady rush she was experiencing.

That was when she caught sight of the other
man.

The man standing further along the bar.

The man who was drinking a bottle of
Becks.

Her heart missed a
beat. Where the hell had he come
from?

He was standing next to a pillar—had he been
there all along, hidden from view? She watched in horror as he
tapped a copy of The City News against his hand, glancing over his
shoulder at the entrance, expectantly.

Oh no. She swallowed and forced herself to look back at the man by
her side. He smiled at her, and she noticed how quizzical it was.
No, he hadn't been expecting her at all. He'd acted on the fact
she'd flung herself all over him, but he hadn't even welcomed her
or said her name.

She bit her lip, embarrassment racing over
her. There were two of them, and she'd picked the wrong one. She'd
made a big, big mistake, the worst kind. She'd made a complete
idiot of herself with a total stranger. Stupid, stupid reckless
woman, she scolded. Why hadn't she thought to double check she had
the right man? Bloody typical, she'd gone and outdone her usual
ditzy self this time.

"Are you okay, you've turned quite pale?"
The stranger looked genuinely concerned for her.

The voice was wrong. It was deep and sexy
all right, but it wasn’t the same as the one she'd heard on the
phone. She'd been so enamored with his looks she hadn't even
thought about it. "I'm so sorry," she mumbled, to no one in
particular. "I've just realized I should have been elsewhere."

"I'm sorry to hear that."

So was she. Damn it, what a fool. And now
the other guy, Roger, was glancing in her direction. What if he
came over? She would have to bolt, there was nothing else for
it—she would have to do a runner after all.

Amy staggered up from her stool, pulled a
ten pound note out of her bag and dropped it onto the bar.

"Excuse me," she said in the general
direction of the man at her side, without making eye contact. "I've
got to err, dash off, now."

The stranger didn't let her escape easily.
He put out his hand and grasped hers and when he had her attention,
he raised it slowly to his lips. She felt their firm touch on her
skin. The lingering kiss and his warm breath sent a tingle across
the entire surface of her body, kindling a flame of desire deep
inside. His sexy green eyes glanced up at her and he smiled again
as he lifted his head. He was gorgeous—and she had to leave. The
cruel irony of her situation did not escape her.

Amy stifled a disbelieving laugh and without
taking another glance at either of the men, she set off with as
much dignity as she could muster, the wretched heels scrambling
under her as she sped toward the exit.

 


* * * *

 


Sebastian Armitage watched the woman high
tail out of the bar with a regretful stare. What a siren. He'd been
more than happy to go along with the rather surreal charade because
she fascinated him. The fact she was one sexy lady had made it all
the more interesting.

She'd obviously mistaken him for someone
else, but why? He took another swig of his beer and glanced along
the bar. The man who had caused her to take flight had a copy of
The City News neatly folded beside his unused glass. He was
drumming his fingertips on the polished surface of the bar,
occasionally glancing toward the door behind him.

Sebastian wasn't a stickler about such
things, but he knew he looked nothing like that bloke down there,
apart from the similarity between his chosen drink and the
newspaper in his possession. The man was pleasant enough, but no
one could mistake them for brothers. The later arrival was slim and
tall, sort of arty looking. It must have been a blind date,
Sebastian surmised. How unfortunate it was for the other bloke that
the siren had missed her target.

Sebastian smiled to himself. It was a shame
he hadn't got her name and number before she'd taken off. Still,
he'd enjoyed the interlude while it lasted. He glanced back at the
man down the bar. His curiosity was about to get the better of him.
Curiosity ran in Sebastian Armitage's veins. Hunting down
information is what he did for a living, and he did it well. He
stood up, picked up his bottle and the paper and walked along the
bar behind the man. He almost felt as if he should apologize to
him. Instead, he sat down next to him and glanced over at the
paper.

"Excuse me, but is that the latest
edition?"

The man started, glanced around and smiled
as if relieved. He was clearly nervous about his blind date.
Sebastian gave him his warmest "buddy" smile and gestured with the
paper in his hand.

"I think you've got a more recent addition
of The City News. Would you mind if I have a quick look at it if
you're not reading it right now? It won't take a moment. I want to
check something out."

"Of course," the man replied. "Although…I'd
better hold your copy in exchange."

He looked embarrassed about the situation
but Sebastian shrugged it off easily. He was feeling sorry for the
poor bloke. The newspaper had definitely been the signal. He took
the paper and sat on a stool about three away from his target. He
flicked open the paper.

"It's an unusual one this, a weekly, but not
a weekend day publication." It was a rhetorical statement, leaving
it open for the other man to engage in conversation or not, as he
chose. Sebastian was adept in such matters.

"I think that's where its strength lies, a
bit like a serialized midweek TV show. You know, reliable,
familiar, every Thursday evening you pick it up on the way
home."

He started to chat—perhaps to take his mind
off what he thought was his forthcoming meeting. He smiled and held
out his hand. "Roger Green, I'm in TV myself but the similarities
are there."

"Sebastian Armitage. Pleased to meet you."
Sebastian did not give the nature of his business. He was quite
used to sidestepping such things. "I'm new to this field," he
offered. "I'd be grateful for your opinion of the paper. I've just
been up there for a job, minor league stuff, but anything you could
tell me would be helpful." It was somewhere near the truth, he was
about to embark on a short-term contract with the paper.

"Sure," Roger replied. He glanced toward the
door again, then at his watch. "I did have a date, but it looks as
if I might have been stood up." He gave a wry smile and turned his
attention to the timely distraction that had been offered, opening
the paper to the editorial and contents list.

"Their loss is my gain,"
Sebastian replied, although that wasn't quite what he was
thinking. More like your loss is my
gain. And would he be able to get Roger to
divulge the name of the sexy siren, along the way? It was certainly
worth a shot.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


"Don't ask." Amy declared when Janine walked
into the office the next morning. She put her elbows on her desk
and her chin sank onto her hands. "I blew it, big time."

Janine looked cool and efficient in a jade
linen dress, a matching jacket hanging from one finger. She flipped
her sunglasses onto her desk and stood looking at her forlorn
colleague with a frown. "You didn't get to spend the evening with
the man of your dreams?"

"Nope." She had spent the rest of the
evening thinking about the man of her dreams, and most of the night
too, but it was a mixture of restless fantasizing about the
gorgeous stranger, punctuated with bouts of frustration and
embarrassment over what had happened.

"Not the Quasimodo complex?"

"Far from it, the guy I met was gorgeous, a
total hunk with dreamy green eyes. Charming too."

"So, what's the problem?"

"I met the wrong guy."

"You did what?" Janine's eyes began to
sparkle with amusement.

"I started talking to the wrong guy." Amy
folded her arms across her chest defensively. "By the time I
realized and saw the other one, the real Roger, I was up to my neck
in trouble."

Janine rested back on her desk to support
herself. "Blimey. It could only happen to you."

"Tell me about it." Amy shook her head in
dismay. Sadly, it was true. She was ditzy and ill fated, no way
around it.

"And what was the real Roger like?"

Amy struggled to remember. It was difficult
to get the picture of the gorgeous stranger out of her head. "It's
hard to say."

Janine laughed aloud. "This hunk of yours
must have been good, if you started chatting to him and you can't
remember anyone else in the pub. It's a wonder you even noticed
Roger was there at all."

Amy nodded. It was kind of funny, but she
wasn't ready to laugh about it yet.

"So you didn't have your date with Roger.
Please tell me you got the hunk's number."

Amy shrugged helplessly

"Oh dear, and did you explain it to
Roger?"

"No, I just left."

"So…he will be ringing here any minute now
to ask why you didn't turn up for the date."

Amy nodded.

Janine shook her head then leapt away from
her desk when the phone blared from behind her at that very moment.
"That'll be him now," she declared.

Amy gave her an imploring look.

"Oh, no. No way." Janine waved her hands,
backing behind her desk, when she saw Amy's face. "You answer it
yourself, matey, you got yourself into this mess."

Amy stared at the loud, offensive machine,
dumbstruck. What on earth was she going to say to him? It had to be
done.

"Hello, Women's Page," she faltered, as she
picked up her phone.

"I'd like to speak to a Ms. Amy Norton,
please."

She breathed a huge sigh of relief. It
didn't sound like Roger's voice. The caller had a cockney
accent.

"You found her."

"Oh, hi, I'm phoning from the set of Ghost
Hunter."

She tensed again.

"My name is Jake. I'm the soundman. I
understand you are the journalist writing up the story of Quentin's
disappearance."

She relaxed.

"That's right." Amy had to force out the
little white lie. She hadn't yet secured permission to pursue the
feature. She still had to convince her father how serious she was
about it at the meeting later that morning, but she wasn't about to
put off a potential lead in the meantime.

"Well, I'm an old friend of Quentin's
and…I'm concerned."

"Inevitably so, Mr.?"

"Brent, Jake Brent, but call me Jake,
please."

"Okay, Jake, did you have something you felt
our readers would like to know about Quentin?" Amy reached for her
notebook and pen. She had planned to begin her investigations at
the filming studios, but after the dreadful mix-up with Roger, that
starting point had gone out of the window. If all went well with
her father later that morning, she could begin with Jake's story
instead.

"Possibly… "

"But you're concerned about privacy?"

"It's not that, it's well…it's awkward."

Amy's sensors focused. The man obviously had
information.

"I believe Quentin got a bit too involved in
some of the more esoteric aspects of the show here."

"Esoteric?"

"I mean things like the occult." He paused,
as if to measure her response.

Amy swallowed. The occult? What sort of a
can of worms was she opening up here? "I see," she said, wishing
she didn't. "Can you give me any specific examples?"

"I know he took a particular interest in one
of the houses we filmed at. It's said to have been built on the
site of a witches' coven in the sixteenth century. Ever since then
he was kind of different. Preoccupied, moody."

"Perhaps you could give me the details of
this place and I'll make a note of it." She began to scribble,
thanking him and asking him to get back in touch if he heard any
other news.

All the time her internal voice kept
reminding her to be professional. She wished it didn’t sound
creepy. Occult or no occult, it was a good lead.

 


* * * *

 


"Trixie, love, come in." Richard Norton
stood up from his desk when Alison, his secretary, showed Amy in to
his office.

Amy gave her Father a warning glance as she
took her seat. Trixie was his pet name for her and he knew she'd
long since grown out of it. She settled down, placing her notepad
on the arm of the chair and folding her hands loosely in her lap.
She had worn one of her favorite office outfits, a smart but
feminine tailored trouser suit in cream. It helped her feel every
bit as cool and assured as she needed to appear. She noticed her
father's tie was at half-mast. Even as a little girl she remembered
her Mother would sort his tie out every morning and as soon as he
stepped outside, he would loosen it.

It was her father's shining career as an
investigative journalist that had inspired Amy to go into
journalism herself. He was a grass roots reporter at heart and his
more recent office-bound senior editor post chafed. Like father
like daughter, she wanted to be out in the thick of it too. Amy
loved interviewing people, capturing their enthusiasm for their
particular field. Ideally she would like to bring more of that into
the Women's Page, but it was traditionally based on tidbits pulled
together from press releases and product launches.

"It's a good proposal." He toyed with her
memo regarding the Ghost Hunter feature. "Popular media figure in
trouble, large readership interest."

"And..?" She was itching to get on with it.
She knew she'd put together a good proposal, but she hadn't
approached him for a job like this before.

"And…I don't know why you want to take it
on. Your work for the Women's Page is respected."

"I appreciate you saying that, but I'd like
to break it up with something a bit more challenging."

He nodded, pursing his mouth. "This is well
thought out." He gestured again at the memo. "But I want you to
walk me through the proposal. I want to know what motivates you to
pursue this."

He wasn't about to make it easy for her. Amy
took a deep breath. "I was attracted to it firstly because, as you
say, the readership interest is already there. He's a popular
personality and people want to know what's going on with him. It is
real news they want though, not something the rumor mill has
churned out for them."

He nodded at her, suppressing a smile.

"The missing celebratory story is
interesting in itself. If I was able to pursue it as it unfolds I
could get a major scoop in the making. That really motivates me—to
be there when the reasons for his disappearance are unfolded, that
would be a big story."

"You're willing to admit there may be
nothing more than speculation to be had, but you hope for something
more?"

"Exactly." He'd conceded to her reasoning.
The job was almost within her grasp.

He contemplated the memo again, one finger
tapping against his chin as he re-read it. He glanced up at her,
frowning. "This could be dangerous work. A missing person, high
profile. Could be criminal involvement."

She wondered if all his journalists got this
kind of pep talk, or if it was because it was his own daughter
sitting there in the hot seat. "I do realize that, Dad. I'm
twenty-seven years old and quite capable of looking after myself. I
assure you I won't let you down."

He observed her for a moment, in silence.
"Okay, this is the deal."

The deal? Amy gave a mental groan.

"You get the feature, a small budget, and
the use of a pool car."

That wasn't so bad after all.

"Well, thanks." She broke into a triumphant
smile.

He held up his hands. "Hold up, there's
more."

Amy waited.

"You'll have to report to Fiona, of course."
He waited to see her reaction.

Amy cringed internally. Fiona Richards. His
deputy editor was not the easiest person in the world to work with.
Reporting to Fiona reduced even the toughest of journalists to
shivering wrecks after a few of her choice remarks on their copy.
"I see."

"Amy, it would be unethical for me to deal
with this directly, even if you weren't my daughter, you have to
see that."

She nodded. "I understand, and I certainly
don't want to look as if I'm getting any favors."

"Quite so."

"I want to be clear that I came to you as a
journalist who wants to show a bit of potential in a different
field, not your daughter."

He seemed to accept that.

"Well," she continued, giving him a
half-hearted smile. "If that's the only payback for getting the
go-ahead, I guess its not–"

"No," he interrupted, "I'm afraid that's not
all. As part of the deal you also get a traveling companion."

Amy frowned. "What?"

"I want someone to go on the job with
you."

"Oh no, no way," Amy responded, annoyed,
shaking her head. "I refuse to share my scoop with another
journalist."

Her father flashed her a quick smile.
"That's my girl." His eyes twinkled with humor at her remark. "No,
I'm not referring to another journalist. What I want is for you to
have someone with you, so you are safe."

Amy stared at him, confused.

"Trust me. I've got someone from a highly
respected company we use for security and so forth–"

"A bodyguard?" Amy interrupted.

"I'd rather think of him as a minder."

A minder? He had to be kidding. That was even worse than having to
share the feature with someone. It was as if he thought she was
still a child who needed babysitting. Her chin lifted. "The last
thing I need is some lumbering oaf who will do nothing but slow me
down."

"Your pride will get the better of you one
day, Madam." The comment, though chastising, was delivered with
relative good humor. "That's the deal and you either take it or
leave it." He sat back in his chair and steepled his fingers.

Bloody
hell. He really wasn't kidding. If she
wanted the job, she would have to endure the indignity of having a
bodyguard trail along behind her. Her blood had reached boiling
point. "No way. You wouldn't set a minder on any other
journalist."

"I'm not having my daughter poking around in
what might be a murder case without protection!" He frowned
heavily, his business demeanor entirely vanishing for a moment.

A mite subdued, she tried not to pout. "Dad,
it's not a murder case."

"It might be." He sighed. "Trixie," he
added, in a more cajoling tone, "your mother would never forgive
me. Just let this guy come along with you and you've got your
scoop."

She didn't respond. She couldn't trust
herself not to say the wrong thing and lose any chance she almost
had.

"As I said, I've been in touch with a
reputable company. One of their best men came over yesterday
afternoon and I've briefed him about the whole set up."

Amy's mouth opened in dismay. He hadn't even
waited for her to agree.

He held up his hands and shrugged. "As I
said, that's the deal."

She sat in silence, her thoughts racing as
she tried to think of a worthy retort. There didn't seem to be a
forthcoming solution, besides, Jake's occult references weren't far
from her mind and as long as the guy didn't get under her feet and
wasn't too unbearable to have around, she may well feel more
relaxed about the heebie-jeebie aspect of the case.

"Well, do you give in?"

She felt like she was being tricked into
something and she resented it, so she made him hang a minute
longer.

He drummed his fingers on the desk, then
gestured at the outside office. "You can get stuck in as soon as
you agree…he's next door. I'll call him in whenever you're ready to
get started."

Oh, deep joy, the man is
actually here already. Dear old Dad had set
her up good and proper. "It doesn't look as if I have a lot of
choice," she replied, grimly.

"Good girl." He leaned forward and hit the
intercom. "Alison, can you ask Mr. Armitage to step in now,
please." He turned back to Amy. "He's a good man. I liked him a lot
so don't worry about having him come along with you."

Amy shook her head and shot him a stern
glance. He ignored it and stood up to greet the man who was
entering the room.

"Amy, your escort for the duration of the
case, Mr. Sebastian Armitage."

Amy glanced over. She
noticed the dapper suit first. She didn't know exactly what she was
expecting, but she had pictured some sort of bouncer-type, not
someone who looked as if he had stepped out of a top fashion
magazine. Her gaze lifted. Tall too, and well built. And…and a
strong jaw line. That lopsided smile. She blinked, then her gaze
met those gray-green eyes. Unmistakable.

"Ms. Norton." He walked over with his hand
held out to her.

Amy froze to her chair. What the hell was
going on? Was she still asleep, dreaming her lusty dreams about the
hunk? It couldn't be. It really couldn't be him, here, at work, in
her father's office.

"I'm pleased to be working with you," he
said.

After a moment she managed to scramble
forward in her seat and put out her hand. He leaned in and grasped
it firmly, applying enough pressure to assure her he was indeed
real. Incredibly, he winked at her, as if to indicate her hadn't
forgotten their previous encounter.

"Um, yes." Her hand flew into her hair when
he released it, her fingers fiddling nervously. "I don’t think
you're needed here, Mr..."

"Armitage, Sebastian Armitage, but please,
let's not be formal. Call me Sebastian."

He was blatantly amused by the situation.
How dare he? Amy straightened her shoulders and fixed him with what
she hoped was a steady gaze. "As I said, I don't think you are
needed here."

"Trixie?" Her father spoke with a warning
tone in his voice. "Take a seat Mr. Armitage. We'll see if we can
work this out."

The man, Sebastian, sat easily into the seat
alongside hers. Amy tried not to gawp at him. He was relaxed, damn
him. He was comfortable with this. She was startled and confused
and he didn't seem the least bit surprised. How could that be?

Flustered, she stared at her dad. "This is a
really bad idea."

Her father frowned at her.

"Ms. Norton," Sebastian interrupted. "I
assure you I won't cramp your style." He paused and smiled at
her.

What the hell was that supposed to mean? She
flashed him a warning glance.

"Your father has told me about the feature
you’re working on. I’ll be in the background in case you need any
assistance."

Her stomach flipped and a heady rush of
nerves coursed over her as she considered having him with her, for
the duration of the case. Laughing at her. "I don’t need a minder,"
she snapped.

"I'm sure you don't," he drawled, looking at
her with amusement.

She tried to focus on the conversation. It
was hard with those gray-green eyes teasing her, and that sensuous
mouth so near and looking oh-so-ready to kiss. "Besides, I have to
leave London immediately to pick up the trail."

"That's fine by me." His eyes twinkled.

God, he was gorgeous. Amy felt increasingly
light-headed as she began to consider what it would be like being
alone with him, out on the road for the next few days with the sexy
stranger she'd spent the past night fantasizing about. One look at
the nonchalant posture of that attractive masculine body had her
senses keen and honed. She tore her gaze away, focusing on her dad.
"I'm sure Mr. Armitage has other commitments that are more
important than trailing along with me."

"I am single and independent, if that is
what you wanted to know, Ms. Norton."

She glared at him. That wasn't what she
meant and he knew it. He was ruffling her feathers deliberately.
Not only that, but there was a brooding expression in his eyes and
it made her doubt her ability to remain professional in his
company. This job was important to her—vital, if she was to spread
her wings as a journalist.

"Trixie, love," her father interrupted. "I
know you want to do this job on your own, but that's no reason to
be cautious about Mr. Armitage."

"I can understand Ms. Norton being
cautious," Sebastian interjected. "After all, she doesn't know me
from Adam."

Amy's hands clutched at the arm of her
chair. Was that some sort of reference to her behavior the evening
before and the mix up?

He watched her reaction then broke into a
warm smile. It was friendly and intimate. Yes, he had meant the
remark as a joke, but a joke between the two of them. Face it, she
told herself, he was bound to be amused by the situation. If things
had been reversed, she would have been pretty darn amused too.

While he waited for her to respond, he
gently shifted his cuff with his fingers, drawing her gaze to his
hands. She recalled the strong arm steadying her at the bar. What
would those hands feel like, touching her, holding her? She
smoothed her outfit and crossed her legs high on the thigh in an
attempt to quell the surge of restless need that began to rise when
she allowed her mind to wander.

His gaze followed the movement of her legs,
and his mouth gave a gentle twitch, as if he was restraining an
idle remark. When he looked back up and their eyes met, molten heat
traversed the space between them. Amy remembered the kiss he had
given her on the back of her hand and the suggestive look he'd had
in his eyes then. He’d been interested. She'd sensed it then and
the way he was looking at her now only served to confirm it. Her
pulse raced, her mind tumbling with images of them together, naked
and alone.

But this was about her scoop.

It was vital she remember that, and not let
some cheeky bloke distract her from her goal, no matter how
attractive he was. She cleared her throat. "Right. Could you be
ready to leave by seven this evening?"

"Absolutely."

"In that case, Mr. Armitage, you'd better
pack your overnight bag."

His eyebrows lifted, his handsome mouth
sloping into an insinuating smile.

That was the last straw. Heat flared in her
face. This had turned into the biggest embarrassment of all time.
She nodded at her dad then stood up and quickly headed for the
door.

By the time she reached for the door handle,
Sebastian's hand was on it.

She glared at him. He opened the door for
her. She attempted to dart off down the corridor but after he
closed the door he was hot on her heels.

He stopped before she reached the reception
area where Alison's desk was located. "We're not done yet, Ms.
Norton."

He rested a strong hand on each of her
shoulders, holding her as if they'd known each other for years, as
if yesterday's incident meant he could.

Her mouth opened in disbelief. "Let me go or
I'll call for help."

"Where are we meeting?"

Damn. She'd forgotten to mention that. Now she'd made herself look
even more of a twit. She attempted to jerk free of his grip but he
moved closer still, locking her in against the wall of the corridor
with the bulk of his body. He was so close that her skin tingled,
her traitorous body responding intimately to his
proximity.

"You weren't this business-like yesterday,"
he commented in an insinuating tone, knocking the conversation
right down onto a personal level.

"That was an error on my part and you know
it."

"An error?" He moved one hand and ran his
finger along her jaw. "I didn't think so, and neither did you…at
the time."

Lust surged through her, threatening to
steal away her last ounce of poise. The way he touched her was so
intimate and suggestive. It made the pulse in her groin thud
wildly. "I'm not happy about having a minder," she blurted,
latching onto that fact.

"The woman I met yesterday
not only needed a
minder but was glad to have one, if I recall correctly." The look
in his eyes was so teasing it was downright rude.

He was enjoying this, damn him. She narrowed
her eyes. "That's low."

He shrugged one shoulder. "It's the truth.
You can't deny it."

She pressed her lips together tightly, her
heart pounding.

"The woman I met yesterday was also much
more agreeable," he added.

She shook her head in disbelief. Everything
was a challenge to him. "You really have no shame."

"Neither did you, yesterday."

Oh, boy. He really was going to torture her
with that. It was getting increasingly hard to maintain eye
contact. "This is now a business arrangement."

He ran his finger down the lapel on her
jacket, moving dangerously close to her aching breasts. "Then give
me our 'business arrangement' meeting point, and we're done….for
now."

"Seven o'clock, at the pickup point outside
Euston station."

"I'll be there." He stepped away, freeing
her.

He was by far the most
attractive, sexiest man she'd ever met, and for the next couple of
days she had to put up with him stalking her every move. The
thought made her lightheaded. She straightened her jacket and
walked away, her heart still racing. Focus
on the job, she told herself, but all she
could think about was her companion.

 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


Janine noticed the office felt unusually
quiet after Amy finally left that evening. Janine was working late,
having spent the best part of the afternoon helping Amy get
organized. She'd armed Amy for dealing with Fiona, the queen bitch
who reigned on the second floor. She'd also helped her timetable
both sides of her job for the next ten days—and she'd calmed her
down after what had transpired during her meeting with her
father.

It didn't surprise Janine that Amy's dad had
pinned a bodyguard on her. He was concerned, and it was his
daughter. Amy was in an absolute tizzy about it though. The fact
that the dreamy hunk from the night before had turned out to be
part of the setup took the biscuit.

Janine smiled to herself as she jotted down
her schedule for the following week. She was going to have to run a
tight ship. It was about time Amy had some fun, though. She was a
good journalist and she deserved it. Janine didn't envy her a
little detached duty time, but it made her think. A change might do
her some good too. She'd been in this office for nigh on five
years. She shut the open documents on the pc and was about to head
home when there was a knock at the door.

"Come in." She glanced at her watch,
wondering who it could be at this late hour.

The door opened and a man popped his head
around the corner. "Hi, am I in the right place to find Amy
Norton?"

Janine recognized the voice immediately, it
was Roger Green. She beckoned him in. Taking the invitation, he
stepped inside and she finally got a look at the man who had given
them so much entertainment over the past couple of days. He was
tall and lean, attractive in an understated way. She couldn't
believe it—the guy had only gone and hunted Amy down. And now Amy
was off on her travels with some other guy in tow, which presumably
left Mr. Green here in the lurch. What an absolute waste of male
talent, she decided. Or maybe not.

"You are indeed in the right place." She
strolled up to him with a speculative smile on her face.

He grinned and shut the door behind him,
then held out his hand. "Then you must be Amy."

"Alas, no." She took his hand. "But, if
you're the one who's looking for her, I sure as hell wish I were."
She pursed her lips as she eyed him up and down. "You're Roger
aren’t you?"

He nodded.

"We've spoken on the phone."

"Ah, I see, yes"

"Amy is…well, she's been called away on
business. However, as she's not around, perhaps I can be of some
assistance?"

"It was a personal matter," he replied, but
he was looking at her with interest.

"I knew that when I offered," she stated,
offering him her best flirtatious smile.

He grinned, quickly taking the bait. "In
that case, perhaps you can."

"Why don't we grab a drink and we can
discuss it?"

"Sounds good to me."

Very smoothly
done, Janine congratulated herself as she
led him out of the office. She hadn't lost her old touch after
all.

 


* * * *

 


Sebastian stood outside Euston Station, the
agreed meeting point, watching the evening traffic crawl by, a
leather overnight bag thrown casually over one shoulder. It looked
like rain. The humid summer sky was rumbling as the day edged
toward evening.

Amy hadn't even told him where they were
headed, just to be there and ready to leave at seven. As he waited
for her he reflected on his good fortune. He'd picked up Richard
Norton's call the day before by sheer chance, while his secretary
had been out of the office on her lunch break. This kind of minor
security contract normally went to Gary, but Gary was happily on
paternal leave. The City News organization was a good client though
and Sebastian didn't want to let them down. As a result he'd
responded to the rather mundane sounding job himself, an uncanny
bit of luck given that he was now looking forward to the job with
anticipation. Sebastian's usual caseload consisted of heavy-duty
investigative work, alongside overseeing his staff—the staff of the
premier investigation and security group in London. Security was
only a small part of what they did.

He was overdue a break anyway and a lighter
case was certainly one way to go about getting it. Besides, what
better way to spend a Friday evening? Escorting the headstrong
daughter of The City News editor on her adventuring was an inviting
prospect.

A high-pitched tinny horn beeped at him.
Sebastian looked at the mud-splattered Ford Fiesta pulling into the
pick-up bay with a dubious expression. It certainly wasn't built
for the off-road driving that someone had been doing in it and the
engine sounded far from healthy. He opened the passenger door and
threw his bag over the seat into the back.

"Hey, Trixie. Wild car."

She gave a wry smile. "I'm afraid it was the
only available pool car. Please get in, Mr. Armitage."

Sebastian looked at the dash as he dropped
into the seat. The car had been round the block a few times and the
temperature gauge was already riding a little too high for his
liking, the last thing you needed in crawling traffic.

"And please, don't call me Trixie. It makes
me feel about five years old."

"Okay, Amy it is then…and drop the Mister
will you, it's Sebastian."

She nodded, and without further comment
began to maneuver the car back into the stream of traffic. She had
the radio on and tapped the steering wheel in time to the music as
she watched the traffic. He wanted to start chatting and lead the
conversation toward the subject of the attraction between them, but
he told himself there would be time for that when they arrived at
their destination. He wanted to have that sexy, feminine body of
hers in his arms again. He was pretty sure she was thinking the
same. The intensity of the attraction left him in no doubt as to
its mutual reciprocation, even if she was a tad tetchy about having
him as her minder. The chemistry had hummed back and forth between
them like live wires crackling across the floor of her father's
office. Even now, with her calm, self-assured poise at the wheel of
the car and the fact she was focused on the road, there was
something magnetic in the atmosphere between them. Sebastian
savored the anticipation and took the chance to admire her.

Gone was the elegant trouser suit from
earlier, which had lodged in his memory because of the way it
softly molded over her figure—a figure any full-blooded male would
want to get acquainted with. She was the epitome of womanhood to a
man like Sebastian, with curves in all the right places and a
graceful fluidity in her movements. It made him want to experience
that movement at much closer proximity. She looked just as good
wearing casual gear, if not even sexier in khaki combat trousers
and a tight black tank top. If he wasn't mistaken, she didn't seem
to be wearing a bra, but he decided not to consider the issue for
too long, lest he get fixated with it.

Her long hair was clipped up, showing off
her elegant neck and the soft skin of her collarbone. A black denim
jacket was lying on the back seat. She was dressed for action. He
couldn't resist smiling to himself. She glanced over and, catching
his smile, returned it, then quickly glanced away.

He sensed she was a bit tense. It wasn't
surprising. Norton had warned him she wouldn't be keen on the
company. Their encounter at The Frock and Jacket the evening
before—whilst entirely delicious—only served to complicate the
situation for her. It was tempting to tease her about it, but if he
wanted to get her into bed—and that was his intention—he'd better
not push her buttons too much. Not yet, at any rate.

"Where are we headed?"

"Arundel."

"South coast seaside town?"

"Yes, do you know it?"

"Only by reputation, I've not visited. I've
been in London for four years but I'm a northerner myself.
Yorkshire man, born and bred."

"It's an old, historic town west of
Brighton," she explained. "Popular with tourists because of the
castle and the antiques shops. You know the sort of place."

"And you have a lead there?"

"Yes. An edition of Ghost Hunter was filmed
there. I want to interview anyone who remembers Quentin's visit and
I also want to check out a venue the show was filmed at. It's a
house that's supposed to be haunted. They did a shoot there about
six months ago and when I did some research I found the house is
available to rent as a self-catering holiday home. A local
caretaker maintains it and it happened to be free this weekend.
There weren't any vacancies at the local hotel, so I've…" she
glanced over at him then away, "…rented the house for us to stay
at."

The way she said it left him in no doubt
that she was thinking along the same lines as he was. But her face
was flushed. She was embarrassed.

"Right," he replied, stifling a more cheeky
response. A weekend away with a sexy woman. What more could a man
want?

They gradually edged through the south side
of the city, and as they did he encouraged her to fill him in on
all she knew about the missing person story and the Ghost Hunter
show. Norton had told him everything the day before, but he wanted
her take on it. It all sounded a bit dubious to Sebastian. Why was
this soundman giving her information, in the first place? He
reminded himself it was her case. He wasn't there to investigate.
He was there to keep her out of trouble and away from harm. The
conversation seemed to relax her somewhat. They'd almost made it
out of the thicket and onto the motorway that linked London to the
South Coast, when the temperature gauge began to dip into the
red.

"Oh, damn." She glared at the needle on the
gauge, signaled and pulled over into the next lay-by.

"Leave it to me," he said, wishing he'd
insisted they go in his trusty Land Rover. He reached into the back
seat, pulled a shirt out of his overnight bag and got out of the
car.

"Stand back," he instructed as she joined
him. With his hands wrapped in the shirt, he lifted the bonnet then
quickly hauled her back with him as a huge cloud of steam
escaped.

The car wasn't the only thing overheating.
Admiring her from a distance made him keen and warm, closer
proximity and his body heat reached levels that endangered the
local vegetation. She let out a gasp and looked up at him. Her eyes
were like dark chocolate melting and her upturned mouth looked
inviting, her lips slightly parted in surprise. A raindrop hit her
cheek, making her gently flinch. He wanted to lick it away. With
one careful finger, he gently smoothed the drop of rain from her
cheek. Her lips parted, exposing the plump inner curve of her lower
lip and the tip of her tongue. The look of her was making him
hard.

"The car," she breathed, when the engine
sizzled and popped behind them.

Sebastian hovered on the precipice, trying
to get a grip. The way she was staring at him right then had his
blood rushing south. As a result his brain was suffering severe
deficit.

"Yes," he murmured, setting her to one side
as he turned back to the engine. He carefully removed the radiator
cap. "We’re going to need water."

"I've got some Evian in the boot, will that
do?"

"That will do just fine." He smiled. She was
a city girl, through and through. "We'll have to leave it for a few
minutes until it cools down first."

They abandoned the car and sat on the grassy
bank at the side of the road. The spot might have been idyllic if
it hadn’t been marred by the occasional cars flying by at breakneck
speed. Twilight was upon them and the night sky had begun to
flicker into life.

Sebastian watched her fingers ruffling
through the grass and followed the lines of her body with his gaze.
"It shouldn't be too long before we can get started again."

"It's okay." She shrugged, eyeing his body
from under her lashes as she replied. "I can ignore the fumes and
the less than salubrious surroundings."

"Yes. I can think of better venues for a
second date."

"Date?" Her eyebrows lifted, a half smile
hovering around her mouth, as if she was confused by his comment.
"Oh…I see." Her gaze dropped.

It was the first time either
of them had made direct reference to their meeting at the pub since
they'd left London. Sebastian chuckled quietly. He probably
shouldn't have reminded her about her little faux pas the evening before, but she
looked so damn sexy when she got annoyed.

She shuffled uncomfortably, her pale
complexion beautifully enhanced by bright flashes of color high on
her cheekbones. The tension between them was growing. "You're not
going to let me forget that, are you?"

"No, because I don’t want to forget it."

There was such a perturbed look in her eyes
it made him want her, badly. "Actually," he added, "it's the third
date, if you include the meeting we had with Norton senior."

She glared at him. "Let it go, or I'll send
you home and go on alone."

Now that was something he'd love to see her
trying to do, but he managed to resist comment. He peered at the
traffic for a moment then decided to change his approach. "Tell me,
what does a high-flying London journo like you do to chill
out?"

The tension in her expression eased
somewhat. "You'd probably laugh."

He shrugged, relieved that he'd managed to
redirect the conversation. "Go on…what is it, Pilates, float
tanks?"

"Not even close."

"I know, you bake cakes for the local
church." Ah, she smiled that beautiful smile. It made him feel
mellow and content somewhere deep inside—while the challenging look
in her eyes brought about an altogether different feeling in a more
southerly region.

"No, not quite. It's my mother who bakes
cakes. I do some voluntary work that's different to my day job. I
teach Tae Kwan Do to the local kids at a community center youth
club." She glanced at him to see his reaction. "It keeps them off
the streets."

"An admirable pastime." He allowed himself
to look at her body, top to toe. "And it goes some way in
explaining the gorgeous figure."

Her mouth opened but she thought twice about
it and didn't say anything.

His gaze rested momentarily on her cleavage.
He could see the rapid rise and fall of her breathing. Man, she was
hot.

"I'll see to that water now." He stood up.
"You can get back in the car."

"Keep cool," he muttered to himself, as he
slowly topped up the radiator. It wasn't easy. An extreme sense of
physical desire had him in its grip and he couldn't stay focused as
a result. Once he'd secured everything, he climbed into the car and
shut the door. "Should get us there."

She nodded at him from the driver's seat.
"Excellent."

She put the key in the transmission then
pushed back some stray tendrils of hair that had fallen around her
face, giving him a look at the soft curve of her jaw and the long
line of her throat. He wanted to touch her. He remembered her hands
resting up against his chest in the bar and the inviting look in
her eyes.

"So, what you do to 'chill out' Sebastian?"
She pulled her seat belt into position.

"Skiing or snow boarding once a year,
canoeing once a month. On a daily basis I have to deal with a
rather demanding household pet." He broke into a grin when he saw
the curious look on her face. "It's proven to be good for stress,
stroking a cat, and luckily she enjoys the physical contact as much
as I do."

He lifted his eyebrows at her, inviting a
response.

"Lucky kitty," she replied, her tone laden
with sarcasm. "Let's get on our way then, shall we."

She might as well have waved a red flag at
him. Sebastian wanted her. It was time to cut to the chase.

"Amy." He put his hand on her arm to stop
her turning the key in the ignition. "There's something I wanted to
say. Roger was disappointed when you didn't turn up to meet him,
and I can understand why. I'd be pretty upset myself if I'd missed
out on a date with someone as attractive as you."

That had her attention. She stared at him,
her expression morphing. "You spoke to Roger…that's why you weren't
surprised it was me this morning?"

She looked as if someone had just explained
the meaning of life to her.

"Of course I did, I wanted to find out who
you were. When I did, I realized we'd be meeting again today, which
was great news."

She stared at him intently for an age, in
silence, a frown drawing her delicately arched eyebrows together.
"Mr. Armitage, are you coming on to me?"

"Oh, yes, I surely am." He couldn't help
laughing.

"Excuse me, but what's funny?" Once again
she looked annoyed.

"It's just that you practically threw
yourself into my arms last night and now you're asking me if I'm
coming on to you. You have to admit it’s funny."

She quickly turned away from him and looked
straight ahead into the distance.

He'd taken a misstep there. "Hey, I didn't
mean anything–"

"I did not throw myself at you," she
interrupted in a low voice spoken through gritted teeth. Her hands
clutched at the steering wheel. "And even if I had done, I only did
it because I thought you were someone else."
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