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      Lindsey is hiding out at the crumbling mansion she’s inherited from her great aunt. After taking the fall for a crime he didn't commit, Ethan has decided the view from a prison cell isn’t to his liking. Will this pair escape together?
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      ETHAN

      On looking around the rundown summerhouse I currently call home, my mind is elsewhere. Prison, to be exact.

      Three years for grand theft auto, all while pretending to be someone else, stays with a man long after the sentence is over.

      Sure, I'd gone along on joy rides when I was young and stupid, just not the one they locked me up for. Lucky for me, was Scott Latham only ever stole the one. Luckier for him was he'd been outside when the cops busted the hovel we were living in.

      Scotty and I were always being mistaken for each other. This coupled with me sitting next to his backpack when the cops smashed in the front door and they'd assumed that's who I was. I'd gone along with it thinking that anything Scotty was guilty of would be child's play compared to what they were after me for.

      I'm not sure what the penalty is for assuming someone else's identity, and I hope I never find out. That means keeping clean from now on. Difficult when I still have to prove I'm innocent of the crimes they originally accused me of.

      Until such a time as I can, I don't dare use Ethan Hunter, my birth name.

      Flat on my back on the large bench in the middle of the summerhouse, I stare up at the boards that line the ceiling of the octagonal structure. The peeling aqua paint is probably all that's holding the building together. It's a far cry from how it had looked when I'd used it as a make-out spot when I was a teenager. The same goes for the condition of Eagle's Nest, the main house.

      I'd been sleeping rough when I read that Bella Sanderson, the old girl who owned the place, had died in her sleep. If not for that gust of wind ruffling the newspapers I'd been using to keep warm, I'd never have known.

      It hadn't taken long to see Eagle's was unoccupied with no lights at night, and no other signs of activity. While it would have been a simple matter to let myself in, I'd opted for the safer option of crashing in the summerhouse.

      When a woman turned up a couple of days back and moved in like she owned the place, I knew I'd made the right call.

      With her arrival, I'd thought briefly about moving on. That was before I'd seen that she rarely left the main house. With me tucked away in a far corner of the property, the chances of her accidentally stumbling upon me were slim.

      Add to this, my plan is to be gone early each morning, only returning late at night, and I should be okay. Despite the austere nature of the summerhouse, it's safer than sleeping rough at the park in the middle of town.

      More than once I'd had trouble from kids who got their kicks harassing those supposedly weaker than them. Apart from them, the public wants nothing to do with me, thanks to my filthy clothing.

      Filthy enough that I'd been able to watch my brother and grandfather walking through the park on their way to lunch and they'd not looked at me twice.

      I still can't believe my little brother is a bounty hunter, doubtless, so he can have the privilege of arresting me himself. I'll be damned if that's happening before I've cleared my name.

      My thoughts once again on the woman living in the main house and I indulge in a lazy grin. To call her a 'woman' is a misnomer. She's a goddess that I'm sure would have done it for me, even without the three years' enforced abstinence.

      The other thing I'm sure of is that she's not a local. She looks to be a similar age to me, meaning we'd have been in high school at the same time. There isn't a chance I'd forget those riotous dark curls. Nor would I be likely to forget a body that lush.

      Her curves are the sort that don’t quit. The sort a man can bury himself in, surrendering to their raw sensuality.

      It's a shame I can't have anything to do with her, with this being two-fold.

      First off, I can't risk anyone seeing me other than in disguise. While I might be older and a hell of a lot wiser, I'm still Ethan Hunter, so far as the locals are concerned.

      Second, and more important, is I can't afford to get involved with a woman of her caliber, not now, potentially ever. And anyway, no woman like that would want anything to do with a guy like me. I'm too rough and definitely too ready.

      Hell, I may as well have BAD tattooed across my forehead as a warning to the innocents of this world. It's something my old cellmate would have been more than happy to take care of.

      Mind you, that doofus would have spelled bad D.A.B. While I'd been okay with him inking tribal patterns on my shoulder and arm, that was as far as I'd trust him.

      I shake my head to clear it of my time in prison, instead replacing it with how the woman had looked on clearing the mailbox the day before. It was because I'd checked it earlier that I now know her name.

      "Lindsey Abbott." While her name is unfamiliar, simply whispering it has my mind flooded with images of exactly how hot she'd looked in that flimsy dressing gown. It's also enough to have my cock straining for release, and more.

      It's been too damned long since I was close to a woman. The quality of my erection is testament to this, and I know from experience it won't go away on its own. It's not just my arousal that needs attention. I'm also in desperate need of a bath.

      LINDSEY

      After hitting the save button for the third time in the past half-hour, I sit tall in my expensive ergonomic office chair. I twist first to the right, and then the left, the resultant crackle telling me I've spent far too long hunched over my computer.

      I've never worked this hard on a novel before. However, following the disparaging comments from the critics on my last book, I'm out for redemption. If not for the sales of my "Abysmal piece of writing," being through the roof, I'd have given up on the writing altogether.

      Instead, I've removed myself from society. I'm determined to have those critics eating their words when it comes time to review my next book. For that to happen, my life needs to be free of distractions, making Eagle's Nest perfect.

      I stretch my arms above my head, hoping to unlock further knots, for all the good it does. Much as my head is still in the scene I'm working on, I need to move, to get the blood flowing, and to send any stiffness, packing.

      Despite choosing the turret room at the top of Eagle's Nest as my study, when the words are flowing, the world around me ceases to exist. I've been writing for what must be four or five hours, with no sense of time.

      After spinning my chair to the side, I lurch to my feet, having to steady myself on the side of my desk. Yep, I doubt I've moved an inch since I first sat down at three this morning. What was it about my creativity that it froze during the day, only to come to life in the middle of the night?

      The scene I'd been struggling with just the day before had hit me, fully formed when I should have been sleeping. It had been too good to resist, and so after dragging on leggings and a hoodie, and making a coffee, I'd headed for my study.

      Only once I'm steady on my feet do I wander over to stare out of the windows that encircle the room. Many a realtor will say a room has three-sixty-degree views when they're more like one-eighty-degrees. However, this room truly lives up to the description.

      As tempting as I find the view out to sea, I'd deliberately set my desk up so my back is to the ocean. My ploy hasn't exactly worked, because when the wind whips through those redwoods at the back of town, they're every bit as mesmerizing as the waves.

      My gaze then drops from the horizon, and I see something that has the beauties of nature taking a back seat. "Who on earth are you?"

      With my words quiet and the windows closed, there's no reaction from the man currently luxuriating in my late aunt's outdoor tub. He continues lathering his very naked form, leaving nothing out, and I mean nothing. My mouth suddenly dry, I reach out for my cup of coffee, only to remember I'd finished it earlier.

      A quick check of the clock on my computer and I can see it's just after eight. Could this be the man from the job center? They said they'd send someone over as soon as they found them, but I hadn't expected one this soon. Apparently handymen are few in this backwater.

      However, there's nothing of the handyman about this guy. He's more like the hero in the romantic suspense I'm currently working on.

      And wow, does he fit that tub, or what? This shows me he's tall and broad, with muscles to match. There's also more than a hint of the bad boy about him, thanks to the tattoo that snakes over one shoulder and down his arm. I'm sure if I opened a window I'd be able to smell the pheromones.

      It's as if he's leaped off the pages of one of my novels, rather than simply turned up to cut the grass. And if that is what he's here for, then what on earth is he doing helping himself to the facilities?

      It makes a mockery of the job center telling me they'd background check anyone they sent over. "Why, of all the nerve?"

      I'm flying down the stairs soon after, ready to reprimand him and then send him packing.

      On walking behind the brick wall that protects the bathtub from the prevailing winds, I realize he'd have thought the structure hid him from the main house.

      This also means I've got the element of surprise. The question is, how best to use it?

      It might be because my head is still partly in the story I've been working on, but rather than act like myself, I act like my heroine. This sees me marching around the end of the wall and snatching up the pile of clothes atop the tree stump next to the tub.

      "What on earth do you think you're playing at?"

      As I hug his clothes to my chest, I'm immediately engulfed by the raw, earthy smell of the man. This coupled with his sheer male beauty, and it's a wonder I can breathe at all. If I thought he looked hot from my eyrie, up this close he's blowing my fuses.

      I'm about to drop his clothes back on the tree trunk and retreat when he rears up out of the tub and grabs at them. This has me instinctively gripping them like my life depends on it. It's also what sees us landing in a tangle of limbs in the old tub, with water sloshing everywhere.

      I'm not sure what shocks me the most. That the water is freezing, or that it appears to have done nothing to dampen the erection poking me in the tummy. My eyes flash open and I wish I'd kept them shut when I'm lost in a pair the color of the sea on a cloudy day.

      Only on closer inspection do I see the laughter lurking in their depths.

      "I am so sorry, ma'am. I didn't mean to, um, I'm, ah."

      To a background of the world's most disjointed apology, I desperately try scrambling out of the tub for all the good it does. It also has me putting my hands in places they've no right being, before he grabs me around the waist.

      "Hang on, I've got this." He then twists me around before propelling me up and over the side of the tub like I'm as light as a proverbial feather. While done for efficiency, it also had him putting his hands in places they've no right, but that felt oh so good.

      Once more safely on my feet, there's nothing I can do to stop from looking at his cock, my eyes widening of their own volition.

      He appears bigger than he had earlier. It must be something to do with the refraction of the water. I narrow my gaze. Hmmm, maybe not.

      Only his brief snort of laughter has me aware I'm licking my bottom lip. A peek at his face shows his eyes are sparkling with humor, and something else indefinable.
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      LINDSEY

      Not until he hides his manhood with his sodden clothes does my ability to speak return.

      "You're from the job center. They … they said they'd vet anyone they sent over and yet…" I wave my hand to encompass him, his state of undress and the tub.

      I then have to swallow again.

      His behavior is hardly appropriate when he's here to work.

      What if that's not why he's here?

      This thought alone has me taking a big step back. What if, despite the brutal haircut, he's a homeless person? I take another step back. This has me in amongst the branches of one of the many lemon trees that dot the property, the citrus tang tickling my nose.

      After some initial confusion, he eventually answers. "Sorry about that. Got sweaty on the walk over. Anyway, yeah, I'm here for the, ah, em, job?"

      I'm not so sure of this, with his last sentence being more a question than a statement.

      And all that aside, how on earth is he supposed to work in wet clothes? This has me checking out his chiseled abs. Only another snort of laughter has my gaze returning to his handsome face.

      "That's okay. It's a beautiful day. They'll dry soon enough," he says, as if I've voiced my question aloud. After sucking briefly on his bottom lip, he continues. "What would you like me to do first?"

      Oh my, what if you told him exactly what that was?

      I know I'm blushing, but there isn't a chance I'm putting my hands up to my face. Instead, I center my thoughts, shouting, "The lawns!" at him, before following this up with, "There's a mower in the garage at the front of the property."

      Unable to face his knowing gaze any longer, I get out of there as fast as my jelly legs will allow me. The first thing I'll do once it hits nine, is ring the job center and find out what the story is with this one.

      And what happened to them having trouble filling the post? For someone to arrive the very next day, means they've sent any old person over.

      Well, not just any old person, with the man I'd left in the tub, less handyman and more strip-o-gram.

      I'm running when I hit the steps at the front of the house. I'm also unable to stop myself from locking the door after me. Then I chide myself for my overactive imagination.

      He just wanted to clean up. To make a good impression, for goodness' sake.

      Oh, he did that, alright!

      Only after I've made peace with myself about why he's here, do I look at the polished wooden floor and the puddle forming at my feet. I'm not the only one to get wet this morning. Just thinking about the man whose name I don't even know, and I'm on my way to being wetter still.
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      Despite trying, I don't get hold of the job center, with their answering system sending me to more dead ends than a drive in the country. However, watching the man I now know as Scott Latham, mowing the lawns, my fears subside.

      I briefly step away from the windows, grab a pen and notebook off my desk, and open to a fresh page. There's something so fluid about the way Scott moves that I'd be a fool not to make a note of it.

      If not for this, I wouldn't have seen how particular he was in the simple task of mowing the lawns. Straight lines, slightly overlapped, no blade of grass missed. These are hardly the actions of a vagrant or someone wishing me ill health.

      It's for this reason I make him a mid-morning snack with cheese, crackers, and a cold drink. As tempted as I'd been to join him on the front porch, I'd been too self-conscious. This had been two-fold.

      First, he wouldn't want someone like me hanging around, drooling over him.

      Second, I don't enjoy eating in front of others with them often too quick to judge what, or how much, I consume. Instead, I take my snack back up to the turret room.

      Soon enough, the mower roars to life, reminding me of the notes I'd made earlier about how Scott moves. I've got just the scene to use them in, with me soon immersed in the story.

      Until I hear the unmistakable sound of water running on the second floor. Talk about cheeky. First, he uses the outdoor bath, now he's using the bathroom inside the main house?

      I'd showed him the utilitarian bathroom behind the garage. Why isn't he using that?

      I've come to no conclusions when I encounter water on the second floor landing. A quick look to my right shows no sign of my gorgeous handyman. It does, however, reveal an overflowing basin in the bathroom.

      After paddling through the water in my stocking feet, I remove the plug from the sink. It's only on trying to stop the trickle from the antique faucet that things escalate. Instead of turning, the whole thing comes away in my hand, with water shooting straight out of the exposed pipe and hitting me in the stomach.

      I'm unaware I'm yelling and screaming until Scott turns up next to me, quickly dealing with the issue. He slams a hand over the end of the protruding pipe, wincing.

      "Do you know where the shut-off valve is?"

      Do I? No, I haven't done so much as look for it, never mind know where it is. "No, I'm sorry, I don't."

      He frowns in response. "Well, one thing is for sure, I can't stand here holding this and go look at the same time." He must see something in my expression, because the next thing he does is grab the towel off the rack above the old-fashioned tub. I'm thinking there isn't a chance it will stop the water, but he has another plan. He replaces his hand with the towel and then, taking mine, jams it hard against it.

      "I'll go find the valve and shut it off." He's halfway down the stairs when he yells out, "Hold tight! I'll be as quick as I can."

      He finds it sooner than I've expected, with me no longer required to apply pressure to stop the water spraying all over the bathroom.

      Only then do I have time to take in my current state. What is it about me constantly being wet since this man came into my life?

      SCOTT

      After turning off the water, I sprint across the lawn, through the front door, and back up the stairs. There I'm stopped in my tracks. What is it about this woman being wet whenever I'm around?

      Temptation like this is the last thing I need, with her gloriously disheveled. Were life less complicated, I'd offer to help her out in that department. Thankfully, the perfect distraction arrives soon enough.

      I'm drying my hands on my shirt when she gasps. If not for this, I wouldn't even have realized I'd cut myself on that rusty pipe. With the water still switched off, I don't even have the option of cleaning it up.

      "That looks bad. Let me grab my first aid kit."

      Without waiting for my agreement, she marches out of the bathroom and downstairs. There's no option but to follow, something that's nowhere near as mundane as it sounds. That is one peach of an ass. Round, succulent, juicy.

      On entering the kitchen and finding her rummaging in a large bottom drawer, I have to look away. There's only so much temptation I can take, and this doesn't get any easier when she sets to work on cleaning the jagged cut on the palm of my hand.

      Apart from a couple of disastrous hook-ups after I got out of prison, this is the closest I've been to a woman in years. If not for my out-of-control libido, I could view her actions as maternal.

      And yet being mothered is the last thing on my mind with Lindsey.

      After cleaning the wound with antiseptic, which hurts more than the cut, she applies a dressing. When she's finished, I flex my hand experimentally. "Hey, it's good as new."

      It's certainly good enough for me to fix the broken faucet. This is preferable to her calling in a plumber, because the fewer locals who see me looking like me, the better. "Do you have anything I could use to fix the faucet?"

      She puts her knuckles against her lips as she ponders this. When she remembers, her eyes widen, and she starts across the kitchen. "I saw a box of stuff down in the basement on my walk-through with the lawyer. It mightn't be any good, though. Most of it looked to be as old as the house."

      She opens the door leading to the basement and stands back. "It's in the far corner. You should be able to find it easily enough."

      That she's not leading the way tells me that like a lot of women, she's not a fan of basements. It's that, or she doesn't want to be alone with me down there. I'm hoping it's the former, because the idea of a woman fearing me doesn't sit well.

      While I might have skirted the law as a teenager, I'd never lay a hand on a woman unless she wanted me to. And most of them were as keen on that as I was.

      Despite her directions being vague, I have no trouble finding the box she'd talked of. Even better is that I spot a few plumbing fittings in the mix. And she wasn't kidding about the age of the pieces. Definitely old enough that you could tell people they were vintage if you wanted to get rid of them at a flea market.

      I've got the faucet reconnected in no time. Given the age of the parts I've used, I then show Lindsey how she can turn the water back on, allowing me to stand guard in the bathroom. The last thing she needs is more water on those real wood floors.

      I know the second she turns the water back on. The pipes in the old house make their presence known by banging and shuddering in response to the increased pressure. It gets bad enough that I shrug out of my t-shirt and throw it over the faucet just in case. The towel I'd used earlier is nowhere in sight.

      At least this way, if the faucet explodes again, it'll stop water from spraying everywhere. But miraculously, my repair holds. Who knows if it'll mess with other faucets in the place? I guess time will tell.

      By the time I've checked the house from top to bottom and fixed the third major leak of the day, it's after six. I need to get into town, and soon. Unable to afford top-of-the-line surveillance gear, I'm stuck changing out the batteries on my budget models more often than I'd like.

      There's no way I want to miss out on any of the evidence I need to prove myself innocent of selling Class-A drugs. Failing because of flat batteries would mess with my head and potentially see me back inside for a very long time.

      After returning my borrowed tools and parts to the basement, I catch up with Lindsey in the kitchen. "Hey, you should be all good for now. Nothing else can go wrong. I'll make sure I'm here early in the morning, though."

      I'm ashamed at how easily this lie comes. Of course I'll be there early; I will have spent the night in the summerhouse. A quick glance in Lindsey's direction and there's nothing I can do to stop the errant thought about where I'd rather be spending the night.

      My physical reaction has me shoving my hands in the front pockets of my jeans. With my innocence still on the line, the decent thing to do is hide my interest in the woman standing wide-eyed before me.

      But screw me, it's no easy feat. Not by a long shot.
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      LINDSEY

      He's leaving? Strange that he appears loath to do so. What if another pipe bursts, or there's an electrical fire, or I need him to drill something?

      Like you?

      I can't stop a nervous giggle at this thought and that has him peering at me as if looking for loose screws.

      And maybe I have got a loose screw. There isn't a chance of my attracting a guy this hot.

      We don't match.

      We don't even go together in the traditional sense.

      Heck, we'd end up going viral, mostly because people couldn't believe a girl like me could attract a guy like him. I'd be first in line on that assumption.

      It then takes all my self-control to stifle another nervous giggle. What is it about this man that brings out the bad girl in me? Could it be the bad boy in him?

      I've given up trying to convince myself why I don't want him to leave. The only thing left in the house that needs attention is me. And I know exactly how. My fevered mind has been working overtime on that front.

      "Why don't you stay for dinner? I've got plenty to go around."

      I'm unaware of the ambiguity of my words until he lifts an eyebrow. That he's fighting a smile is obvious. The only thing I'm unsure of is what's amused him. I know I'm curvier than a lot of girls. I always have been.

      However, that's not what I'd meant with my 'plenty to go around' comment. That this might be the cause for his amusement has me stiffening.

      His simple, "I'd love to," should have been enough to put me at my ease.

      Instead, I hold my breath, waiting for the 'but' that is surely coming, and that leads to an awkward silence.

      "I'd better go wash up."

      I'm now so on edge that it's a relief when he disappears off to the half bath at the end of the hallway. This gives me time to splash some water on my face at the kitchen sink.

      After this, I frantically wave my arms and legs around. I hope to disperse the sexual energy that's close to crashing my system. On hearing the creaking of the floorboards in the hall, I stop immediately. I've embarrassed myself enough for one evening.

      While I go about getting something ready for dinner, I'm conscious of him watching my every move. He's sitting at the large kitchen table in what must have been the 1920s equivalent of an island. He's taking his time drinking the beer I'd grabbed out of the fridge.

      "You're welcome to go outside and sit on the porch. It's lovely watching the sun go down."

      "Thanks, I'm good where I am. I've got all the time in the world to watch things go down."

      This casual remark, coupled with the glint in his eye, has me dropping the whisk I'd been holding aloft like a microphone. After this, I come close to burning the gravy while behaving like a fifteen-year-old girl with her first crush.

      Surely I'm imagining it? I must be. Things like this don't happen to me. Even that online tarot card reader said if I wanted to find a man, I'd have to get out of the house more.

      Despite a flurry of internal rebukes, my arousal continues to build. It's been ages since I spent any amount of time this close to a guy, especially one as hot as this.

      Actually, it might be the first time on that front.

      After serving up the meal, much as I want to take my plate of food upstairs, I can't. Instead, we sit across from each other at the table. There's no hiding from him now. No way of pretending to give something an urgent stir, or grabbing something out of the fridge.

      There's nothing separating us but a slab of wood.

      Would you rather the wood was underneath you?

      Or even in you?

      This last thought has me close to needing the Heimlich maneuver. The heat in my cheeks starts out gently, before flaming into something incendiary, as I imagine Scott in the intimate scene I'd been struggling with earlier. While still not right, it's plenty hot in my books.

      Or it could be after a hard edit.

      He's close to finishing his beer and I'm pouring myself a much-needed second glass of wine when I ask him if he'd also like a glass.

      "I'd better not."

      His gaze caresses me; leaving me wondering what would happen if he had that wine.

      I'm doing my best to jam the cork back in the bottle when he swallows the last of his beer in a loud gulp. He stares briefly at his empty bottle before looking at me. "Maybe I will have a wine, after all."

      Such is my haste to get him a glass, that I come close to sending my chair flying when I stand.

      Steady on, girl. He's not going anywhere.

      On reaching up to grab a glass from the overhead cupboard, I'm conscious he's following my every move. It's something that has me holding his glass with both hands for fear it'll slip from my fingers.

      

      Soon enough, the meal is over, with it nowhere as daunting as I thought it would be. Perhaps this is because I've nearly finished my third glass of wine. Across the table, Scott puts his own glass down, carefully. "So, you're a romance author."

      Despite the brevity of his words, I get the distinct impression they're somehow loaded. What the heck is it about people and romance novels? They're difficult to write, and they're what people want, with my sales a testament to this.

      For a second, my mind is full of the nasty things the critics had said about my last book, but I soon quash them. To deflect any potential criticisms he has, I raise my glass in salute. "I am, and proud of it." I follow this up with a steely gaze that says he'd better not question my choice of genre.

      His eyes widen perceptibly in response, and he swallows deeply before speaking. "Hey, there's nothing wrong with romances." He makes sure he's made eye contact before adding, "Love makes the world go around."

      I'm waiting for the BUT, when he adds, "It's just that printout sitting on your desk. It's…"

      By now I'm leaning over the table, my wineglass all but forgotten, ready to defend my words with all my heart. Mesmerized by his hypnotic gaze, it takes a moment to remember which scene it was I'd printed out.

      I slam back into my chair, no longer ready to defend, or even discuss my work. How am I supposed to pull apart a sex scene with a guy like the one opposite? Even thinking about it has me damp. Nope, make that damp-er.

      However, I grit my teeth. I need all the help I can get if I'm to avoid more vicious reviews of the sort my last book got slammed with. I never want to be put through that again, my throat constricting as I think back on how devastated I'd been.

      It's for this reason my "What about it?" comes out squeakier than I'd like.

      SCOTT

      There's no missing when Lindsey realizes which scene I'm talking about. Without that glass of wine on top of the beer, I'd never have had the nerve to bring it up, but it's too late to back down now.

      My cock sure as hell isn't showing any sign of backing down.

      It was while tightening the windows in her study earlier that I'd seen the printout. That she'd been struggling with the scene had been obvious, with the half-dozen pages littered with red notes.

      The last time I saw something like that had been back in high school, any time I actually got around to handing in a paper. I'd even written one using a red pen just to save Miss Morrison, my history teacher, the trouble.

      She'd been annoyed enough that she'd given me a D without bothering to read it.

      Now, while I don't know a lot about history, biology is a whole different story. With that subject, my misspent youth had me putting in the effort I should have made at school. Yep, in practical skills, I was a straight-A-student all the way.

      I know Lindsey's writing is good. I'd read enough romances while inside to know this. Books weren't always easy to come by. You read whatever was at hand; even if this had you stuck with the consequences of an erection with nowhere to go.

      Rather, it was as if the scene she'd written was being viewed from a distance. If I didn't know better, I'd think she feared getting too close to the real action. And yet there's a sensuality to her that tells me this isn't the case.

      No chance of her escaping the notice of any guy who loved losing himself in a real woman's curves.

      The other thing I'd noticed in that printout was that the main character's tattoo bore a marked resemblance to my own. Here, her description exploded off the page. If I didn't know better, I'd think she'd watched when I was mowing the lawns earlier. And damn it if that thought doesn't ramp up my arousal even more.

      As I take in her expression of dread with hints of anticipation, I kick myself for even bringing it up. It's not my responsibility to help with her sex scenes. If the number of books in her study that bear her name is anything to go by, she's plenty successful on her own.

      There's also the minor point of me needing to get into town to change out any batteries that need it. I can't afford to tell her where she's going wrong, or worse, show her.

      Hmmm, maybe not worse, just longer; a lot longer.

      "Nah, it's nothing." After getting carefully to my feet, I'm surprised to find the alcohol has affected me more than I'd realized. Since my release, I've spent all my spare cash on electronics. "I need to get going, but I promise I'll be back early tomorrow." Again, the lie comes more easily than I'm comfortable with.

      What isn't as easy to deal with is Lindsey's obvious disappointment. Is that because she doesn't want me to leave or because I've held back on what was wrong with that scene? I suspect it's the latter, because why would a woman like her be interested in a deadbeat like me?

      In my haste to leave, I'm out on the porch before she's even stood. That she wrings her hands once she's done so, not boding well. Am I about to be sacked from a job I don't even have?

      "I've been thinking … Would it be okay if you stayed here tonight?" Her words tumble over each other, and her color is high. "Only, if anything else goes wrong, and I'm on my own…"

      If I'd thought she was scarlet before, this is nothing compared to the color of her cheeks now. "In … In one of the guest rooms. Not in my…"

      Unable to get the rest of her words out, she instead waves her hands, no doubt in hopes I'll catch on.

      "Hmmm. That might not be a bad idea." As if to confirm this, there comes a banging of pipes from somewhere deep in the house. Both of us hold our breath, waiting for the unmistakable splash of water that usually follows, but none does. "Of course I can. I'll need to head home and grab a few things. I should only be an hour."

      Without waiting to find out if this is acceptable, or whether she's brave enough to give me a key, I get out of there while I can. I can't afford to lose sight of the true reason I'm back in town.

      Distractions like Lindsey Abbott, while mighty appealing, shouldn't be my sole focus.

      The cool night air is welcome, going a long way to clearing the lust from my system. At the bottom of the front steps, I turn to find Lindsey regarding me through the still open door.

      She swallows deeply, before calling out, "I'll leave a key under the mat." She points down, showing which one, although she makes no move to step back and close the door.

      Damn, her watching me like this means I'll have to fake leaving the front way, only to double back when it's safe. There isn't a chance I'm walking into town looking as I do now. Instead, I'll be dragging on the set of filthy clothes stuffed under the floor of the summerhouse.

      Even thinking about putting these on has me fighting the urge to scratch. I'm glad I haven't given into this when at the end of the driveway; I turn to face the house. Damn it, I can see her silhouette at a window on the second floor. I'll have to walk to the end of the lane and wait before I can safely retrace my steps.

      I'll be okay coming home when it's fully dark. Again, I'm assailed by guilt. I've got no right abusing her kindness like this. This isn't her fight; she doesn't deserve me involving her like this, even if this hadn't been my initial plan.

      And yet part of me is very glad I've met her, even if the timing isn't great.

      I'm unable to stop my grin as I shoot down the lane, all the while keeping to the shadows.
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      LINDSEY

      After watching Scott disappear through the narrow gate that leads to the driveway, I get the spare key and place it under the mat.

      There's then nothing I can do to stop myself from racing out into the hallway, flicking on the lights, and flying up the stairs. Who'd have thought a guest room with a view of the lane would come in handy?

      As I watch from the darkened room, my breath quickens. There's something about the way he moves that does it for me. A confident swagger and a heap of sex appeal is a powerful combination.

      Only after he's disappeared around the corner at the end of the lane, do I give thought to fixing up the guest room I've said he can use. There aren't even sheets on the bed, something that will require me looking through a lot of boxes if I'm to find any.

      There's one slight problem. Those boxes are in the basement, a place that unsettles me in the middle of the day, never mind this late. It's a good thing my role as hostess overrides any misgivings I have about going down there.

      Luckily for my nerves, I find a large box marked 'linens' soon enough. The other thing in my favor is that the basement is dry, and it's not long since I packed up in Seattle. A quick sniff says I don't need to wash and dry them before putting them on the bed.

      There's something intimate about making up a bed for a man I'd happily share it with. My hands run over the cool white sheets, smoothing them, stroking them in a poor imitation of my heart's desire.

      The room looking presentable, I head back downstairs to finish tidying up. Doing the dishes takes me no time at all, neither does sweeping the floor. It's only on using the dustpan that I notice the small medallion tucked in amongst the debris I've collected.

      Holding it up to the light, I can see the initials EH on the front, and some Latin inscription on the back. Squint as I might, I can't make the words out, with them too small to read without daylight or a magnifying glass.

      That the piece belongs to Scott is obvious, with me having swept the floor that morning. There are drawbacks to living this close to the beach, with sand finding its way inside the house even when I keep the doors and windows shut.

      On placing the medallion on the table in front of the seat Scott had used earlier, I give thought to whose it is. It has to belong to a girlfriend, surely? This has me rubbing my chest to help my heart process the disappointment.

      Idiot, why are you surprised? Hot AND single?

      Yeah, that's so not happening.

      "What if he's married?" My question rattling around in the kitchen tells me I've asked this aloud. It's a good point, though. What if he is? I close my eyes long enough that I can see him as he'd been eating dinner. Nope, there hadn't been a wedding band or even a strip of faded skin, so I doubt there's a wife on the scene.

      Surely if that was the case when I asked him to stay the night, he'd have said something. And wouldn't the same be true if he had a girlfriend? Maybe that's why he had to go back to his place? So he could check on his little woman and tell her he'd be keeping a spinster company that night.

      It's a sad thought that has me once again realizing how little I know about the man I've invited into my home. Could my intuition about him be wrong? It's never let me down before, but there's always a first time for everything.

      The last thing I do before heading up to my study to work on that scene is to scribble a note on the kitchen calendar. This hangs next to the back door, a leftover from my Aunt Bella, which I've continued using in her memory. Silly, but it's true.

      I should really have persevered with getting hold of the job center today, but with all those leaks and whatnot, it had slipped my mind.

      I won't forget tomorrow.

      SCOTT

      On reaching the end of the lane, I scoot around the corner, blending in with the hedge that fronts the neighboring property. There's no one around that I can see, but I'd be a fool to let my guard down.

      I give it a couple of minutes before I look around the corner and back to the house. The silhouette at the window is no longer there. This tells me I'm okay to retrace my steps, having wasted enough time already.

      After hot-footing it up the lane and then the driveway, I edge around the side of Eagle's Nest, away from the sea. My footfalls as I make my way down to the summerhouse are as quiet as possible. ensuring Lindsey won't hear me.

      Safely hidden by the rickety structure, I crouch down, reach underneath and drag my disguise free. It's even filthier than when I'd stuffed it under there on getting back in the early hours of the morning.

      I don't have a problem with the state of it. The more disreputable I am, the less chance of anyone giving me a second look. If anyone gets too close, all I need to do is put my hand out and mutter something about being hungry. This soon has them on their way.

      After stripping off in the summerhouse, dressing in my rags was every bit as disgusting as I knew it would be. The clothes literally make my skin crawl, even though I know there's nothing to cause this.

      It's while putting my good clothes in my backpack that I remember I won't be sleeping here tonight. I'll be in the guest room of the main house. Guilt, an emotion I've not experienced much over the years, assails me.

      Would Lindsey be as quick to give me a key if she knew I was fresh out of prison while still on the run for another crime? I doubt it.

      My backpack safely tucked under the bench in the summerhouse, I jump over the wall and onto the cliff path that fronts the property. The batteries that are the best I could afford rattle in my pockets.

      After jamming my cap down on my head, I turn toward town, my mind already on my destination. As I settle into a slow trot, my thoughts stray to other places, lots of them, with all of them to be found on Lindsey's delectable body.

      I should never have given into my desire and talked about that damned sex scene. I should have shut up, taken advantage of her hospitality, and then got the hell out of there. That's what the old Ethan would have done.

      This new Ethan is a revelation. Could it be my time inside has helped my conscience? Or is that all down to the woman waiting for me back at Eagle's Nest?

      I guess you'll find out when you go home later, won't you?

      Home?

      Despite my promise to concentrate on the task at hand, my mind has other ideas. How would life be if I truly was going home later tonight? Back to Lindsey, back to her bed. There's no forgetting how good she'd felt all over me in the tub this morning.

      Imagine if she'd been as naked as I was, the water hot, and her as willing as my cock? Such are my fevered imaginings that when I skulk across a patch of open ground on the edge of town, I'm packing wood.

      My destination in sight, I put a lid on my erotic musings. I've got work to do, and unless I want to get caught while I'm about it, I'd best concentrate. Get in, change the batteries and the memory cards, and leave without being caught.

      Yeah, a piece of cake, with the place crawling with the very people I'm trying to get the evidence on. That some of them are on the police force is the biggest challenge of all.

      It had been a surprise, and yet it hadn't, to learn on my return to Coogan's Break that Roger Sutton was still the local Chief of Police. Being as the guy was a combination of inept and corrupt, the local criminals made sure of his re-election.

      It was also the reason I'd taken the blame all those years ago.

      I hadn't been alone the night the cops caught up with me. Craig Sutton, the chief's son, had been with me. Strange that he never made it to the holding cell alongside me. There wasn't a chance the chief would stand by while his son got locked up.

      It had been far easier to pin the crimes on the local delinquent—yours truly.

      It was time for payback. But, and it was a big but, I wanted a life after that took place.

      Even a life with someone like Lindsey?

      Yeah, why not?

      It doesn't matter that I've known her next to no time. When I'm with her, I feel worthy. I want to look after her, and I want to be part of something bigger than myself. Nuts, but I already feel closer to her than I ever did to my family.

      Apart from my deadbeat parents, I love my family. But will my brother and grandfather complete me in the same way Lindsey does? No, they won't. The only thing I'm unsure of is whether she feels the same way about me.

      Now that'd be a rare thing, but a man can hope, can't he?
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      LINDSEY

      Despite putting a key under the mat, as I told Scott I would, I can't settle. Knowing he'll be spending the night has me on edge. I doubt sleep would be possible even if I went to bed.

      This sees me curled up on the squishy couch in the living room, the printout of that blasted scene lying crumpled in my lap. I don't know what he thought was wrong with it. Nor do I understand how a handyman can pass judgment on a romance, even if it is romantic suspense.

      I've come to no conclusions when I hear movement outside. I've even given into some 'What if it's not him' panic, when Scott calls out, "It's only me," before turning the key in the lock. Now I don't know whether to be relieved or nervous.

      While I'm relieved it's him, I'm nervous that his criticism of my work still clouds the air. I know I won't be able to stop myself from asking about it. And who knows what can of worms that will open?

      Do I really want to hear his criticisms about why my sex scene doesn't work? Undecided and unable to remain sitting, I shove the printout down the side of the couch, jump up, and scoot through to the kitchen.

      "I'm making a hot chocolate if you want one?" Then I beat myself up for offering one of the sexiest men I've ever met, a toddler's bedtime drink.

      His backpack dropped just inside the door, he shrugs out of a jacket he wasn't wearing when he left, and sits at the kitchen table. "Actually, that'd be nice. My Grammy used to make those for me when I was little."

      Then, as if sensing he's already said too much, he swallows any further comment. His shuttered expression says there's no point asking him to expand. And I don't know him well enough to push for more information.

      The same goes when his hand slides out and covers the small medallion. However, when he takes his hand away, the medallion is no longer there, palmed as expertly as any playing card in Vegas.

      While I can't question him on this, I can say something, so he at least knows I know he's in a relationship. "I dare say your girlfriend will be pleased to have that back."

      His head snaps up, revealing eyes that are stormier than ever. And then, just as with a summer storm, his expression lightens. "I don't have a girlfriend." He falls silent for a second, before adding, "Or a wife."

      His tightly fisted hand back on the table, he turns it over and then unfurls his fingers to reveal the monogrammed piece. He then examines it as if for the first time.

      "It belonged to someone I knew a long time ago." And then, as if expecting what I'm about to ask, he adds a bald, "He's dead."

      Even with the mystery surrounding Scott’s background, I trust him implicitly. If not, I wouldn't have given him a key. Heck, I wouldn't even have allowed him inside the house. To help calm my thoughts, I get on with preparing our hot chocolates the old-fashioned way, from scratch.

      As when I'd been getting dinner ready, he watches my every move.

      I wonder what he'll make of the level of ceremony I attach to preparing the hot drink. There's no instant powder for me; it's Belgian chocolate, cream, and a pinch of chili all the way. When he doesn't comment, I wonder if this is how his grandmother used to make it.

      After sliding his hot chocolate across the kitchen table, I dither about joining him or saying goodnight, and heading upstairs for bed. I've not decided when he says, "Hey, it's been a long day. Is it okay if we sit in the living room? My body's screaming out for a soft spot."

      I freeze as I analyze his words. His first sentence had been straightforward enough. However, there's an ambiguity to his second that, taking in the glint in his eyes, I'm sure is on purpose.

      "Of course, of course we can."

      I then point with my mug to the double pocket-doors in an invitation of sorts. He wastes no time getting to his feet, picking up his hot chocolate and walking into the living room, leaving me to trail behind.

      After some hesitation, he walks straight over to the couch. He then places his drink on the coffee table before sitting in the seat I'd just vacated. There's no missing the resultant crinkle of paper, with him immediately rocking to the side to check what he's sat on.

      I'm still standing just inside the doors, unsure which seat to take, when he retrieves the printout. After smoothing it out on his lap, he none-too-subtly looks at the couch next to him.

      Dare I sit beside him when he's effectively holding a guide to seduction that's specific to my desires?

      Hey, missy, you wanted to know what was wrong with it. Now's your chance.

      Despite having decided I'll join him, my movements are slow, something that appears to amuse him.

      "Come on, it'll be my way of saying thank you for that wonderful dinner."

      Sitting next to him, I feel awkward, unsure of myself, and so very nervous. It's one thing to work on sex scenes in the privacy of my head, or my study. It's quite another to sit and discuss them with the sort of man I envisage playing the male lead.

      After a couple of fortifying sips of hot chocolate, I put my mug down on the coffee table. The suspense of waiting for his feedback is hideous, something that has my tone less than conciliatory when I ask, "Okay, what's wrong with it?"

      He doesn't answer immediately; too busy taking a sip of his own hot chocolate. His sigh after he swallows is one of raw pleasure, my body reacting as if he was licking me, and not the rim of his mug.

      On him turning to face me, it's obvious he knows exactly what I'm thinking. As caught up as I am in the moment, I don't have time to hide it from him. Heck, I haven't even had time to hide it from myself.

      "That! That right there is what's missing from your scene." He reaches out and runs his knuckles gently down the side of my face. "You get that on the page, and you'll have it made."

      "I can't put that on the page." My voice drops to a whisper before I add, "What if people think it's … What if they think it's about me?"

      His nonchalant shrug as he puts his mug back down is no help at all.

      "Hey, it's okay for you to shrug like it's no big deal. It wouldn't be your name on the cover. It wouldn't be you having to answer embarrassing questions at launch events."

      Rather than sympathize, he bursts out laughing. "What? Questions like, do you like it when a guy has his cock buried so deep inside you he gifts you his soul?" His storm gray eyes capture mine before he continues.

      "Or do you love it when a guy's mouth closes over your bud and he draws a climax out of you by using his tongue?" He briefly lifts an eyebrow, before innocently adding, "Those sorts of questions?"

      When he follows this up by slowly licking his lips, I can't move. I'm frozen, although I'm not cold. Nor is my lack of motion all down to embarrassment. Oh no, it's down to being so turned on that if I move, I'll have a spontaneous orgasm.

      I'm damp and on the edge, and his smile says he knows it.

      SCOTT

      Lindsey's arousal is coming off her in waves, engulfing me, leaving me harder than ever. Unless I do something about it, and soon.

      What was it my grandfather used to say during those horrendously awkward talks of his about the birds and the bees? That's right; don't look for consent, check to see if she's eager.

      "Unless she's eager, you back away. You have no clue what sort of upbringing she's had. She could be too scared to say no."

      Then he'd hit me with that thousand-yard stare of his to make sure I was 'listening with both ears'. "A lack of no doesn't make it a yes."

      His words rang true, and I've stuck with them ever since. Unless a woman is begging for it, I keep my cock in my pants.

      Just as well, I've learned a lot about what makes women eager when on my way to becoming a man. Exhibit A is Lindsey, looking at me as though she could eat me. And trust me, I wouldn't turn her down.

      And yet, I can't go there. It wouldn't be fair. Also not fair is her moving closer under the guise of making herself more comfortable.

      When she nibbles on her bottom lip, I have to think back to my time in prison to stop myself from giving into temptation. I'm not sure I can hold out much longer.

      I need to get upstairs and away from her. Even if mankind marks me as being sub-human, it's not true. "Ah yeah, I really should call it a night. There are a lot more repairs to attend to in the morning." I then marvel at my stupidity when I add an asinine, "Gotta get my beauty sleep."

      Who the hell are you, and what have you done with Ethan Hunter?

      Oh, that's right; you killed him off when you became Scott Latham.

      When I shake my head at my having said such a lame thing, Lindsey stills. It's as if I've just chucked a bucket of cold water over her. As tempting as it is to make use of this cooling of her ardor, I'm wracked with guilt at her, thinking I mean something I don't.

      I open my mouth to offer assurances, but the words stick in my throat. Meanwhile, the distress on her face continues to build. This has me sliding across the couch and dragging her into my arms. After a second's hesitation, she melts against my side, fitting me as well as my skin.

      If not for us both turning toward each other at exactly the same time, I doubt I'd have kissed her. And yet, I'm so very glad I did. If I'd thought she felt right tucked up against my side, my lips moving across hers have us closer than ever.

      I could lose myself in this woman. Forget who I was, and what I needed to do. With her, time ceases to exist; my slate wiped clean. I'm back to being an eighteen-year-old before my life started its downward spiral.

      If only life was this easy, this pleasurable, this hot.

      And just like that, I forget about analyzing what a mess I've made of my life, and instead concentrate on the woman I'm doing my best to devour.

      Soon even this isn't enough. My hands roaming over her curves, I make a list of places I want to explore later with tongue, teeth, and cock. I want to bury myself in her, exactly like I'd said when I was coming up with all those pretend questions.

      She hadn't been the only one affected by me voicing my desires. Funny, but I'd usually be circumspect about laying myself open like that. I'm still thinking about this when I undo the last button on Lindsey's blouse. I slowly spread it to the sides in imitation of what I'll do later when I expose her very core.

      The blouse soon lies over the back of the couch, my sole focus now on a pair of stunning lace-covered breasts. What is it about creamy flesh being viewed through a veil of black lace that has them all the more enticing for the concealment?

      They're not concealed for long as I slide first one strap, and then the other, over her shoulders and down her arms. I dip my head to lick her nipples, blowing on them and watching them pucker in response. Her guttural moan heads straight for my cock, with no deviations on the way.

      If the rest of her body is as responsive, we're in for one hell of a night.
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      LINDSEY

      Scott takes his mouth away from my breasts and I'm immediately bereft, although not for long. His callused fingers roll my nipples, with the shooting sensations rushing down my body and between my legs.

      After a brief kiss to the end of my nose, his lips once again close over mine, his tongue poking at the seam, asking for permission to enter. My lips part on a sigh and his tongue fills my mouth in a poor imitation of coitus.

      A poor imitation it might be, but it overloads my senses all the same. He's still not as close as I'd like him to be. Lost as I am in the haze, I take a second to understand his hands are no longer on my breasts.

      Instead, one hand rests on the top of my thigh, while he runs the other up and down the front of my jeans. His nails rake the zipper in a way that has vibrations hitting me in all the good bits.

      When he makes no move to undo the zipper, I take matters into my own hands. I don't want him holding back because he thinks I'm not into this. I am. I've never wanted something—no, make that someone—as much as I want this man right now.

      Slapping his hand out of the way, I'm rewarded by him straightening. However, the moment I undo the button, and then the zip of my jeans, his attitude changes completely.

      Damn it, if he doesn't have the sexiest smile I've ever seen. His lips curl up, his eyes twinkle, and his laughter lines are more pronounced than ever. And it melts me every bit as much as his lips on my nipples had earlier.

      Then I come to my senses. We can't make love here. It'd be a disaster.

      While the vintage couch might have been up to my late aunt entertaining the local ladies, it's not up to what I've got in mind. If Scott's smile is any indicator, we'll break it.

      This has me pulling up the zipper on my jeans, although I don't bother with the button. Only on my third try do I get the words out, time in which the intensity of Scott's gaze has me fizzing with want. "Shall … shall we go upstairs?"

      His smile turns into a broad grin. "I thought you'd never ask." He gets to his feet before turning to help me stand. "Your room or mine?"

      This gives me pause. While the bed in his room has clean sheets, for me, it would be like hooking up with a guy in a hotel room. I want this man in my life, and that means my bedroom, not the guest room I'd prepared for him.

      "My room might be better, the bed is ah…" How am I supposed to explain that the vintage bed in that guest room is about as substantial as the couch? However, the bed in my room is up to the challenge.

      Rather than waltz through the house half-naked, I drag my blouse back on. I'm simply not that comfortable in my skin. When we stagger into my bedroom, thanks to us not wanting to let go of each other, this is the least of my worries.

      When I'd said we should make use of my room, I'd forgotten about my dog-eared copy of Fanny Hill on the bedside table. I'd been re-reading it, purely for reference.

      There's no missing his spotting it, nor the dirty grin that says he's familiar with the title.

      I'm still absorbed in how that could be, when he starts a strip-tease that has me wondering if he's done so professionally.

      His movements are slow, sensual and designed to have my arousal at a fever pitch. Even if this isn't his goal, that's what's happening. I'm so engrossed in his performance that it's not until I spot the gleam in his eye that I realize I've been unconsciously aping his every move.

      I've never stood naked in front of a guy like this, always preferring to strip in the dark and get myself under the covers as soon as humanly possible. One look at Scott's face, and I know I don't need to hide from him, ever. Liberating doesn't come close to explaining the sensation when I slowly turn, allowing him to see me from all angles.

      On turning back to the front, he's closer than he had been. Another step and our bodies slam together as neatly as two halves of any whole. His lips claim mine and we fall back onto the bed. I'm unable to squelch my laughter at wondering what would have happened if we'd tried this in his room.

      We'd be back downstairs in the living room in a pile of plaster by now. When I tell him this, his burst of laughter has me giggling, although not for long. Keeping eye contact, he slowly licks his thumb before running it through my cleft. It's something that has me arching my hips to increase the pressure.

      I've yielded to Scott's devotions when I hear something buzzing. It must be my phone. I roll my head languidly to the side, my anticipation of what's about to happen close to overwhelming me.

      However, my phone isn't on the bedside table, it's upstairs on the charger in my study. Rather, the buzzing I can hear is coming from the floor next to the bed.

      I know to the second when Scott hears it, his thumb stopping its lazy back and forth over my clit. "Sorry, babe, I need to check that."

      "Now?!" There's nothing I can do about the element of whine in my question. I'd been so close.

      He nods briefly, while reaching down beside the bed. "I only get alerts when it's urgent." His expression, when he checks his phone, says the news isn't good. "Sorry, babe, I have to sort this out."

      To add weight to his apology, he rasps his tongue slowly across one of my nipples before drawing it into his mouth. He then sucks on it to the point of pain, such delicious pain.

      The look on his face when he finally lifts his head says he's as frustrated as I am that he has to leave. When he's once again dressed, he gives brief attention to my other nipple, as if this will somehow help.

      All it does is leave me hornier than ever.

      SCOTT

      Sheesh, my erection makes walking down stairs a challenge. That sensor had to be triggered right then? It would have been so easy to dismiss it, to lose myself in Lindsey. But, if I was ever to have a future, then I had to sort this out.

      I'm letting myself out the French doors onto the porch when I hear the unmistakable sound of running water. I doubt very much it's Lindsey. This has me racing part way up the stairs, and yelling, "I'll turn the water off and fix it in the morning."

      As much as Lindsey speaks fondly of her late aunt, the old lady really should have kept up the maintenance of the house. I can't complain, though. The decrepit state of the place is what's given me a roof over my head and something to fill my days.

      And someone to fill your nights?

      As I cut through the trees to the summerhouse, I can't help but grin as memories of Lindsey laid out on her bed come back to me.

      As bad as the timing had been for that alarm to be tripped, I'm also relieved. The grainy image via the app on my phone shows Craig is at the warehouse. It's seeing who's standing next to him that gives me pause.

      It would certainly explain how easily I broke out of the local jail. The only way it could have been any easier would have been if Chief Sutton escorted me out personally.

      He knew I'd run when things got hot. And like the idiot I was, I'd taken off without a backward glance. So much easier for his son to avoid notice if the cops were busy chasing me down.

      As I once again don my disguise, I run through other inconsistencies around my original arrest and events in the days that followed. Looking back on it, I can see Chief Sutton's anger wasn't being fired in my direction. It was being directed at the cop who'd been stupid enough to arrest his son along with me.
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        * * *

      

      I'm skulking across the open wasteland toward the warehouse when I catch movement at the back of the enormous building. Dammit, what's he doing here? The last thing I need is my younger brother potentially finding some of my surveillance equipment.

      Even worse would be him finding me. While the police chief might have been able to organize my escape the first time around, I doubt it would be as easy a second.

      Exactly how close to the action do I want to get?

      On the one hand, I need to confirm that the guy who was with Craig Sutton is who I think it is. On the other, I don't want to risk my stupid, do-good brother getting close enough to slap cuffs on me.

      As tempting as it is to involve him when the time comes to bring the true criminals to justice, it's not a risk I'm prepared to take. It's bad enough the Suttons have ruined my life. I don't want them doing the same to my annoying brother.

      The only unknown in my carefully thought-out plan is how I'll spring the trap without showing my involvement. If there's even a hint I'm behind it, my life won't be worth living.

      Not here, not anywhere.

      Despite having known Lindsey for the blink of an eye, I want to stick around to see where things go. It's a thought that warms me as I lie there watching Chase scoping out the building.

      He's bulked up since I fled town, something I'd noticed when I saw him cutting through the park with Gramps. Despite this, his movements are confident and sparse, as though to conserve energy. Even when I hold my breath, I'm unable to hear him.

      What the hell are you up to, brother?

      I've come to no conclusions when the side door of the warehouse opens and light spills across the wasteland. It's only brief, with the guy who's leaving immediately killing the lights.

      He's not as quick to lock the door, with my brother jumping him before he's had a chance. Other than a brief shout, all is silent.

      It's only broken when Chase hefts the now unconscious guy up off the ground with a grunt and tosses him over one shoulder. He then straightens and walks nonchalantly away. On reaching a beat up truck parked at the end of the alley, he stuffs the guy in the back. He then roars off into the night without a clue how much he's just helped me out.

      As annoying as the delay has been, at least now I know there's no one inside, and that the warehouse is unlocked. Add in that there had been no telltale wail of the alarm being set, and I know the idiot Chase just arrested didn't get around to arming it.

      After getting to my feet, I start across the open area, all the while fighting the desire to whistle. The one thing I don't fight is my smile as I think back on how I'd left Lindsey. I hope she's having more fun than I am.
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      LINDSEY

      This morning my fingers fly over the keys, struggling to move as fast as the words are coming. As I commit my memories of last night to paper—make that screen—I'm hit with a yet another ping of arousal.

      Despite his assurances that he'd be back, I'd woken alone. That had been at three am thanks to my mind running the scene we'd been discussing before things got hot and heavy.

      Scott had been right that it lacked something, even if he hadn't been able to articulate what that was. Might the scene be distant because that's how it's always been between me and any guy I've dated?

      Maybe that's the reason I've never gotten close to a guy, other than in a purely physical sense? Too busy trying to protect myself from being hurt.

      My head down, I work away on the scene, borrowing heavily from the foreplay action with Scott last night. The eroticism of the scene is enough to have me fanning my face, with my arousal getting away on me.

      Where the heck is he when I really need him? I can't even have a cold shower with the water still not back on.

      A quick look at the bottom of my screen and I'm surprised to see it's already after eight. If he doesn't show up soon, I might have to head into town and actually pay to go to a gym for a shower. Not my usual habitat, but needs must.

      After standing, I wander over to the top of the stairs and listen. Other than the general creaking of the old house, there's no movement downstairs. If he was back, he would have let me know. I'd even checked the guest room when I'd first got up, but the bed remained as tidy as when I'd made it the day before.

      Nope, I'm alone. Conscious of how stiff I am, I arch my back and am rewarded with more clicks than is healthy for someone my age. However, the relief is instant, reminding me yet again that I really do need to remember to sit up straight.

      I'm getting rid of yet more kinks when I look out of the window and am surprised to see Scott lying in the outdoor bath. His head hangs over the edge of the tub, and he looks to be asleep.

      That's weird; surely if he'd turned the water back on, then that leak from last night would have started up again. It's then I remember the old tub gets filled courtesy of a rainwater tank.

      I grab the binoculars I'd finally found yesterday, but then have trouble getting them to focus. What I'm checking out now differs from trying to spot the whales that often play offshore.

      "If I said you had a gorgeous body, would you hold it against me?" I then have a giggle at this oldie but goodie. "Is that steam?"

      It is steam! Now that I think about it, I vaguely remember him saying something about an on-demand water heater in the basement. I guess he must have gotten it working.

      I continue scanning his body at my leisure, only moving onto his face once I've had my fill.

      This reveals he's not asleep anymore, his dirty grin letting me know I've been busted.

      I come close to dropping the binoculars in my haste to get them away from my eyes and me away from the window.

      Despite that, there's no hiding what I was up to, demonstrating my level of desire has me feeling vulnerable. What if he somehow takes advantage of this?

      This, more than anything, has me reassessing my attraction to Scott. I need to play it cool and hide some of this, if I'm to avoid scaring him off. The last thing I want is to come across as needy and pathetic.

      SCOTT

      It's a flash of light against my eyelids that has me looking up at the turret window. I'm unable to stop my broad grin when I catch Lindsey checking me out through binoculars.

      Sure, I could cover my cock with the washcloth I'd picked up at the charity shop, but let her have her fill. At least in that department, I've got nothing to be ashamed of.

      I'm tired after running around half the night; with me not home very long. Home? It has a nice ring to it, but I've got no right to call it that.

      I really shouldn't be staying here. The less Lindsey has to do with me, the safer she'll be. I'd never forgive myself if she got hurt because of my digging up the evidence required to convict the true criminals.

      After I'd snuck inside the warehouse, I made quick work of swapping out the memory cards and batteries on my equipment. From there I'd moved onto a couple more locations, relieved to have done so without being caught.

      A quick check of the footage on my return to the summerhouse had me pleased with my progress. I'd then uploaded everything to a drop box while I ditched my disguise.
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