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Chapter One
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Gina Elliot purred in contentment from her lofty perch on a rocky ridge six thousand feet above sea level in Johannesburg. It was great to be back home after an exhausting but satisfying overseas assignment. She looked forward to putting up her feet and resting for at least a week. Her tired eyes feasted on the view. A road snaked through the leafy suburb, obscured here and there by the purple splashes of colour from the Jacaranda trees, before it merged with the main road that led to the highway. In the distance, the sun cast a golden glow behind clouds pregnant with raindrops.

A light breeze blew an errant strand of long curly hair across her face, and she tucked it behind her ear in a quick movement. The rain nudged closer. A flash of lightning pierced through the mushrooming clouds and warned she needed to leave her haven. But not yet.

The pocket of her loose-fitting trousers vibrated, and she pulled out her mobile phone. As she accepted the familiar video call request, the face of her editor appeared on the screen. She groaned. A call from him spelled trouble.

“Gee-ee-na.” Whenever her editor drew out her name like that, her back twitched as if ants were crawling along her spine. That tone usually preceded something she didn’t like. It was no different this time. “You need to get to India a.s.a.p.”

She almost dropped her phone and wondered if he had lost his mind. “Er, John. I just got back from there, remember? The women’s World Championship ...”

He interrupted. “I know. Listen. Buster has suffered a heart attack.”

Gina gasped and clutched the front of her shirt as she closed her eyes for a moment. She reopened them and asked, “Is he okay?”

John Sullivan dragged a hand through his mop of curly salt and pepper hair. “Yes. Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. He’s okay, but he’ll be coming home for further tests. That’s the end of his World Championship coverage. His doctor ordered him to rest.”

Buster Hamilton, the News on Sunday’s chief sports writer, had left for the Indian capital a few days ago to cover the men’s T-20 World Championship. Gina knew he was a seasoned newshound who still relished reporting on the bi-annual showpiece on the international cricket calendar. The event featured the top franchises from the twelve member countries and has eclipsed the 50-over event in terms of stature.

The wind whipped her hair around her face, and an earthy smell tickled her nostrils. A raindrop slid down the small screen of her phone. She wiped it away with her sleeve.

He continued. “So, you’re ‘it’. Ready for the big-time? Do well, and Buster’s job is yours.”

Her heartbeat quickened, and she paused. She worked as a business journalist in her publication’s London bureau for years until the office closed six months ago. John helped her to get a foot in the door as a sports reporter when she arrived home. Tough economic times dictated she had to take what she could get. It wasn’t a hard choice, as she loved sports, and cricket in particular. So far, her sports coverage was limited to provincial cricket and minor international events. Despite her experience as a journalist, she was second in the pecking order, behind Buster.

The men’s T-20, or limited overs World Championship, was a major step-up. With it came special challenges, and one in particular that she shied away from. Covering provincial rather than national cricket had kept away from bumping into one particular star player. Thrust into the action at the prestigious event meant her luck has run out.

“Thanks for the vote of confidence.” She stalled and chose her words with care. “But won’t that cause problems, seeing that I’ve just returned from there?”

“Listen, Gina. With all the drama in the cricket world at this time, I’d rather have you there than Steven.” Twenty-two-year-old Steven Walsh was an ambitious sports reporter. Some called him pushy. He was also the managing editor’s nephew who’s had a meteoric rise through the sports department. 

John continued. “Your transition from business writing to cricket was seamless. You’ve dug up stories like a beagle, as I knew you would. You have Buster’s vote of confidence.” Her editor’s voice was firm, brooking no argument.

She did not have time to enjoy the rare and unexpected praise. Another bolt of lightning flashed across the sky. A sense of urgency to escape the approaching storm coursed through her body. She stood up.

John’s eyes narrowed. “I’ve stuck my neck out for you on this one,” he continued. Just like he did eight years ago when a desperate Gina first applied for a job at News on Sunday. Her persistence convinced John to give her a chance in the sports department despite the paper’s subtle discrimination against women. She owed him. It also gave her the chance to stake her claim as chief writer. Finally. Her pulse sped up at the prospect.

John paused dramatically, like a funeral director. 

She sighed. Here it comes.

“Here’s the thing, though. All the editors met with the company’s top brass yesterday. They’re talking about restructuring, raising circulation, and getting back the advertisers who defected to TV.”

Her boss hated management meetings. She grinned, and nearly missed his next line.

“We need to use all forms of social media, even... what’s that app where the stuff you post disappears?”

Gina suppressed a smile. Her boss dismissed the use of technology he considered a waste of his time. “Snapchat, ‘Grandpa.’”

He frowned. “Laugh all you want. Soon, the new technology will put you out of a job. Muck it up and they’ll promote Walsh. He’ll cost the company less than you.”

She pushed away a lock of hair from her face. “I’m only thirty.”

“In restructuring terms, that’s practically a pensioner.”

Gina realised that for a man of only a few words, this was a huge speech. John’s bushy eyebrows furrowed, and she held her breath as his voice trailed off. 

As thunder rumbled in the distance, she reminded her editor, “John, I’ve got to go.”

His voice accelerated. “Yes. Get off the hill. Remember, we’ll use match reports from the news agencies. You go after bigger fish.”

Gina’s mind raced as she thought of the challenge that lay ahead and possible angles.

She said, “It’s a pity the wives and girlfriends—or WAGS as they are called in short—are banned from this World Championship. It would’ve made for great copy.”

John’s lips twitched. “You mean, pictures of the WAGs in itsy-bitsy outfits, slugging beers and each other in bars like at the last event? Page three pinups on the sports pages? Hmm! I don’t know how you’d be able to swing that ...”

“You know that’s not what I meant,” she chuckled. “Although a repeat performance would sell lots of papers. Easy, peasy.”

Her boss turned serious once more. “You’re lucky the Indian Cricket Council’s P.R. machine is in overdrive. Accessing the players will be easy. Get colour features with the top guys—the Aussie Heathcliff Johnson, and our own Storm Jones. Hunks who speak off the cuff and who can play a bit.”

He paused. “What’s the matter?”

She cursed the modern technology that made you star in your own video call.

“Nothing. Carry on. I’m just getting twitchy.” Storm. Her stomach clenched at hearing the name of a man she had banished from her thoughts for eight years. 

The sharp gaze of her boss narrowed, but then he relented. “Right. Get off that hill. Now! Remember, though, exclusives are the name of the game.”

Gina got it in one. John did not have to spell it out. Get the juicy stories first—pressured from the top.

She scrambled down from her favourite ledge. All the pleasure she enjoyed evaporated as raindrops raced her down the stairs below the water tower all the way to her car.

Fifteen minutes later, the rain still pelted the ridge, but she was at home. A kettle whistled away in the cosy kitchen, of which she saw little because of all her travels.

She inhaled the fragrance of the coffee that brewed. Her thoughts drifted to the task ahead. She was about to spend the next month in the company of men. A lot of men, any warm-blooded girl’s dream. Then why did she feel that her passage back to India just became a passage to hell? 

Gina shuffled over to the bay window and gazed through the shroud of rain. She sunk into the comforting folds of the couch in front of the window and took a fortifying sip of coffee.

Okay. She had to do this. Her career depended on it.

You can do it. Get back to India. Attend the welcome banquet before the opening ceremony. Mingle. Be nice. Talk to people. Chase some leads. How hard could it be?

##
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GINA SHRUGGED OFF THE discomfort of her high-heeled shoes as she stepped out of the lift. The top floor of the luxury Grande Hotel overlooked Mumbai’s Juhu Beach and served as the venue for the welcome banquet.

She took a deep breath and smiled at some guests. The who’s who of the world’s cricket fraternity were in attendance. They all waited their turn to enter the room laden with testosterone and mixed with the heady perfume of the female guests.

Her neck craned as she contemplated who to approach for leads. She was at the banquet for work.

She murmured a word of thanks to the man who held open the heavy door. The green silk of her dress swayed around Gina’s petite frame as she entered the opulent room. An attendant dressed in a bright sari approached her. The woman’s long red nail scrolled down the list of names on her clipboard. Then she asked, “Do you have a business card, ma’am?”

Gina pulled a card from her small clutch bag. She handed it over to the woman, who dropped it into one of the cricket helmets held out by her male companion.

The attendant sized Gina up and asked, “Do you play golf?”

She shook her head, and the woman transferred her card to another helmet.

The guests pressed forward and left her no time for questions. She arrived at her table in tandem with the only other female occupant, Sharda Govender, a raven-haired woman with an understated beauty.

Gina embraced the chief cricket writer for the India Today publication and TV network. The two met on Gina’s previous visit six weeks ago to cover the women’s World Championship. They hit it off from the start. By the end of the tournament, they had become firm friends.

“Gina! Long time, no see.” Sharda chuckled and showed off her dimples, but then her dark eyes turned sombre. “Sorry to hear about Buster. Will he be okay? This is a deserved step-up for you. And you look lovely, by the way.”

When Sharda paused for breath, Gina updated her on Buster’s plan for recovery. Then she sat back and relaxed in her seat, happy to have someone familiar and very experienced for company over the next month.

After quick introductions around the table, she turned back to Sharda. “Wow! What a glittering event. I’ve never seen so much expensive-looking jewellery at one function.” Gina jiggled the heart-shaped charm on her bracelet. “I feel underdressed.”

Her friend chuckled, but before she could answer, the emcee—a serious man with designer glasses—stepped up to the podium.

Gina tilted her head to one side and listened as he ploughed through a list of welcomes and the order of the evening’s events. She clapped politely, but wished he would finish.

The woman at the next table wore a dazzling necklace around her neck. Bored, Gina tried to guess how many jewels it contained.

The MC’s voice called her back to the proceedings. “We remind the members of the press and sponsors that the match-up for tomorrow’s events will take place during dessert.”

Gina turned a puzzled look at Sharda, who mouthed “P.R.” to her. This was a detail her editor omitted from his briefing. A series of excited female whistles followed his announcement and a broad smile lit up the MC’s face.

He continued. “I’m sorry, but this is limited to a few lucky journalists and sponsors. They score time with some of the world’s top players. Some will play a round of golf while others visit the local orphanage. They’ll end it off with dinner afterwards.”

The boos put him off his stride for a second. “Yes, yes, I know some female guests in the room are disappointed. But we have to publicise this magnificent event.”

The MC made a few more announcements before leaving the stage.

“I loved how he says, ‘yes’ while he’s shaking his head from side to side.” Gina smiled. She still battled to understand this quirky habit of the local inhabitants, her friend included.

Sharda touched her arm. “Did you hand over your business card at the door?”

“Yes. What’s that all about?”

“Wooing the press after last year’s doping and other scandals in the sport, I guess. They should know that putting journalists near cricketers is asking for trouble. But we girls won’t complain too much.” Sharda’s voice trailed off.

At Gina’s raised eyebrow, her friend’s face creased into a wicked grin. “Which player would you like to hang out with? I’d like to get the dishy Storm Jones from your country’s Falcons team.”

I would not, Gina thought. Her heart thudded in her chest as memories flooded her head. She paused before answering.

Eight years ago, she briefly dated Storm while they were at the same university. It took a long time to recover from the abrupt severance of their relationship, even though she instigated it.

She knew a confrontation with Storm was inevitable at the tournament. Her stomach churned; it prompted her hand to latch onto her bracelet and she spun it around her arm.

Could time have tempered the anger he harboured against her? No. He’d live up to his name, for sure. Gina was not keen on finding out.

Instead of answering, she flashed a smile at the waiter, who deposited a platter of food in front of her.

“I’m not lucky at this kind of thing,” she said.

Time for distraction. “Hmm. I understand Heathcliff Johnson, the Aussie Raptor team’s not-so-secret weapon, is already boasting about winning the World Championship. Now there’s a hunk.”

He could be her first lead story, she reflected.

Sharda bobbed her head before answering. “No, no, not for me. I’d like to dig into Storm’s psyche. He’s a phenomenal cricketer but an enigma off the pitch.” She looked pensive. “He’s open and friendly with everyone about cricket but closed mouthed away from the game.”

Sharda paused and passed the salt to the man next to her. She turned back and continued. “Of course,” she said, “it won’t be a struggle to gaze into his eyes of China blue. I can even ask about the bimbos he likes to date.”

Gina smiled. “Careful. You’re drooling.” She summoned up a casual, indifferent look. “And you shouldn’t be so dismissive about his female companions. I devoured the gossip columns during my flight. Apparently, the Miss Earth he accompanied to the Epsom Derby has a degree in economics. And, the Bollywood actress rumoured to be his latest squeeze, does a lot of charity work.”

“Pffft. That’s for publicity.” Sharda’s head bobbed again. “Playthings, both of them. That’s why the ‘romances’—and it’s a term I use lightly—didn’t last long.”

She turned a speculative look at her. “Or maybe you should do it. Our publications are partners and there are no male egos to placate. I will produce the match reports while you chase after spicier copy and ratings. You have more experience with that, anyway.”

She drummed two fingers on the table. “Think about it, Gina. Storm and the ‘McDreamy’ Heathcliff Johnson could provide exclusive copy and great pics.” Her voice rose in excitement. “The one is tall, dark, and handsome and the other a blond surfer-boy. They both make female hearts skip a beat or two. Mine included.” Sharda laughed.

Gina’s brain clicked into overdrive. Why not?

She took a deep breath to steady her thoughts. Calm down and think, she admonished her brain cells. Could she chase scoops with no close encounters with Storm? That was a futile dream, she realised.

She reached for her glass and took a sip of water for her parched throat. Come on, you can do it. Her stomach remained unmoved by her rallying cry. The food she ate earlier burned through her gut.

##
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ON THE OTHER SIDE OF the banquet hall, Storm Jones sipped sparkling water and tuned out the inane nattering of the official next to him. He wanted the night to end. He scowled at his teammate and friend, Jon Warner, who laughed at him.

At thirty-six, spin bowler Jon was an old hand at the game. Storm smiled. How their roles have reversed. When he was a rookie in the sport, Jon took him under his wing and mentored him on the English county circuit. And later, as he progressed to the national franchise teams, Jon taught him many tricks on and off the pitch. These included the art of intimidating opponents and how to charm a woman away from the groupies the team met around the globe.

Jon rescued him from potential nasty scraps and nursed him through the darkest period in his life.

But who said ribbing his buddy was off-limits? Storm glanced at the official’s name tag. Then he said, “Jon, why don’t you tell Iqbal about your experience at the market today?” 

He suppressed a smile and ignored Jon’s scowl. Tilting his head, he stared at a painting on the side of a dish on the table—a god with the head of an elephant.

What did the official call it, again? Ganeesh? Ganesh? Oh yes. Ganesha. The god of success. And what was he doing? Dancing? Or is that a bat in his hand? No. Storm leaned a little closer and recognised a piece of a tusk.

Get a grip! He drummed his long fingers on the tablecloth and ignored the questioning glances from the man next to him.

I’m restless. There. He said it, if only in his head. It’s time to face the facts. On the pitch, he enjoyed great success. His personal life told a different story. Recently, he walked away from a dalliance with a Bollywood actress. She wanted to introduce him to her family. The intelligent and amusing beauty had become like cling wrap.

When a woman plotted plans for a future with Storm, he broke it off and ran in the opposite direction. It hasn’t always been like that.

He banished twinges of guilt. His buddies called him a cad to his face in matters of the heart. Deep down, he agreed with them. So he immersed himself in the game of cricket, where he was a skilled professional. It was less complicated.

His eyes drifted around the opulent room and his mouth turned down. A sameness characterised all the social functions his profession forced him to attend. Only the location changed.

India was rather special, he conceded, and one of the few places that surprised his jaded palate. And he hoped to leave with that elusive World Championship trophy.

He dreaded the upcoming publicity stunt to woo the press and sponsors. Storm feared a shackling to either a dull sponsor or inquisitive scribe.

He declined a waiter’s offer to swap his water for champagne with an impatient lift of his hand. He sighed. His hotel bed and much-needed sleep had to wait. He still had a couple of hours to kill.

Storm touched his forefinger to his head in a mock salute as he caught the eye of a scowling rival at a nearby table.

He chuckled as his restive gaze moved on around the room. Then his eyes swooped and fastened on the head of a woman with mahogany tresses with honey highlights. Her hair stood out among the darker hues around her. Now-alert, his brain did a double-take.

The background music, the clink of cutlery, and conversations around him faded.

Yes, it was her. He recognised the way Gina tilted her head to the side as she listened to her companion. Her hair was lighter than he remembered, and she had tamed her curls for the evening. He would’ve recognised her anywhere—the one woman who turned down a long-term relationship with him.

Eight years later, that rejection still stung.

His face reddened and his nostrils flared as he felt a hot, stabbing pain slash through his chest. He sat up straight and unclenched his fists. He flexed his fingers and adjusted his tie’s noose-like grip around his neck.

Gina’s unusual hazel eyes haunted his dreams for many years. They were gold near the pupils and ringed in dark green and light brown flecks towards the edges. He had searched in vain for a match in the faces of the many women who crossed his path since.

Storm’s earlier boredom vanished. Anticipation raised his spirits. When he arrived in the ballroom twenty minutes ago, he only desired to escape. Now, wild horses could not drag him away. He lifted his chin and gritted his teeth. I can’t wait to cross paths with you again, Ms Elliot, he thought. His lips compressed into a thin line. We have some unfinished business to take care of. And we will.

##
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THE MATCH-UP STARTED. Finally. Poised for flight, Gina gripped her shaky knees under the table. She fought for control against the onset of a panic attack and gulped down more water. The metallic taste in her mouth remained and her throat still felt dry.

Breathe, her brain ordered. She expelled the air from her tight chest. A small smile hovered on her lips as the cricketers were “sold off” in the mock auction. She put down her dessert spoon and abandoned the ice cream in front of her.

Sharda whooped in excitement. The announcer had called Heathcliff Johnson’s name, followed by hers.

Now what? Gina needed Plan B. She rued the lost opportunity.

There were only two players left on the stage—Storm and a young English World Championship debutant.

The announcer’s voice intruded. “Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you Storm Jones. This Falcons all-rounder ranks number one in the world T-20 bowling and batting departments.”

Gina expelled the breath she held in small and audible puffs. She glanced around, but no one noticed. The attention of her companions was on the stage, oblivious to her plight.

She rubbed the tight skin on her cheeks. Storm stood confident, feet apart, arms relaxed by his side and a bemused smile on his face. Her eyes devoured every inch of his well-toned physique. A wave of longing swept over her. Her fingers itched to touch what was now off-limits to her on a personal level. What they once shared belonged in the past.

“He’s no stranger to our shores.” The announcer paused as spontaneous applause broke out. The anticipation was palpable, especially among the fairer sex. Storm’s arresting personality matched his superstar status.

She studied his face and felt an irresistible pull. He was not classically handsome. He had a crooked nose, the result of an errant shot by an opponent a decade ago. Tall? Yes. Broad shoulders? Check. Perpetual tan from spending hours in the sun. Check. But he was more of a blue-eyed Hugh Jackman than a Bradley Cooper.

Storm had a naughty smile few women could resist, if you believed the gossip pages. His confidence and charisma infuriated his opponents and attracted females like bees to a honey pot.

She wondered why he was still single. Don’t go there. Her mind ignored the order and thoughts roamed unrestrained. Leggy models and wannabe actresses hung on his arms in countless photographs. Women she could not compete with. While a look in a mirror confirmed she was not a hag—Gina knew her face wasn’t in line for the Miss Universe title.

She missed the end of the announcer’s speech and her own name. One of the journalists at her table nudged her to go on stage to claim her “prize”. A smattering of genuine applause followed the announcement. A few people whistled, whether from happiness or disapproval, she wasn’t quite sure.

No. No. No. This is not what she wanted. She wasn’t ready. Gina gripped the table to compose herself, stood up, and mounted the stage on rubbery legs.

Storm stiffened for a second. He caught and held her gaze like a lion waiting for its victim. The gleam in his eyes intensified as she approached and hovered like a buck poised for flight.

The announcer broke the spell and dismissed them. “Step inside the partition next door to collect what you’ll need for tomorrow’s mini-cricket match. You’re a lucky lady, Ms Elliot.”

Yeah, right!

Storm’s hand rested on her back, a light touch. Her heartbeat upped its tempo, threatening to burst through her chest. A tremor jolted through her body.

If Storm sensed her panic, he disguised it well. His actions were deliberate and controlled.

She straightened her back. Two can play this game, Mr Jones.

He steered her towards a hostess clad in a blue and green sari that shimmered like the feathers of a peacock. The woman smiled and handed over a sealed package containing a T-shirt, cap and a printed programme.

Another hostess led Storm and Gina across the thick carpet to a couple of easy chairs. He grabbed the back of the chair and waited until she sat down.

Several journalists and players were already engaged in animated conversations. Gina spotted Sharda, who winked at her from across the room.

Gina was only aware of the man who dropped into the seat next to hers. She resisted the urge to wipe her clammy palms on her silk dress. Instead, she clutched her parcel and purse closer to her bosom.

Blue eyes blazed with a flash of an emotion she struggled to decipher. Could that be anger? It made her feel edgy and her back pressed into the chair. The look vanished and Gina wondered if she imagined it.

His lips stretched into a smile that did not reach his eyes. Storm’s voice was calm and soft. He murmured, “Hello again,” as if only eight days instead of years had passed since they last saw each other.

She was astonished as his casual greeting registered on her fuzzy brain. Her eyes zeroed in on his face, keen to see, close up, how he had changed. She caught a faint sniff of his cologne. It smelt like sandalwood mixed with citrus, a bit exotic, but something she couldn’t identify.

The planes of his face were at once familiar yet mysterious, confident, and a bit arrogant. Here was a man far removed from the young student she knew ages ago. At thirty-two, Storm could grace the cover of GQ or any sports magazine if he chose to. There were faint creases around his eyes—the effect of many hours spent in the sun, and frequent laughter.

Sitting down, he still towered over her. She was aware of the powerful muscles hidden underneath his crisp white shirt and the dark jacket of his designer suit. His lean fingers rested on his knees and his heavy-lidded eyes fixed on her face.

Gina was a confident writer. She had interviewed top personalities in the sports and business world. Yet, this man still made her feel tongue-tied and hyperaware of her femininity.

Focus, Gina, she implored. Don’t be a fool. She glanced across the room and spotted Heathcliff. He tried to weave his magic on an unflappable Sharda who resisted his considerable charms. She wanted to laugh out loud. The Aussie would have been a walk in the park compared to the man next to her.

Storm tracked the path of her eyes. His eyes narrowed and his mouth tightened.

Her throat constricted and she swallowed again, a fact noted by Storm, to her chagrin. He leaned back in his chair, a faint smile on his face.

She reached for the heart-shaped charm and started sliding it around on her bracelet. Storm folded her hand into his own to halt the movement. She shivered and drew a sharp breath at his touch. He turned her wrist and inspected the single charm on the platinum bracelet.

“This is unique. A present from someone special?” The edge to his voice was unmistakable. She realised he had a tight rein on the anger she picked up on earlier.

She pulled her hand away, but he gripped it tighter. “A birthday present from my dad,” she snapped back. When he could still afford to be extravagant. Her hand stilled over the charm. She hoped he wouldn’t ask to see the picture inside. She’d die of embarrassment.

He expelled a breath. “I’m sorry.” His hand relaxed but held hers prisoner. His index finger traced a small path from her wrist to the base of her thumb, and back again. The movement reawakened emotions she thought she had buried for good.

“You hoped to spend time with Johnson.” It was a statement rather than a question.

She toyed with the idea of lying but discarded the temptation as a fruitless exercise. Storm could read her like a book. She would have to watch her step around him.

“To me, the whole idea of this,” she waved her hand to encompass the room, “was to spend time with players I didn’t know.” She paused and narrowed her eyes. “Our readers know everything you’ve chosen to reveal in the past.”

He flashed his 200-watt smile but, like before, it did not reach his eyes. “And what are your readers dying to read about me?”

She shrugged. “The man behind the lethal yorker and the big bat. Or, what’s important to him when his bed is emptied of long-legged beauties, I guess.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I thought you dealt with facts, not fiction.” There was a razor-edge to his voice.

“I don’t live under a rock, and I keep up with the social columns,” she hedged. Their eyes clashed again, but she refused to back down from the challenge.

“Hmm. There’s something I’d like to find out from you, but I notice you’re not keen to talk about anything personal. Unless it’s my life.” He tightened his grip on her hand, not to hurt, but enough to get her attention.

She arched an eyebrow. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. We’re both here to do a job. Remember?”

His voice dropped even lower. “Coward!”

Time for another deflection. “Anyway, shouldn’t we finalise the plans for tomorrow?” she asked.

Storm released her hand. “You’re right.”

A few minutes later, his team manager beckoned him to escape with the other players. “We’ll continue this discussion. Sooner rather than later.”

That’s what I feared, Gina thought, as she got up and followed him out with leaden steps.
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Chapter Two
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A cool breeze brushed over Gina’s skin as she pushed against the revolving door of the hotel and stepped outside. She glanced up at the puffy clouds in the sky. While she wasn’t an expert on the weather in Mumbai, she thought a beautiful day beckoned.

An involuntary groan escaped as she caught sight of Storm. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She squared her shoulders, ready for the battle to resist his charms.

A gaggle of journalists, sponsors, and players milled around two luxury coaches parked outside. 

She greeted a few familiar faces, and made her way to a local guide who held up a sign that read “Orphanage”. She welcomed the distraction of the guide’s friendly greeting. He offered her his hand to help her mount the step into the bus, but Storm moved into his space. Very smooth. Sanjay, the guide, stepped aside with a knowing smile.

“Morning.” Storm’s voice was warm like melted honey. Oh, boy! The day ahead took on a different tone than anticipated, and large emotional potholes loomed in her path.

Careful. A rosy tint stained Gina’s cheeks as she took the hand he offered, glad she wore a skort—a cross between a skirt and shorts. They took their place a few rows ahead of Sharda and Heathcliff Johnson. Her friend winked, and her blush deepened.

As she settled in next to the window seat, she gave him a quick once-over, noting how fresh Storm looked and smelled. His blue golf-shirt highlighted the colour of his eyes while the tan chinos hugged his long legs.

Her throat felt dry, and her skin prickled with goosebumps.

“Are you feeling cold?” Storm looked at her with concern. His attentiveness disconcerted her.

“No. No, I’m fine. Thank you.” The huskiness in her voice made Gina clear her throat. As she stared at him, she considered how to convince him to focus on the business of the day.

As if he read her thought process, Storm turned to her and smiled. “Truce for the day?”
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