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      Can love conquer all when it's up against an anonymous blackmailer, a scheming ex-fiancée and a scandalous secret career?

       

      When Jasmine Allen meets Kane Summers in the unlikeliest of places, she’s bowled over by her strong attraction for him. But Jasmine has a secret she isn't comfortable sharing with the celebrated architect who’s sweeping her off her feet. Having been betrayed by an ex, she vows not to put herself in a position where she could be humiliated again just because she’s an erotic romance writer.

      

      Kane has a protective side that immediately takes over when he bumps into an injured Jasmine. With their instant chemistry hitting him in the chest, he finds himself wanting to protect her in more ways than one. But Kane's life is complicated. While his engagement to a scheming woman was never about love, his breakup with her is problematic.

       

      Jasmine and Kane are fighting their attraction while trying to keep their secrets hidden. When Jasmine is blackmailed, staying away from Kane seems the only way forward. Can their love overcome all obstacles?
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      “No, no, no!” Jasmine Allen cried as she stared at the handwritten “Out of Order” sign stuck to the door of the ladies’ bathroom. Hoping against hope that a prankster had put up the notice, she twisted the knob. Locked. Damn it!

      Had she known that the car trip to Sydney’s Royal National Park would take more than two hours, courtesy of the broken-down truck that had created a traffic jam on the main highway, she wouldn’t have drunk all that lemon and ginger tea for her sore throat before they’d left her sister’s home.

      She squinted at the map someone had pinned to the door, showing the directions to the nearest available ladies’ room. It indicated it was about a five-minute walk away. But with her bladder close to bursting, she didn’t have five minutes.

      Well, there was the men’s room.

      She walked around the small red brick building that stood amongst gum trees and chirping birds, hidden from the view of the picnic area where Jessa, her sister, and Jessa’s fiancé, Rob, were gathered with their friends for Rob’s birthday.

      Jasmine tried to listen for sounds from inside the men’s restroom, but couldn’t hear anything. With fingers crossed, she cautiously placed her hand on the door to push it.

      Somebody else yanked it open.

      “Eeep!”

      Her eyes opened wide as they landed on a dark-haired man whose blue eyes stared back at her in horrified surprise.

      Jasmine’s mind went blank, forgetting for a moment why she was there. There was no other way to describe the guy in front of her. He was a total hunk. She gaped at him for a long second, until her body reminded her she needed to go. Now.

      “I think the ladies’ room is around the corner to your right,” Mr. Hunk said, seemingly recovered from his shock.

      “It’s out of order,” she squeaked as she shoved him out of the way and ran for one of the cubicles.

      Relief flooded her as she let go, followed by a sense of acute embarrassment. Had she just rudely pushed someone so she could go to the toilet? In the men’s room? Her face burned. The fact that the guy she’d jostled was mega-hot and attractive didn’t help her dignity and sense of femininity.

      She finished her business and crept out of the cubicle, relieved that no one came in while she was there—and disappointed that Mr. Hunk was gone. Well, what was she expecting? That he’d wait around for her?

      She thought of blue eyes that belonged to a handsome face as she washed her hands. Maybe he was here on a picnic too. If he’d used this particular bathroom, he must have been hanging around close to her group’s spot. Hadn’t her sister said they chose this part of the park because it was a lot quieter? A smile formed on her face at the possibility of bumping into him again.

      The sound of male voices coming from outside prodded her to hurry up and leave the room she wasn’t supposed to be in. She hastily turned towards the door, eager to get out, when she felt her left foot slip from underneath her.

      “Oww!” She landed on her butt awkwardly, her arms thankfully managing to stop her upper body and head from hitting the floor.

      Gingerly, she braced herself up and tried to stand. Pain shot up from her ankle and her face contorted in an ugly wince just as the door flung open. To her delight and chagrin, there he was again. Mr. Hunk. How freaking embarrassing!

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      “Uh, I think so.”

      “Here, let me help you up.” Her knight in sexy blue jeans leaned down to give her a hand.

      She smiled her thanks as she accepted his assistance.

      “Ahem,” a voice intruded, causing her to look away from Mr. Hunk’s handsome face to find a middle-aged man poking his head inside the restroom.

      “Excuse me. May I go in now?” the man asked.

      “Yes,” Mr. Hunk answered. “Thanks for waiting.”

      She gave her new friend a quizzical look.

      “I told him not to go in until you came out,” he explained.

      “You were guarding the door for me?” she asked in disbelief.

      “Yeah. I thought you might need a little privacy while you invaded the men’s room,” he said with a teasing grin.

      “Thanks. That’s very kind of you.”

      “No worries. There are not many people around in this part of the park and a pretty girl like you shouldn’t be found in the men’s room. It always pays to be careful,” he said quietly, then turned his head towards the cubicles. “Not that I think you’re dangerous, sir,” he called out loudly to the older man.

      “I understand,” the other guy responded.

      “Aahh,” Jasmine cried softly as she put weight on her left foot.

      “Your ankle?” her knight asked.

      “Yes, I must have sprained it.” Her eyes watered from the pain and the predicament she found herself in. She prayed her ankle wasn’t too bad. Her sister’s wedding was next week and she didn’t want to be a limping bridesmaid on the day.

      “Where do you need to go?” he asked.

      “To the sink first. I need to wash my hands again.”

      Her heart raced as a muscular arm went around her waist as Mr. Hunk helped her hobble to the washbasin.

      “Why don’t I help you walk back to wherever you need to be?” he offered. “You probably shouldn’t be putting much weight on that foot.”

      “How do I know you’re not dangerous?” she asked with a smile that conveyed she was joking. She felt safe with him already. But was that being too naive?

      He laughed out loud. “How about I introduce myself first? My name’s Kane and I work for Krand Architects. I’m definitely not an axe murderer.”

      “Where’s your proof?” she asked with a mock frown.

      He took his wallet from his back pocket and fished out a business card. “Here. See? Ar-chi-tect,” he said with exaggerated enunciation as he pointed to the words Director and Head Architect.

      She chuckled at his playfulness and snatched the card from him. “Glad to meet you, Kane… Summers? Are you related to Faye Summers?”

      “Yes,” Kane replied in surprise. “I’m her oldest brother.”

      Oh. She checked him out with new eyes. She could now see the resemblance between him and Faye—one of her sister’s best friends—especially their blue eyes and the fact that they were both extremely good-looking.

      “And you are…?” Kane prodded.

      “Oh, I’m Jasmine Allen.”

      He lifted his eyebrows. “You’re Jessa’s younger sister?”

      “Yes.”

      He grinned at her. “Well, then, now you know for sure I’m not an axe murderer. You live in Melbourne, right? When did you arrive?”

      “Yesterday. I’m here for five weeks.”

      “Wow, that’s a good length of time to be away from work. What do you do?”

      “I’m a corporate trainer. My boss wants me to consider moving here to Sydney to fill a position that will be vacant in three months. Since I have plenty of annual leave up my sleeve, I thought I’d take it now so I could see if I’d like to live in Sydney while I house-sit for Jessa and Rob when they go on their honeymoon. Plus, I also wanted to come early for Rob’s birthday. Speaking of which, we should head back to the party.”

      As Kane escorted her out of the men’s room, Jasmine tried to hide the wince that formed on her face. She was in more pain than she would like to admit.

      “Do you think I should carry you?” Kane asked tentatively.

      Her cheeks reddened. “Ah, no. I think that would be too awkward.” The thought of being in Kane’s arms heated her up all over and made her heart pound hard. This guy was doing crazy things to her system.

      “Okay,” Kane said. “But you shouldn’t use your left foot at all until you’ve had it checked by a doctor. Hang on to me and I’ll help you hop along with your right foot.”

      “Thanks.” She put her right arm around his shoulders as he kept a tight grip around her waist and held her against his side.

      Whoa, this position won’t help me cool down. Not at all.

      “I hope I can walk all right by next week,” she babbled, keen to distract herself from her ridiculous physical reaction to this man. “I wouldn’t want to ruin Jessa and Rob’s big day by being on crutches during their wedding.”

      “I’m sure you’ll be fine as long as you don’t do silly things while your ankle’s healing,” Kane said consolingly.

      Yes, just continue to hold me and I’ll be fine.

      She decided not to respond in case something totally inappropriate came out of her mouth.

      They neared the place where the rest of their group was busy barbecuing, chatting and laughing, and Jasmine exhaled her disappointment. Kane Summers would have to let go of her soon.

      She couldn’t understand it. Why this intense attraction? Kane might be one hell of a looker, but he was just one of the many handsome guys she knew. What made him the most magnetic of them all?

      “Nearly there,” Kane said.

      She wanted to swoon at the husky tone of his voice. Instead, she forced herself to focus on keeping her left foot raised while she hopped with her right.

      “Jaz! What happened?”

      She looked up to see Jessa’s worried face. “I slipped and sprained my ankle.”

      “Oh, no! Are you okay? Where did you slip? In the bathroom?”

      “Yes,” she responded in a small voice.

      Their group gathered around them, wanting to see what was wrong.

      “It’s just a sprained ankle, guys. Please don’t worry,” Jasmine pleaded.

      “Maybe we should take you to a doctor,” Rob said.

      “Rob, seriously, I’m fine. I’ll just put my foot up and relax. Please carry on with your party. You’ll only make me feel bad if you fuss over me.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yes. Please.” She looked around with embarrassment as about fifteen pairs of eyes stared at her. She didn’t even know who a few of the others were. She’d run straight for the bathroom as soon as they’d gotten there.

      Fortunately, Jessa remembered to make the introductions before shooing her friends back to what they were doing. “It’s all right, guys. We got this.”

      Kane led Jasmine to the nearest bench and helped her sit down. He squatted before her, then gently picked up her left foot and took off her shoe. He lightly caressed her swollen ankle and, oddly enough, his touch made it feel a little better.

      “Do you girls know how to treat a sprained ankle?” he asked Jessa and Faye, who stood on either side of him.

      “You need to put ice on it and bandage it up,” his sister responded. “But I don’t think we have bandage.”

      “We have ice!” Jessa went to the portable drink cooler and gathered ice cubes, wrapping them in a tea towel.

      Kane held out his hand for them.

      “You want to do this?” Jessa asked in surprise.

      “Sure. I’m already holding her foot,” Kane responded, taking the makeshift ice pack from Jessa.

      Jasmine flushed at the meaningful look exchanged by Jessa and Faye. What were they thinking? Would they have a problem if she and Kane dated?

      Whoa, Jasmine, slow down. You’re getting ahead of yourself here.

      At twenty-seven, she had dated plenty of guys. But even though her family thought she fell in and out of love too often, the truth was she hadn’t fallen for any of her past boyfriends. She didn’t see the point in extending a relationship when she was sure it had nowhere to go.

      With her sister’s upcoming nuptials, her desire to find that special someone had become stronger. But finding that one guy might have become harder due to her fear of exposing her little secret—a secret only two other people in the world knew about.

      She had a mental picture of Kane finding out about her secret activity and shivered at the thought. Would he react in the same way her ex-boyfriend had reacted? She never wanted to go through that humiliating experience again.

      “Too cold?” Kane asked, his concerned look quickly warming her up.

      She shook her head and smiled at him.

      “So did you two meet outside the bathrooms?” Faye asked.

      “I heard Jasmine yell so I went back in and found her on her bottom. Then we introduced ourselves to each other,” Kane answered, his eyes still fully on her flushed face.

      “Back in?”

      Kane grinned while Jasmine’s face reddened even more. He raised an eyebrow at her.

      She shrugged and gave a resigned chuckle.

      “Jasmine slipped in the men’s room,” Kane stated.

      “What?” Faye and Jessa exclaimed.

      “The nearest ladies’ room was out of order and I was desperate to go,” Jasmine explained. “So I used the men’s. I slipped as I was about to come out and Kane heard me. He was waiting outside to make sure no one else went in while I was in there.”

      “That’s so sweet of you, Kane,” Jessa said. “Thank you.”

      “Aww, it was nothing. I’m just glad I was there or one of your bridesmaids might not be able to walk down the aisle at your wedding.”

      “If Jaz is still in pain next week then she doesn’t have to walk. Things don’t always work out as planned,” Jessa said pragmatically.

      “Don’t say that, Jess! I want to be fine for your wedding,” Jasmine insisted.

      “Well, then, you have to make sure you rest your ankle until it’s recovered. It doesn’t look too bad, but we’ll stop by a medical centre on our way back home.”

      “If you’re going to sit around for the rest of the afternoon, you better sit on a picnic blanket so you can keep your ankle raised,” Kane suggested.

      “Good idea,” Jessa agreed. “You can lie down and read a book or something so you won’t get too bored while the rest of us play games. But I’ll sit and chat with you most of the time.”

      “Don’t be silly, Jess. I’ll be fine reading. You guys should be enjoying yourselves with Rob and not worrying about me. It’s his birthday, and all I have is a sprained ankle.”

      “Okay. We better help you move to the blanket, then.”

      “I’ll carry her,” Kane said. With easy movements, he scooped her up in his muscular arms and sauntered towards one of the picnic blankets under the shade of a tree.

      Good heavens, this man is literally sweeping me off my feet.
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        * * *

      

      Kane’s heart thundered in his chest and his body hardened. There it was again, that delicious reaction to Jasmine. He’d known her for less than twenty minutes and he already craved being close to her. What was this called? Instant chemistry?

      He pressed her closer to him, wanting to bury his face in her long black hair that smelled like some exotic flower.

      He was glad he’d stayed behind and waited for her while she’d used the bathroom. He’d always been a sucker for damsels in distress, especially when the damsel was as attractive as the one in his arms.

      He gently laid her down on the blanket and immediately felt bereft when he released her.

      “All right?” he asked.

      Jasmine nodded, her eyes locking with his with a look of wonder that seemed to reflect what he was feeling. Did she feel it too? That irresistible pull between them? She looked so mesmerising and vulnerable sitting there that he had a great urge to kiss her.

      “Here, put your foot up on this, Jaz,” Jessa said, placing a rolled-up jacket underneath Jasmine’s left calf and breaking the spell that encapsulated them.

      “Stop fussing. I’ll be fine,” Jasmine told her sister. “All I need now is my handbag so I can read from my phone, then you can look after your birthday boy. He looks lonely without you over there.”

      “Which one is your bag?” Kane asked, wanting to continue to do something for Jasmine.

      “Uh, that red one,” Jasmine replied, pointing her finger at the item.

      He went to retrieve it for her. On his way back, he noticed the curious looks Faye and Jessa were throwing at him. You’re being too obvious, he berated himself.

      If things were different, he wouldn’t have cared if anyone thought he was interested in Jasmine. But he was in a messy, difficult situation with Hannah and he needed to fix things with her before he could move on. Faye knew that and, knowing how close his sister was to her best friends, he was certain Jessa knew that, too. He would be frowned upon if he pursued Jasmine at this time, and he couldn’t blame them if they did.

      He smiled at Jasmine as he handed her the handbag, then went to join the boys by the barbecue table. Right now, it was all too complicated. So he knew what he had to do. Stay away from Jasmine.
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      Kane clapped and whooped with the rest of the guests as the bridal party was introduced pair by pair by the smooth-talking, funny MC at Rob and Jessa’s wedding reception. When Jasmine and her partner entered the room, his heart skipped a beat. Again. It seemed to have developed a habit of doing that whenever his gaze landed on her.

      Jasmine looked absolutely stunning in her iris-coloured bridesmaid’s dress. He couldn’t tell if her ankle still bothered her, but judging from the happy grin on her face, she wasn’t in much pain. She smiled at people on her way to the bridal party table, but she appeared to be scanning the room.

      Until Jasmine found him and their gazes locked for a few breathless seconds. Her smile widened and her eyes lit up.

      He inhaled deeply as warmth flooded him. He really should stop pretending to himself there wasn’t anything major going on between him and Jasmine. It was plain to see. She was interested in him and he was interested in her. They’d been exchanging glances since earlier that day—before, during and after the wedding ceremony.

      And he had to admit that since he’d first met her at the picnic seven days ago, he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her. A few times during the past week, he’d been tempted to contact her—just to see if her ankle had been healing nicely. He’d even gone as far as asking Faye if she knew how Jasmine was doing, and Faye had assured him Jasmine was fine. Then his dear, perceptive sister had followed it up with her own question: “How’s Hannah?”

      That had been enough to stop him in his tracks. Things with Hannah weren’t sorted yet. Far from it. And it was frustrating the hell out of him.

      It hadn’t stopped him from daydreaming about Jasmine, though.

      Yes, him. Kane Summers. Thirty-four years old. Daydreaming about a woman. Seriously.

      If he didn’t know any better, he would have thought he’d fallen in instant love with her. But he did know better. What people called love at first sight was nothing more than instant attraction, which had more to do with lust than love. And Jasmine Allen stirred his loins.

      Unfortunately, he wasn’t free to do something about his fascination for her. Not yet.

      And he didn’t know when he would be.

      Envy needled Kane as Jasmine waltzed in another man’s arms. If he wasn’t aware that her dancing partner—the brother of the groom—was a happily married man with two kids, he might even have been downright jealous.

      He consoled himself with the thought that he’d get his turn shortly. He figured a dance or two with her would be innocent enough. A slow song would be perfect⁠—

      “I feel for you, bro. It must suck,” the man sitting next to him whispered in his ear, bringing him out of his musing.

      Kane peeled his eyes away from Jasmine to turn to Ray Thackery, Faye’s fiancé and the boss of Faye’s best friends, including the bride. “What do you mean?”

      “Jasmine. Hannah,” Ray responded cryptically.

      He smiled wryly. “I guess it’s kind of obvious I’m interested in Jasmine, isn’t it?”

      “Kind of? Bro, all you’ve done all day was gape at her.”

      Kane took a deep breath. “I can’t afford to give Hannah more reason to get upset. It will make things even more difficult.”

      Ray smiled sympathetically. “I know. What do you plan to do?”

      “What can I do but wait until the time is right? Problem is, I don’t think it will be anytime soon.”

      Ray patted his shoulder consolingly. “Everything will turn out fine eventually.”

      “Does Jasmine know about Hannah?” he asked his future brother-in-law.

      “I don’t think so,” Ray said. “But both Jess and Faye hope that what you and Jasmine have for each other is just a little crush.”

      “What? Jess doesn’t approve of me?”

      “She just doesn’t want her sister to get hurt. And your sister doesn’t want you to have more problems. I don’t either.”

      “Is this your way of telling me not to make a move on Jasmine?”

      “No. That’s none of our business. We’re just hoping things don’t get any harder for you than it already is.”

      “Yeah, thanks,” he said with a heavy sigh.

      The MC’s voice rose over the music and encouraged everyone to join the bridal party on the dance floor.

      “Well, I’m off to waltz with the most beautiful bridesmaid of them all,” Ray announced as he stood up and made a beeline for Faye.

      Kane watched as Ray pulled Faye in his arms and smooched her right in the middle of the room with no care in the world.

      He chuckled at the demonstrativeness of the couple as his eyes searched for Jasmine in the crowded area. He was determined to have her in his arms for as long as he could tonight if only to move with the music.

      Except that another guy had already claimed her.

      His face flushed as a wave of sheer possessiveness hit him. His eyes slit at the way the guy was running his hand seductively over Jasmine’s back while keeping her plastered against his body with a tight arm around her waist.

      Kane’s chest constricted at the intimate picture unfolding before him. Who the fuck was that guy? A boyfriend?

      His gut clenched when he caught the expression on Jasmine’s face. She looked angry and upset. Then worry enveloped him as the pair left the dance floor and went out the door.

      With no other thought, he followed.

      He kept a discreet distance as Jasmine’s companion led her to a quiet corner outside the ballroom. He stopped behind a post, hidden from their view. It was rude to eavesdrop on a private conversation, but he wanted to make sure Jasmine was okay.

      “Listen to me, Tim,” he heard her say with controlled anger. “I am not going to put up with you touching me like you just did.”

      “I’m sorry, sweet pea,” the guy called Tim droned. “You know I’m just hot for you.”

      Kane frowned. He didn’t like the way the punk had talked. But he stayed where he was. Jasmine might not appreciate him interfering.

      “Stop calling me sweet pea!” Jasmine said. “Do you realise how drunk you are already? You are at my sister’s wedding, Tim. Please behave yourself. And please leave me alone.”

      “All I want is one chance with you, Jasmine. Just one. Please,” the jerk whined.

      “I’m sorry, but no.”

      Jasmine’s voice was firm and Kane felt proud of her.

      “Well, I have two weeks to wear you down,” Tim said smugly, his tone turning into something more sinister.

      “What do you mean?”

      “I took a couple of weeks off work so I could stay here in Sydney with you.”

      “What? I’m not going to spend any time with you so you might as well go back to Melbourne.”

      “I heard you’ll be all alone in Jessa and Rob’s big house while they enjoy their honeymoon. You might want a warm body to keep you company,” the creep slurred suggestively.

      “Tim, no,” Jasmine replied, her voice low and cold.

      “I’m sure I can make you change your mind,” Tim said, his tone salacious.

      Kane shook his head. This had gone on long enough. He stepped out from behind the post and showed himself.

      “Jaz. There you are. I’ve been looking for you.” He reached out for her.

      “Kane!” Jasmine cried as she practically ran to him.

      His breath hitched as he put his arm protectively around her shoulders. “Everything okay?”

      Jasmine nodded, smiling up at him with grateful eyes.

      He turned his attention to the other man. “Hi, I’m Kane Summers,” he said coldly, not even gesturing for a handshake.

      “Well, well, Kane Summers. Who might you be? Her new boyfriend?” Tim asked with a sneer.

      “Yes,” he responded, the lie rolling off his tongue easily.

      Tim glared at Jasmine, his lips twisting with contempt. “You give everyone else a turn, Jasmine. But not me. What do they have that I don’t? A bigger bank account?”

      Kane took a menacing step towards the jerk but stilled when Jasmine clutched his arm.

      “Kane, it’s Jessa’s wedding,” she whispered frantically.

      He took a deep breath and held back. He understood why Jasmine wouldn’t want her sister’s night to be ruined by a fight between two of her guests. But another word from the intoxicated idiot and he might do something he’d regret.

      “You should leave now, Tim,” Jasmine said quietly. “Unless you want both our fathers to hear about this.”

      “Fine. But I’m not done with you yet, Jasmine,” Tim threatened as he ambled towards the exit.

      Kane felt Jasmine sag against him. With relief, he assumed.

      “You okay?” he asked, tightening his arm around her.

      “Yeah. Sorry. I’m just glad he left.”

      “Who the hell was he?”

      “That was Tim Smith, the son of one of my dad’s business partners. He’s been pursuing me for a while now, but I’m just not interested. I think he got really ticked off when I dated his friend, George, a few months ago. Since then, he’s been intense and pushy.”

      “So his parents are here tonight too?”

      “No. His dad’s not well so they couldn’t attend. He’s here by himself.”

      “You shouldn’t have come out here all alone with him, Jasmine,” he rebuked.

      “He’s never tried anything inappropriate before. But I must admit he spooked me a little bit tonight. Anyway, he’s gone now.”

      Kane was unconvinced that Jasmine had heard the last of Tim, but he let it go for now. “I’m glad I followed you.”

      She gave him a startled look. “I thought you just happened to be around again.”

      “No. I saw how upset you got in there. I wanted to make sure you were fine.”

      “Do you make it a habit of playing hero to damsels in distress?” she teased.

      “Only to beautiful distressed damsels in pretty bridesmaid’s dresses. You look stunning today, Jaz. I haven’t had the chance to tell you that until now.”

      “Thank you,” she murmured, her long lashes fluttering as she gazed into his eyes.

      Jasmine licked her lips and his breathing shallowed. He felt the pull of her mouth and his tongue itched to explore it. He stopped breathing altogether when Jasmine tilted her face to his in an open invitation.

      Damn it. Not yet.

      “Uh, I think we should go back in,” he croaked.

      Jasmine seemed to snap out of a mesmerised state and her cheeks reddened. He could imagine what was going through her head.  She’d be thinking he didn’t want to kiss her.

      He decided he owed her an explanation. “Jaz, I’m afraid I’m kind of… engaged to someone.”

      “What?” she asked in shock. “I had no idea.”

      “It’s complicated and it’s not what you think⁠—”

      Jasmine shook her head and raised her hand to stop him from explaining. “You’re right. We should go back in.” She turned on her heels and hurried away.

      Kane wanted to kick himself for sticking to principles.
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      “No way. Not again,” Jasmine said heatedly to her best friend over the phone.

      “Weren’t you just a little curious as to why it was complicated?” Samantha Lane asked.

      Jasmine rolled her eyes although her friend couldn’t see. “Sam, he’s engaged and that’s that. I don’t care why it’s complicated. I just don’t understand why he kept making moon eyes at me and felt compelled to rescue me from a boozed-up admirer.”

      “He does sound keen on you…”

      “I’m not a fiancé-stealing slut.”

      “Of course, you’re not! Will you stop saying it like you think everyone thinks so?” Sam demanded.

      “George’s fiancée thought so. And I bet that George told Tim something along those lines, and that was why Tim treated me like he did.”

      “I thought Tim stopped talking to George when George dated you. You really think George badmouthed you to Tim?”

      “Why else would Tim be so disrespectful of me all of a sudden? He wasn’t like that before.”

      “Maybe Tim just feels frustrated. Like you said, he seemed to wonder why you were giving other guys a chance and not him,” Sam suggested.

      “He said I was giving everyone else a turn. That has a totally different connotation from giving other guys a chance. I’m positive he believes I sleep around and he wants his turn.”

      “That’s ridiculous. I’ll slap him hard the next time I see him,” Sam declared loyally.

      “Thanks, Sam. I’m still wishing I slapped him hard last Saturday.”

      “I’m worried that Tim’s there in Sydney with you. What if he follows you around and does something unthinkable?”

      “Don’t worry. Most of the time, I’ll be in the house, writing. I’ll keep the doors and windows locked.”

      Sam snorted. “You went there to see if you’ll enjoy living in Sydney, not lock yourself indoors to write your book.”

      Jasmine laughed. “I know. But you know I like Sydney already. The only thing I’m still considering is if I want to be away from my parents and you and Kris,” she said, thinking of Kristen McCann, her other best friend and Sam’s cousin. “Although you did promise me we’ll have fun girls’ weekends often if I do decide to move.”

      Sam chuckled. “Yes. Even though we’ll miss you a lot, Kris and I are already looking forward to those weekends. They’ll be great because absence makes the heart grow fonder.”

      “Looks like you want me to pack up and leave Melbourne already.”

      “You know you’re very close to accepting your boss’s offer, Jaz. It’s a senior role and it’s more money. And I don’t think you should worry about your parents being far away from both you and Jessa. I bet you when you make the move, they’d think about moving too.”

      “I hope so. I really do hate the thought that they’d be by themselves without one of their kids close by.”

      “What have your mum and dad said about you moving?”

      “Well, Mum got teary when I told her, but she said I should do what I want. But you’re right. If I do accept the role, Jess and I could convince Mum and Dad to move here, too.”

      “Did you tell Jessa about your books before she left for her honeymoon?”

      “No. I chickened out.”

      “Why? You said you were excited about letting her know. I’m sure she’d be thrilled about the fact that there’s another writer in the family.”
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