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      two weeks earlier

      The Highlands, Scotland

      Dimitri held his gun tightly at his side as he trudged through the snow behind the psychopath who’d hired him. The sound of gunfire rent the night as the residents of the castle fought back. Reynard Durand, his boss on this job, was an idiot. But a dangerous idiot, the kind who was fluent in violence and lacking in empathy.

      Durand’s plan had been simple: go to Scotland, kidnap Claire Donaldson, hand her over to his boss and climb further up the ladder of Abramovich’s skin trade business. To achieve this aim, Durand attacked a bachelorette party. He thought he would waltz in, intimidate the women and waltz out again with Claire under his arm. Idiot. If he’d been watching them for the past week, as Dimitri had been, he would have known that nothing was simple when it came to the women of Invertary.

      He might also have known that Claire had an identical twin.

      Yeah, Durand was that dumb. He’d managed to nab the wrong woman and Dimitri was scrambling for a plan to get her out of this mess. A plan that didn’t involve blowing his cover.

      It was the soap opera finale of fuck ups.

      To prove his point, Megan Donaldson chose that moment to trip and head-butt Durand in his back. Dimitri grabbed her arm and yanked her upright before Durand could lash out. His body tensed, ready to strike if the idiot laid a hand on the woman.

      “Watch it,” Durand snapped. “Keep hold of her. We need to speed up. I have a couple of snowmobiles stashed at the west exit.”

      “What about the others?” Dimitri’s left hand wrapped around Megan’s upper arm. Her silver sweater was way too thin for the icy conditions, but he knew if he shrugged off his jacket and gave it to her, it would set off alarm bells for Durand. Instead he pulled her closer to his body and hoped she took some of his heat.

      “They’re on their own,” Durand snapped. “I don’t get paid enough to save their asses.”

      Dipshit. You never left a man behind. It was a fundamental code of the armed forces. But then Durand had never been in the military. Another strike against the man.

      Dimitri made a show of motioning Megan to move forward and telling her to hurry. It earned him a glare, which even in the middle of this fucked up operation, made him want to grin. He held her tight to keep her upright. Far too aware of her gentle curves. The ones he’d been drooling over since he’d first set eyes on her.

      He needed to come up with a way to get her out of this situation, before it became a whole lot worse. A way that didn’t make Durand suspicious of Dimitri’s allegiance. His mind frantically searched for options. And then it hit him. What if he didn’t get her out of this mess quite yet? What if he let Durand take them straight to his boss? It would be the fastest way for Dimitri to get access to the information he’d gone undercover to get.

      He glanced at Megan. Would she help him? Would she be willing to play hostage until he had what he needed? And would she do it knowing that he didn’t have a plan to get her out of this at the end of it? Sure, he’d come up with something. He always did. But it was still a huge risk for her to take. A risk he was desperate enough to ask her to take—if he could just get a chance to talk to her alone.

      As he reasoned through his plan, he felt Megan’s grip cover his gun hand. Before he could process what was happening, she jerked his hand up, flicked off the safety and pressed his trigger finger down. The gun went off. Durand fell face first into the snow.

      “What the—” Dimitri started.

      He was too stunned to react, which left him vulnerable. That’s why he wasn’t prepared when she turned and kneed him in the balls. Hard. A white light appeared before his eyes and he forgot how to breathe. A low howl escaped his frozen vocal cords as he bent double, holding his poor decimated balls. Through the pain, he vaguely registered that Durand was out cold. Megan grabbed Durand’s automatic weapon and pointed it straight at Dimitri’s head.

      “Drop the gun,” the blonde bombshell ordered.

      Dimitri hesitated. Too long. The sadist kicked him again. Dimitri made a gurgling sound deep in his throat as the gun fell from his grip. A second later he was writhing in the snow, hands cupped to his crotch.

      He looked up to find Megan standing over him. She was an Amazonian warrior. Her blonde hair a bright halo around her head, her cheeks flushed pink and a manic gleam in her blue eyes. She pointed his handgun at his head and smiled.

      Even in agony. Even bested by a Barbie doll. Even though she’d just blown his operation. Even then, part of his brain was applauding her actions and wondering how fast he could get her into bed.

      That’s if his poor, mashed equipment ever worked again.
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      Present Day

      the new London offices of Benson Security

      “Earth to Buffy, come in Buffy.”

      Dimitri Raast grinned when Megan scowled at him. The blonde beauty was easy to wind up. It had become his main hobby since he’d met her in Scotland two weeks earlier. She sat opposite him at the conference room table in the Regency townhouse that was now the new London office of Benson Security. Her long white-blonde hair was in a high ponytail and the striped T-shirt she wore slid off one creamy shoulder. She could have been a model, instead she’d set her sights on becoming a security specialist. Or as she liked to call it, a gun-for-hire. Yeah, her background in baking and doing hair wouldn’t get her far in her new profession. In fact, Dimitri knew for sure that the boss wouldn’t have let her anywhere near his business if they didn’t need her for this operation.

      If Dimitri didn’t need her.

      Her blue eyes narrowed at him. “You do know that calling me Buffy isn’t an insult, right? Buffy was a superhero. She saved the world countless times. She had a fantastic wardrobe and got to bonk sexy vampires.”

      “And she was an airhead.” He bit back a laugh. Megan Donaldson was too much. Really.

      “Have you even watched the show? Do yourself a favour and look it up on Netflix. Get back to me once you know what you’re talking about.”

      “Would you prefer I call you Blondie?” He folded his arms and watched as her gaze lingered on his biceps. Oh yeah, she felt the burn between them too.

      “Blondie was another cutting edge woman. A music pioneer. That isn’t an insult either.”

      “Barbie?”

      “Now you’re pissing me off.”

      Dimitri laughed. Which probably wasn’t smart, as he’d learned the hard way that Megan was unpredictable when she was pissed off. Unpredictable, wicked and violent, with a penchant for hitting men where it hurt most—and grinning while she did it. He shifted in his seat at the thought, trying to free up more space in his jeans. He wasn’t sure if the sudden tightness was due to fear that his crown jewels weren’t safe around the woman, or because her being crazy and violent seemed to press all the right buttons for him.

      Most of the women Dimitri had gotten hot and heavy with over the years were on the Suzy Homemaker end of the spectrum—naive, pretty, predictable and safe. In other words, reliable wife material. Not that he’d been looking for a wife, but if a man was going to fall into that pit, he’d rather it was with someone he knew would make a good family and home life. Yet, none of those women got him worked up the way crazy Megan Donaldson did. Turns out, at the ripe old age of thirty, he’d discovered his type actually lay more towards the wicked and twisted end of the spectrum. Who knew?

      The door to the conference room opened and Joe Barone and Ryan Granger swaggered in. Like Megan, the guys had come down from Benson Security’s main office in the Highlands. Unlike Megan, they were both ex-military and knew what they were doing.

      “Coffee?” Joe said by way of hello.

      Dimitri pointed to the table in the corner of the room where Julia, the office manager, had set up a coffee pot and a plate of Danish pastries. He assumed Joe’s grunt of reply was a thank you. The big Italian-American filled his mug, glugged it down and refilled it before taking his place at the table.

      “Rough night, old man?” Ryan filled his own mug and snagged a plate of pastries. “Can’t keep the pace, eh?”

      Joe stared at the younger Englishman. “Unlike you, I was up most of the night working the case.”

      Ryan shrugged. “Is that supposed to make me feel bad? Yeah, you were working hard, but I’ll take a night of hitting London’s clubs with a lingerie model over being conscientious any day of the week.”

      A growl rumbled from Joe’s chest. Ryan just laughed. The door slammed open and all heads turned to watch Rachel Ford-Talbot make her entrance. She scanned the room with a look of disgust. Her iPhone was in one perfectly manicured hand, her designer handbag was hanging from the crook of her arm and her equally expensive suit was teamed with her usual red-soled pumps. Dimitri was pretty sure someone who gave a shit about fashion would be able to name each of the designers Rachel wore—he wasn’t one of them.

      “This,” she gestured with a red tipped talon, “is the A-team?”

      Ryan pointed a croissant at her. “The A-team is still in Scotland, love. You got saddled with the B-team.”

      “Kill me now,” Rachel muttered as she headed towards the coffee.

      “That can be arranged.” Megan’s tone was pure cat.

      Rachel arched an eyebrow at her. “Tell me again why you’re on the team?” She stirred her coffee. “Without your twin to do your thinking for you, and that awful Goth friend of yours to fight your battles, just what use will you be?”

      Megan made her own little growl. It was more kitten than monster, which didn’t help the menace vibe she was aiming for. “My Goth friend should have kicked your scrawny backside harder when you were in Invertary.”

      Rachel smiled—it made Dimitri shudder. Now there was a woman who knew how to do mean. “Thanks for noticing my backside. It’s my new Pilates regime. I can recommend a divine personal trainer. She’ll help you lose that extra chub you carry in no time at all.”

      Dimitri thought Megan’s head might actually explode. He tensed, ready to jump out of his seat and do some damage control. Or duck. Whatever came first.

      Megan faced off against Rachel. “Just because I don’t think anorexia is a lifestyle choice doesn’t make me fat. You should try eating sometime, it might improve your disposition.”

      Rachel faked a pout. “Well done. I’m so proud. You used words with more than one syllable.”

      Megan sprang to her feet as their new boss entered the room. His hand clamped on her shoulder.

      “This meeting is about to start.” Callum McKay released his hold. “Fight on your own time.”

      “I’m not sure Rachel can confine being a bitch to her off hours.” Megan plopped back into her seat.

      “I said enough.” Callum’s soft Scottish burr rounded out the accents in the room.

      “Aye, aye, captain.” Rachel smirked at him. “We wouldn’t want to undermine your tenuous hold on authority. After all, we know how much a man’s ego is tied to his position.” Her gaze scanned down his body, lingering on his fly. “It would be such a shame to damage your fragile, teeny-tiny ego.”

      Callum stared Rachel down until the two of them were locked in a contest of wills.

      “Should we place bets on who cracks first?” Ryan whispered. “My money’s on Callum.”

      The lights suddenly dimmed and a photo appeared on the wall. Everyone’s eyes shot to the picture.

      “Sorry,” the large potted palm said. “I thought it was time for the slide show.”

      The lights came back up and the image disappeared.

      “Julia?” Megan said, as everyone eyed the plant at the other end of the table from Callum. Sure enough, the office manager was sitting behind it, a laptop balanced on her knees. “Have you been there the whole time?”

      There was some shuffling. “Um, yes,” Julia said softly.

      “I thought we were going to have breakfast together this morning,” Megan said. “I waited for you.”

      Dimitri knew the two women were sharing one of the tiny flats on the top floor of the building. With Megan’s extrovert personality and Julia’s social phobia, he could only imagine how well that was going.

      “Sorry,” the plant said. “I had a lot of work to do, so I came in early.”

      “This is ridiculous,” Callum barked. “I refuse to talk to foliage. Get out from behind the plant.”

      “I can’t. I’m plugged in here. The equipment doesn’t work out there.” Julia’s voice was barely a whisper, making them strain to hear her.

      “You can make it work out here,” Callum snapped. “You’re so bloody efficient you’re making my head spin. Get to the table.”

      The plant shook. “I haven’t had time to wire up the table area. I will for the next meeting. Right now, if you want a PowerPoint, I have to stay here.”

      The tremor in Julia’s voice was pronounced. Callum was on fragile ground. Julia had been adopted by half the team. She was practically the office pet.

      “Leave her alone,” Joe said. “Let her do her job.”

      “She’s hiding behind a plant.” Callum pointed at the plant. “How can she do her job from there?”

      “Have you had any problems with her work since we arrived in London?” Megan asked, although they all knew the answer. Julia could run the country if she tried. Okay, so she’d do it from inside a closet, but she’d still do a great job. “The answer is no. She’s way ahead of schedule with the office renovations. We all have everything we need to work. She’s doing her job great. So what if she’s a little shy? Leave her alone.”

      “A little shy?” Rachel barked a laugh. It sounded like nails on a chalkboard. “We’ve been working together for over a week and I’ve yet to see her face. That isn’t normal. If I was in charge,” she directed that comment to Callum, “I’d fire her.”

      “Aye,” Callum told the witch. “But you’re not in charge, are you?”

      “Yet.” Rachel gave him a look designed to make his balls shrivel. “You’re not exactly making a great impression as a boss. You can’t even get your secretary out from behind a plant.”

      “Office manager,” Joe, Megan and the plant said at the same time.

      Ryan laughed until he had to wipe his eyes.

      Callum turned his attention back to the potted plant. “Slide show, Julia. And next meeting that damned plant will be gone from the room. Are we clear?”

      “Yes, sir,” Julia whispered.

      “In fact, I want all of the plants removed from the building. It’s like a bloody jungle in here.”

      In reply the lights dimmed again. A photo of a man filled the wall.

      “This is Rudi Abramovich.” Callum pointed at the photo. “This man has Dimitri’s sister and we’re going to get her back.”

      Dimitri felt his blood turn to ice. This is why he’d joined Benson Security after the fiasco in Scotland. He needed the team’s backing to find his sister. He’d done everything he could on his own, made it as far as he was able, now he needed help.

      Dimitri had never felt hate until he’d come across Rudi Abramovich. He hadn’t realised the emotion burned like acid. He looked at the man who’d ruined his sister’s life. The crime boss could have stepped off the cover of GQ magazine. He was in his early forties and wore it well. His wavy brown hair was professionally styled. His grey suit and open-necked white shirt were tailored to fit his shoulders and make it clear he knew how to use gym equipment. His eyes were contact lens blue, his lips were full like a girl’s and his jaw was sharp like a cartoon character.

      “Who knew evil came in such a pretty package?” Megan said.

      Her approval of the guy’s rip-off, George Clooney get-up punched Dimitri in the gut. “There’s nothing attractive about him.”

      Megan blinked before she softened. “Of course not. He’s evil. And has obviously had some plastic surgery. Nobody looks that good naturally.” She leaned across the table to pat his hand. “He’s evil and fake.”

      Dimitri nodded. That was more like it. He lounged back into his chair, twirled a pencil and hoped he hid exactly how much the sight of Rudi affected him.

      “As I was saying,” Callum gritted out, unhappy at the chitchat during his meeting. “This guy has Dimitri’s sister and our mission is to get her back.”

      “Don’t you mean get her back if she’s still alive?” Rachel asked the question as though she was enquiring about the weather.

      The pencil in Dimitri’s grasp snapped in two. So much for keeping his cool. The tension in the room ratcheted up. All eyes were on Dimitri as he carefully placed the two halves of the pencil on the table in front of him. Every muscle in his body felt tight as he fought to control his rage. Slowly, very slowly, he looked up at Rachel.

      “What?” Rachel tossed her glossy auburn hair over her shoulder. “I’m not saying anything that everyone isn’t already thinking. Your sister has been missing for a year. We haven’t heard even a whisper about her whereabouts. She’s most likely dead. I know it. You know it. We all know it.”

      “That’s enough,” Callum snapped.

      Rachel opened her mouth but Callum’s palm slapped the table, so she huffed and closed her mouth.

      Slowly, Callum turned to Dimitri. “Bring us up to speed. We’ve all come into this operation at different stages. Start at the beginning so we’re on the same page.”

      As if by magic, the image on the wall changed and his sister appeared. Dimitri felt his chest clench as pain, sharp as a knife, speared through him. She had long black hair, a pretty smile and hazelnut eyes that were identical to his.

      “My sister.” Dimitri worked to keep his voice devoid of emotion. He cleared his throat and sat up a little straighter. “Katrina Raast. Twenty-five.”

      “She’s only two years older than I am,” Megan whispered.

      Dimitri totally understood Megan’s shock. At twenty-five he’d been on his second tour of Afghanistan. He’d seen a lot of things that had changed him, hardened him. But Katrina had been sheltered. Her world consisted of college classes and fun with her friends. So yeah, she was young. Way too young to be out there on her own, dealing with an evil bastard like Abramovich.

      “When she finished her Master’s degree at Brown, she decided to take some time out to travel before going back for her PhD. She’s smart.” He smiled, but the action hurt. “She got a job as an au pair in Germany for six months, to raise money for travel. In February last year her job wound up and she decided to backpack through Europe for the rest of the year.”

      “Was she alone?” Megan asked.

      Dimitri shook his head. “She’d made friends with two other au pairs who were placed by the same programme, both of them American.”

      Two more images of young women flashed on the wall. Their smiles seemed to mock the people watching.

      “Did they go missing too?” Megan said.

      “No. They’d split up for a day in Greece. The other two wanted to visit museums, but Katrina wanted to visit the refugee camp.” He felt a tiny smile break through his pain. “She majored in development policy and international politics. She wanted to see the problems first hand. She wanted to change the world.”

      The look in Megan’s eyes was the same as the one she’d had in Scotland the first time he’d told Benson Security about his sister. It was the look he’d seen before she held his hand and offered him comfort. A kindness that had almost broken him. Dimitri tore his eyes from her to look back at the image, which had changed to a candid shot of his sister posing in front of the Acropolis in Athens. Her arms were wide and she was grinning.

      “She didn’t make it back to the hotel as they’d arranged.” Dimitri focused his comments on Callum. At least there was no emotion in his boss’s eyes to derail him. “The guide she’d hired to take her to the refugee camp disappeared off the face of the planet. When the agency she booked him through was questioned, they had no records of Katrina’s booking or the guide.”

      “Abramovich’s organisation was using it to target tourists,” Callum said.

      “That and several other tourist agencies on the same street. The police found discrepancies in all of them.”

      “More missing women?” Ryan asked.

      Dimitri nodded. “At least eight over the past three years. All tourists. All travelling alone. All women in their twenties.”

      “And nobody noticed they were missing? Surely family or friends would lodge a complaint.” Megan’s outrage was a reminder of how sheltered and naive she was. “What about your parents? They must be going nuts.”

      “They died in a plane crash on a holiday to Alaska six years ago.” He kept his tone even and focused on the table in front of him rather than on the sympathy, or pity, he knew he’d see in Megan’s eyes.

      “People go missing all the time.” Joe rescued Dimitri from further questions. “Tourists run out on their bill and leave without checking out. How do you know if someone is really missing or has just moved on to the next stop on their tour? Only five of the women had anyone looking for them. The complaints weren’t investigated properly. No one connected the women.”

      To everyone’s surprise, it was Julia who spoke. “I don’t understand. How is that possible?”

      Dimitri sat up straighter in his seat. “It’s more than possible in a country where there’s a high turnover of tourists. Where the borders are weak and refugees are flooding in. A country where the economy is a mess and all public sectors are underfunded and run by people who are scraping by. The police are overwhelmed, overworked and lack the resources they need to follow everything up properly. Cases like this fall through the cracks.” He looked back at his sister’s smiling face. “People fall through the cracks.”

      “Did they do anything to find her?” Megan said.

      “They did what they could initially. The time and effort they put in dropped off dramatically after the first couple of months. I realised then that there had to be a private investigation, but I was on assignment and couldn’t get away. As soon as I was able I resigned my commission with the US Rangers, headed to Greece and started digging. A couple of months in I noticed one name kept coming up—Rudi Abramovich. I did more digging and discovered he’d built an empire on trafficking women. He targets tourists, homeless and poor women who won’t be missed. His speciality is educated, western women. If you want a particular type of woman, he’s the man to go to. He kidnaps to order.”

      His stomach turned at the thought and he was comforted to see the same looks of revulsion on his teammates' faces.

      “You’re sure he took your sister?” Rachel sounded sceptical.

      Dimitri took a moment to gain control of his anger before he answered. The woman didn’t seem to realise how her words cut through the people around her. Or she just didn’t care. “I found the tour guide who was supposed to take her to the refugee camp.”

      There was a heavy silence as Dimitri’s memory replayed the screams the man had made when he’d beaten the information out of him.

      “He was working for Rudi?” Joe said.

      He noticed no one asked what happened to the guy.

      “He was working for a middleman. I worked my way up the chain until I knew for certain Rudi had her.” He turned to Rachel. “So, yeah, I’m sure he’s behind my sister’s abduction.”

      “Did you get any idea where she’s been taken?” Callum said.

      “No.” Dimitri ran a hand over his hair which was growing out from its military buzz cut. He suddenly felt exhausted. No, not exhausted, worn out. “That’s where I ran aground. Then I heard about the job Reynard Durand was putting together and manoeuvred to get on his team. Word was the guy had a straight line to Rudi and I wanted to get on that line.”

      “Instead you ended up in Scotland.” Megan glared at him. “Trying to kidnap my sister.”

      Yeah, that had been the job.

      “Hey.” He held up his hands, hoping the gesture would make him appear non-threatening. Megan didn’t seem to buy it. “Don’t blame me for the plan to kidnap your sister. That was all Rudi and the idiot he hired.”

      “The idiot who then went on to hire you,” she pointed out.

      The woman would not let this issue go. Every time he turned around she was needling him about it. “I. Was. Under. Cover.”

      “Which brings us to the second aim of this mission.” Callum glared at Dimitri and Megan, making it clear their argument was over. “Rudi wants Claire Donaldson.”

      “Claire Dayton,” Megan interrupted. “She married that freaky man mountain. I don’t know why, but then Claire has always had a thing for lunatics.”

      Callum raised his voice, “As I was saying, Rudi wants Claire and will go to any length to get her. That means this mission has two aims. We need to retrieve Katrina and eliminate the threat to Claire.”

      “And by eliminate you mean—” Megan made a slicing motion at her throat.

      Everyone stared at her.

      “Why is she here?” Rachel pointed at Megan. “She knows nothing about security. She has no training, or experience. She’s a liability.” She turned to Callum. “Does your boss know she’s here?”

      Callum looked like he’d had his fill of Rachel. “Lake isn’t my boss. Benson Security is owned by three partners now—Lake Benson, myself and Harry Boyle. Who, if you care to remember, is your direct boss.”

      The woman rolled her eyes. “Harry is more like my younger brother than a boss.”

      “And now Harry, Lake and I own Benson Security and you work for us.” Callum leaned forward. “If you don’t like the new situation, I’d be happy to accept your resignation.”

      “Like that’s going to happen.” She tossed her expensive haircut. “Someone needs to stick around to pick up the pieces once you screw up.” Her eyes narrowed. “And when you do, I’ll be waiting in the wings to take charge.”

      “Or, I could fire you,” Callum said softly.

      “You can try.” Rachel tapped her talons on the table in front of her before turning to Joe. “Why on earth does this Rudi person want Claire Donaldson?”

      “Dayton,” Megan said again and was ignored.

      “Claire is married to Grunt,” Joe said. “Grunt and I helped Rudi’s wife escape him and get back to America. We think Rudi wants to take Grunt’s wife from him as payback.”

      Rachel held up a hand to stop Joe. “What on earth kind of name is Grunt? Is that one of those Highland things? You’ll have to forgive me if I’m not up to date on the goings on in Invertary. Unlike some people, I actually like to spend my time in civilisation.”

      Dimitri was pretty sure he could actually hear Callum grinding his teeth.

      “What?” The woman smirked at Callum. “Am I disrupting this extremely professional briefing?”

      “Professional or not, after the meeting I want you in my office, Rachel.”

      “Of course, boss.” Rachel’s tone made it clear she’d do exactly what she felt like after the meeting.

      A threatening rumble sounded from Callum just as loud music blared throughout the room. It took Dimitri a few seconds to realise it was Bette Midler singing Wind Beneath My Wings. He fought a grin as he watched Megan cover her mouth with her hand to stifle her laughter, at the same time as Ryan turned his into a cough.

      “Julia!” Callum roared.

      The music stopped dead.

      “Sorry,” Julia said. “I told you there were gremlins in the system. I will make a note of each one and personally ensure they’re dealt with. There are more pastries in the kitchen, if anyone is interested. Along with another pot of coffee.”

      “I’ll get them.” Ryan’s chair scraped the floor as he rushed to get at the food.

      “I’ll help.” Joe followed their teammate. “If we let you get them they’ll be gone before you get back.”

      “I can’t help it if I have a better metabolism than you.” Ryan grinned. “It’s age. I bet you could eat what you liked when you were my age.” Joe swatted the back of Ryan’s head.

      “Bring me a Diet Coke,” Megan called after the men.

      “Honestly.” Rachel’s voice had all the subtlety of a PA announcement. “It’s like being back in kindergarten. There is nothing professional about this new business. Harry should never have joined forces with Benson Security. It will damage his reputation.”

      Callum growled again, but this time Julia was smart enough to keep her finger off the media controls. The guy stared at the ceiling. Dimitri bet he was praying for help. He recognised the action because he’d used the same one quite a bit since he’d met Megan.

      Megan clasped her hands and leaned onto the table. “Tell me,” she said to Rachel. “Are you even aware just how bitchy you are?”

      Rachel gasped, her hand flew to her chest. “I’m bitchy?”

      “I’ll take that as a yes. You really don’t give a crap, do you?”

      “Darling.” Rachel smirked. “I care about things that matter.”

      Before Megan could waste any more breath on the woman, the guys came back with supplies. Joe carried a coffee pot and two cans of Diet Coke. He put the pot onto the counter, tossed a can at Megan then headed for the huge plant. He crouched down in front of it and smiled as he offered Julia a drink.

      “I like your conflict management style, babe,” he told her.

      A timid hand appeared and took the offered drink. Joe sat back in his chair, his legs stretched out in front of him. He reminded Dimitri of a leopard he’d seen on a stint in Africa. He looked relaxed but he could pounce without a hint of warning if the need arose.

      “As I was saying, before you and Callum got into a pissing contest,” Joe said to both of them, earning almost identical death glares which made him grin. “Grunt is a nickname because the monosyllabic bastard barely talks. His wife calls him Samuel. She’s the only one who does. Well, she’s the only one who’s been allowed to live after calling him Samuel. Anyway, Grunt and I were in the marines together. When we got out, we partnered up to work private security. One of our first jobs was to escort a woman back to the States from Romania. Her father wanted to help her escape her abusive husband. He told us she was married to a business man, someone who owned a chain of coffee shops. We didn’t do more than a surface check and the information was solid. Speaking of coffee…”

      Joe waved his empty mug at Ryan who was over at the snack table, working his way through a platter of pastries. With a sigh, Ryan lifted the coffee pot and sauntered over to Joe.

      “What did your last slave die of?”

      “Heart attack,” Joe said solemnly. “Too many baked goods.”

      Ryan gave him a one fingered salute before he headed back to the pastries. Joe’s amusement faded as he looked back at them.

      “We thought the job was a straight bodyguard deal—protect the woman while she got the hell out of there. We were wrong. When we met with her, all hell broke loose. She was being followed by a whole load of Rudi’s men. I grabbed the wife while Grunt stayed behind to deal with the assholes that jumped us. That’s probably how they got Grunt’s ugly mug on camera. Knowing Rudi’s rep, he’ll think it’s quid pro quo to take Grunt’s wife away from him. Poetic payback, so to speak—a wife for a wife.”

      “Did you get Rudi’s wife to safety?” Ryan sat back down beside Joe—with a plate piled high with snacks.

      Joe nodded. “But it was a total cluster f⁠—”

      Julia cleared her throat loudly, cutting him off. Joe grinned at the plant.

      Clearly, Callum’s patience had reached its limits. The guy stood, folded his arms over one of the many Henleys he owned and wore like a uniform. He was six foot of honed instincts and sharp muscle. If you didn’t know the guy was walking around on two prosthetic legs, you would never have guessed.

      “We all up to date now?” It was clear his question was purely an exercise in sarcasm so there were no replies. “Great, then maybe we can get down to business. As Dimitri said, with Durand out of the picture his investigation’s hit a brick wall. That’s where we come in. Lake is working his London contacts to see what info he can dig up as to Rudi’s whereabouts. Abramovich moves around a lot. For Dimitri to set up a meet with him, we need to pin down a location fast.”

      “The plan,” Dimitri said, “is to get a personal meeting with Rudi, disable him and access his files for Katrina’s location.”

      “Disable him in a way that will make sure he keeps away from Claire,” Megan added.

      “But no killing.” Callum stared her down. “We’re security professionals, not hitmen.”

      She waved the words away with a flick of her hand, making Dimitri worry about exactly what was going on in her fluffy little head. He made a mental note to grill her about it later. It was important that the whole team were on the same page when it came to Rudi. They couldn’t afford anyone to go off plan—especially not when his sister’s life was at risk.

      “Even if Abramovich is in one place long enough to arrange a meeting with,” Rachel waved her phone in Dimitri’s direction, “what makes you think you can get close enough to him to access his records? He doesn’t know you from Adam.”

      He swallowed his irritation at her condescending tone. “Because, I have something he wants. Rudi Abramovich wants Grunt’s wife, Claire. He’s desperate to get her. And Claire is an identical twin. So…”

      All eyes turned to Megan who gave them a royal wave.

      Rachel’s glee was almost palpable. “You’re going to give him Megan and pass her off as Claire.” Her grin was face-splittingly wide. “This is so much better than I could have imagined it would be. Well done, Megan. You do have a purpose on the team. One totally befitting your station in life—you’re bait.”
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      Rachel’s laughter was still ringing in Megan’s ears hours later as Dimitri navigated their car through central London’s traffic. They were on their way to meet up with one of Lake’s contacts. Someone who had a lead on how to get to Rudi.

      “I don’t like being called bait.” Even though that was exactly what she was.

      “You’re not bait. You’re my partner. We’re in this together. You saving your sister. Me saving mine. Partners.” To his credit, Dimitri even managed to keep a straight face while he said it.

      They were stuck in the endless traffic around Piccadilly Circus. “Why is this called a circus anyway? I don’t get it. It isn’t a square, or a roundabout, so I can understand that the town planners wouldn’t want to call it that. But circus, that makes no sense at all.” She turned in her seat to face Dimitri. “Do you think there was an actual circus based here at some point?” She couldn’t see it. The grand Victorian buildings, with their white stone facades and weird little turrets and domes, didn’t look like the sort of place you’d house animals.

      “Can we focus on the job?” Dimitri swerved around a double decker bus and into Shaftesbury Avenue, the home of London theatre.

      “I came down here to see a play once, when I was in secondary school,” Megan said. “Shakespeare. I can’t remember which one. I was more interested in getting the attention of Hamish McIntosh at the time.” She remembered the kiss they’d managed to sneak in, in the theatre foyer when the teachers weren’t looking. Good times. Now Hamish was a farmer up near Aberdeen and Megan was bait.

      She spotted a large banner over a theatre. “Helen Mirren and Libby Collins are doing a play.” With a grin she turned to Dimitri. “When this is all over we need to go. They’re two of my all-time favourite actresses. Helen Mirren especially.”

      “Who?”

      “Seriously? How can you not know who Helen Mirren is? She’s like acting royalty.” She gaped at him. “You’re one of those guys, aren’t you? I should have realised.”

      He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel, irritated with traffic, and probably with her. “What guys?”

      Poor ignorant man, he needed her help. “Guys fall into two categories. Die Hard and Star Wars.”

      “You’re making this shit up.”

      “The Star Wars guys watch everything sci-fi, think they’re intellectuals and can quote comic books. The Die Hard guys think movies ended with John McClane.”

      A sceptical look was all she got for her efforts to educate the guy. “That’s it? Comic-Con geeks and John McClane wannabes?”

      She waved a hand. “I’m over simplifying. The point is, you’re a Die Hard guy. Prove me wrong. Name a movie you’ve seen that was made after Die Hard.”

      Honestly, she could almost smell rubber burning while he thought about it. At last, he grinned in triumph.

      “Die Hard 4,” he said.

      “I rest my case.” Posters advertising Les Miserables caught her attention. She’d never been to one of the big West End musicals. “When this is over, I’m going to help you with your cultural ignorance. We’ll go to all the West End shows.” The urge to bounce in her seat like an excited two year old was difficult to resist. “I might even take you to a movie that doesn’t have Bruce Willis in it.”

      His smile was dazzling. “Do your worst, Buffy. I look forward to it.”

      Traffic started to move again and their focus returned to the reason they were fighting their way through London’s city centre. Megan thought about his earlier declaration. It didn’t make a whole lot of sense.

      “How exactly are we partners? You plan to trade me for your sister.” She held up her hands when he growled at her. Touchy man. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m all for it. I’d just like to know where the partner part comes in.”

      “I don’t plan to trade you for my sister.” He shot her an irritated look. “You’re just the key to getting close to Rudi and his records. As to partners, we’re here, aren’t we? Talking to contacts together. Doing the legwork together. That makes us partners.” He swung a left and headed for the part of Soho that housed its infamous red light district. The streets were narrow, the buildings tall. A mish mash of sixties office blocks and modified red stone tenements.

      “I’m only here because you’re terrified to leave me alone in case I do something you deem stupid and ruin your plans.”

      “That too.” He steered the car into a purpose-built parking garage that was squeezed between two older buildings.

      They found a free space on the third floor, parked their generic SUV and headed down the stairs and out into Brewer Street. As Dimitri gallantly held the door open for her to exit, he leaned into her.

      “For the record.” His voice was a low, sexy growl against her ear that made it hard to concentrate on his words. “Stop saying I plan to hand you over to that piece of dirt. It is not, nor ever has been, in the plans to trade you for Katrina. You think I want to hand another woman over to him? You’re simply my ticket into Rudi’s office, where we’ll get the information we need and then both of us will leave together. You got me?”

      Megan blinked at him for a few seconds. “You are seriously sexy when you’re earnest.”

      “Get a move on.” Dimitri shoved her out of the door, making her laugh.

      They walked side by side through the throngs of tourists and Londoners that filled the narrow street.

      “I don’t remember this stuff from when I came here with the school,” Megan muttered.

      They passed shops with windows stuffed full of adult toys, neon signs flashing copulating couples, and bookshops with blacked out windows. In amongst the seedier businesses were designer cafes, uptown boutiques and pricey galleries.

      “Are you sure this is the right place?” she said as she stared at Starbucks. “It doesn’t look like a red light area to me.”

      Dimitri turned into a narrow alley. “What were you expecting? Half-naked women on street corners and live sex shows in shop windows?”

      “Well, yeah.”

      He shook his head at her ignorance.

      Halfway down the alley there was a traditional English pub taking up the whole bottom floor of an old tenement block. The exterior was painted burgundy, with dark wood and hanging baskets filled with pansies. A blackboard told them the soup of the day was potato and leek. A sign on the door said soliciting would not be tolerated. The sign sat beside a vending machine that was filled with condoms. Interesting place.

      Megan followed Dimitri into the shady interior. The outdoor colour theme continued inside, with heavily varnished dark wooden tables, a paisley-patterned carpet in browns and burgundy and matching burgundy and cream walls. Framed photos filled the walls, showing the area in times past—the odd famous face amongst them.

      Dimitri wended his way around the tables, which were beginning to fill with the after-work crowd, past the long dark bar, to a booth in the corner.

      “You must be Dimitri.” A middle-aged woman in a form fitting purple dress that screamed Hollywood heyday stood and held out her hand.

      Dimitri took it. “Thanks for agreeing to meet with me.”

      “Anything for Lake.” Her smile was sultry as she said Lake Benson’s name, making Megan wonder what the history was between the two of them.

      With her husky voice and immaculately made up face, Carla was the last person Megan expected to meet when Lake said he had a contact in London who would know about Rudi’s whereabouts. This woman could have been a retired catwalk model. She was elegant, sexy and comfortable in her skin. She waved at the booth.

      “Please, take a seat.” She sat back down. “Lake didn’t mention that he was sending me a sexy toy boy,” she said to Dimitri before turning to Megan. “And you, darling, you are just divine. Look at those cheekbones. And that hair. Oh, I’d kill for your hair.”

      Megan smiled at the compliment, although the woman had nothing to worry about. Her long hair was dyed Marilyn Monroe blonde and styled in gentle waves to her shoulders.

      Megan slid into the booth and Dimitri followed her. She wasn’t sure if it was a protective move, or if he was blocking her escape.

      “Lake said you might have something for me.” Dimitri ran his arm along the back of their seat.

      He looked perfectly relaxed. A man at ease in his natural habitat, but Megan knew he was aware of every single thing going on in the room beside him.

      “Straight to the point. I like it.” Carla smiled seductively before leaning towards them. “I’ll do likewise.” She glanced casually around before she spoke. “Word is Rudi’s coming back to town. He’ll be in his London house by the end of the week.”

      Dimitri was no longer pretending to be relaxed. Now he looked like the predator she knew him to be. Ready to pounce. To strike. To decimate. Was it wrong that she thought he looked kind of sexy? Yeah. Probably.

      “How good is this info?” Dimitri asked.

      “Top notch.” Carla sat back in her seat and stirred her drink with the straw. “They’re getting the house ready for him as we speak. Apparently his mother is turning seventy next week and her son plans to take her to Madame Butterfly after dinner at Gordon Ramsay’s.”

      “He has a mother?” Megan blurted. Because—shocking.

      Carla smiled at her, clearly amused. “Are you in the business, love?”

      Megan looked at Dimitri, but his mind was obviously elsewhere seeing as his jaw was clenched tight enough to break. “You mean, security for hire?”

      “No, I mean sex for hire.”

      “Oh!” Megan lowered her voice. “No. Are you?”

      She nodded. “I run a brothel two streets over. And before you ask, we don’t deal with Abramovich or his organisation. All of my girls are there by choice.” She eyed Megan speculatively. “We’re always looking for new talent. With your looks and that gorgeous accent you’d be an instant hit.”

      “Really?”

      “The men would be lining up round the block for you. You’d make a mint.”

      Megan put her elbow on the table. “How much are we talking?”

      “Megan!” Dimitri came out of his vengeance-induced trance.

      “What? I’m just asking.” She looked back at Carla. “Give me a ballpark figure.”

      Carla started to chuckle. “I like her,” she said to Dimitri. “She’s got spirit.”

      “Yeah, that’s one word for it.”

      Megan elbowed him in his side. He didn’t even flinch, so she turned her attention back to Carla.

      “Would I have to do any really kinky stuff? The thought of dealing with someone who has a foot fetish makes my skin crawl.” It wasn’t like she planned to take her up on the offer, but it didn’t stop her from being curious.

      A large hand covered her mouth. “Don’t answer her. Don’t encourage her. Don’t humour her,” were the droll commands.

      Megan bit his palm. He jerked his hand away as she frowned up at him. “There’s no harm in being informed.”

      Dimitri ignored her. “I need a contact for Rudi. Someone who has access to him and can help me get close enough for a personal meeting with the man.”

      “That’s a hard ask, darling. Rudi Abramovich makes that guy in North Korea look friendly. The man has paranoid down to a fine art.” Carla tapped a perfectly manicured fingernail on her bottom lip. “There is someone. Does the security for the house when Rudi is in town.” She opened her tiny purple handbag, brought out the latest iPhone and tapped at the screen. “I’m sending you his number. He’s in charge of the team at the house, so he should have Rudi’s ear, or at least someone close to Rudi.” She gave a delicate shrug. “Worth a try.”

      Dimitri nodded his thanks, which irritated Megan.

      “Thank you, Carla,” she said pointedly to the oaf taking up most of the bench seat. “Why don’t you pretend you’re a proper human being for a minute and use some manners?”

      Her answer was a scowl. Which, she was beginning to believe, was his thinking face.

      Dimitri climbed out of the booth and motioned for her to follow. And like a good little soldier she did.

      “Later,” he said to Carla and headed for the door.

      Megan hesitated before turning back to the woman. Carla had a business card in her hand, which she held out to Megan. She took it, because it would be impolite not to, and put it in the pocket of her jeans.

      “Take some time and consider my offer,” Carla said.

      “I don’t really think I’m cut out for the sex industry,” Megan said, not wanting to string the woman along.

      “Then call me if you want to chat. I think I’d enjoy that.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement.

      “That I can do.” Megan grinned. “But really, just between you and me, how much do you think I could earn a week?”

      “Megan,” Dimitri barked from the door, making Carla laugh hard.

      With a glare in his direction, she waved at the woman and headed towards him.

      “You’re driving me crazy,” she told him as he held the door open for her.

      “Likewise, Buffy.”

      Dimitri called the new contact while Megan browsed through one of the more sedate adult shops in the street. This one was on the women’s lingerie end of the spectrum, although they still carried designer bondage gear and a whole array of flavoured gels. Megan bought a blindfold, which was pretty much a bedazzled eye mask. When Dimitri cocked an eyebrow at her purchase she kept her lips closed and let his imagination fill in the gaps. He didn’t need to know it was a gift for Claire who liked to nap during the day now that she was pregnant, but hated when it was too light.

      “We’re meeting Rudi’s guy at seven.”

      The look in his eye said it all. The man was primed for vengeance. A year, that’s how long he’d been looking for his sister. A year of chasing down the slightest lead. A year of coming up against brick wall after brick wall. And now, with the help of Benson Security, he was making headway at last. Megan bet he could practically taste the end.

      “We’re going to find her.” It was a false promise, born from desperate hope more than anything else. As soon as it fell from her lips, Megan wished it back. Dimitri didn’t need placating, he needed action.

      “Yeah,” he said.

      Megan put her hand on his arm and held tight. At last he looked in her eyes. “No. I mean, we’ll move heaven and earth until we find her. We’ll do whatever it takes.” It was no less than she would do if it was Claire who was missing.

      It was no less than she was doing now to save Claire from a similar fate. For a moment, they held each other’s gaze, a silent understanding between them.

      With a deep breath, Dimitri took a step back and glanced at his diver’s watch. “We’ve got over an hour. Might as well eat something.” And then he strode off, expecting her to follow. And like a freaking lemming, she did.
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      Dimitri led them to Chinatown, on the other side of Shaftesbury Avenue from the red light district. The pedestrianised street was lined with restaurants, but Megan picked Soon Fatt, purely because she thought the name was hilarious. Dimitri didn’t question her decision, even though there were better looking restaurants on the street. He was learning there were some fights that just weren’t worth the effort.

      The interior was standard Chinese restaurant—white tablecloths, red paper lanterns and gold dragon motifs. They ordered a menu for two, the one with crispy duck, plus a few added extras.

      “So what’s the plan?”

      Megan confiscated all of the spring rolls as soon as they arrived at the table, then stabbed his hand with a chopstick when he reached for one.

      “The plan is to use this guy, John Martin, goes by Johnny Rotten, to⁠—”

      She stopped with a spring roll halfway to her mouth. “Johnny Rotten? Seriously? Like the punk singer?”

      “I kid you not, but I don’t think he’s named after the punk guy.” To be honest, it wasn’t the worst nickname he’d come across. “The plan is to convince Johnny to okay a visit with his boss and arrange it for us.”

      “I don’t get it.” Megan waved her chopsticks around for emphasis. “We have a team of hackers at our disposal, can’t they just find Rudi’s email address and give it to you? Wouldn’t that be the easiest way to set up a meeting with Rudi?”

      “If only it was that simple.” He snatched one of the spring rolls before she could stop him. Her glare was adorable. “He lives offline. Everything is done through his assistants.”

      He swore he could actually see her brain working. “So none of the trails lead to him. Smart. I suppose it’s the same deal with his cell phone number.”

      He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. Rudi Abramovich had his personal contact information locked up tight. Either he approached you, or you got to him through his team. It was time consuming, difficult and seriously cautious. And it worked. He was still free while other men in the same business were long behind bars.

      The waitress arrived with a large silver platter loaded with food and Megan bounced on her seat at the sight of it. She’d gravitated towards everything on the menu that was deep fried and when he’d asked her about it, she’d shrugged and told him she was Scottish. Before she could nab the sweet and sour chicken, again crispy fried, he loaded her plate with some of the steamed vegetables he’d ordered. The look of horror on her face was priceless.

      “What did you do that for?”

      “You need something that isn’t junk food.”

      “I eat healthy food. Just not here. What’s the point of eating steamed broccoli when there’s fried rice on the table?” Her outrage almost made him laugh—he fought it back.

      “Humour me. Cover the damn things in sweet and sour sauce if you like, but eat them. Your arteries will thank you.”

      She pointed a chopstick at him. “Just for that comment, I’m ordering more spring rolls.” She covered the vegetables with sauce until they were practically swimming in it.

      Dimitri shook his head. “You eat like a teenager.”

      “Scottish,” she said again, like that was supposed to mean something.

      He must have looked blank because she gave a long-suffering sigh. “We’re the nation that eats deep fried Mars Bars and Irn Bru sausages. The same country that claims haggis as its national dish, but eats more curries than anywhere outside of India. Our supermarkets have three aisles dedicated to biscuits and cookies and one for fruit and veg. This,” she pointed at the table, “is amateur night for a Scot.” Then she chomped on a piece of deep fried chicken.

      Dimitri shuddered before loading up on noodles and veg. “As I was saying, I’m hoping this guy is our access to Rudi. If he isn’t, we’ll need to come up with another plan.”

      “Won’t it tip your hand going to Johnny first? I mean, if he doesn’t help us then Rudi knows your plan. He might send someone to take me from you. It would cut out the middle man. If I was him, that’s what I would do.”

      “If the meeting starts to look like it’s going to go belly up I’ll think of something.”

      She stilled. “This is just like in Scotland. You’re going to make this up as you go along, aren’t you?”

      “No. I’m going to come up with a plan when it’s needed. A plan based on a lifetime of experience and training.”

      “Yeah. Right.” She pointed her chopsticks at him. The woman used the utensils like a weapon. “That’s the attitude that left me rescuing myself in Scotland.”

      “Here we go again.” He put his elbows on the table and clasped his hands. “You just cannot let this go, can you? I would have gotten you out of there. I was waiting for the right time.”

      “Who are you kidding? You were going to march me all the way to Rudi’s base in Romania and trade me for the whereabouts of your sister.”

      “That was before I really knew you. And I wouldn’t have traded you. I’d have used you, like I’m doing now. Big difference.”

      “Yep. I can hardly tell the two plans apart.”

      “Eat your food.” Then just to annoy her, he moved the rest of the fried rice across the table and out of her reach.

      They ate in silence for a few minutes. Dimitri tried to focus on his food while mentally preparing for the meeting he’d scheduled. It was hard with Megan sitting so close to him. Everything about the woman was a distraction, from her bright blue eyes, to her luscious pink lips, through to her perfectly curved hips. He couldn’t be in the same room as her without wanting to touch, tease, taste. Even her crazy attitude and bad temper were temptation to him.

      Twelve long months he’d eaten, breathed and slept the hunt for Katrina. Megan was the first thing that had been strong enough to break through his obsession. Being around her was like a time out from the stress and anxiety that constantly plagued him. And the more he was in her presence, the more he wanted to hold on to her. But he couldn’t. He had to focus. She had to focus. There was too much at stake to get distracted. Especially when they were this close to getting to Rudi.

      He cleared his throat and cast around for a safer topic. “The workout room is finished. We start training tomorrow morning.”

      She patted her lips with the white linen napkin, making his mind flood with all the other things he could do with those lips. “What training?”

      He sat back in his chair, needing the space between them. “Self-defence.”

      “Oh, in that case, no thanks. I’m covered.” She tucked her hair behind her ear.

      “You’re covered?”

      “Yep. I know how to take care of myself.”

      Oh, this he had to hear. “Okay, Buffy, I’ll bite. What makes you think you’d be any good in a fight?”

      “You mean, apart from the fact I managed to knock you unconscious. Not to mention the time I rendered you incapable of speech with a kick to the groin. You’d think those events would have clued you in to the fact that I have skills.”

      “You don’t have skills. You have luck. And it was your sister—not you—who knocked me out. As for the knee to my balls, you took me by surprise. I thought we were on the same side at the time.”

      Megan barked out a laugh. “The same side? You turned up in my home town with a bunch of thugs intent on kidnapping my sister to hand her over to a maniac. We were never on the same side.”

      “I. Was. Under. Cover.”

      “Blah, blah, blah. Like being undercover is an excuse for ineptitude. You almost got me killed.”

      “You were never anywhere near getting hurt. We agreed on a plan. All you had to do was pretend to be Claire and I would make sure you were freed at some point.”

      Megan threw up her hands. “Listen to yourself. That isn’t a plan. That’s just optimism. You said,” she deepened her voice and affected an American accent, “play along and I’ll think of something.” She dropped the accent. “Think of something? Yeah. That was reassuring. Good job I was able to save myself.”

      “Yeah, by kicking me in the balls and shooting Durand in the ass.”

      “You say that like it’s a bad thing. I took on two armed, trained men and won. I realise it was a blow to your ego, but you need to get over it. I think this conversation makes it clear why I don’t need self-defence training. I can defend myself just fine. I took Lake’s class in Invertary, my brother made sure we knew what to do growing up and I did two years of judo when I was a kid. I’m. Covered. So how about we spend any training time you have booked going over something I don’t know, like how to use a machine gun.”

      Dimitri felt his jaw clench tight. “There is no way I’m letting you anywhere near an automatic weapon.”

      Megan leaned across the table, closing the distance between them. “You are not the boss of me.”

      “For this job I am.”

      “We’re partners. Equal partners.”

      “Like hell.”

      “Yes. It will be hell.”

      He made a strangled noise and threw up his hands as someone cleared their  throat. The red haze in front of Dimitri’s eyes cleared enough for him to notice they had the attention of everyone in the restaurant and their waitress was standing beside their table. Fantastic. Talk about how not to keep a low profile.

      “Can I get you anything else?” The woman’s eyes were wide as she looked at them.

      “Just the bill.” Dimitri tried to smile at her, but his face wouldn’t work with him. “In fact, don’t bother. We’ll pick it up on the way out.” He looked at Megan, who was still fuming. “Let’s go.”

      She grabbed her navy blue padded jacket from the back of her chair, thanked the waitress and strode to the front door, her head held high and her gorgeous ass swaying. Dimitri paid the bill, leaving a hefty tip and chased after the annoying woman.

      By the time he’d made it outside, Megan was halfway up the street. He jogged after her, dodging the many people who were reading the menus posted outside the restaurants. The infuriating woman had to know he was chasing her and yet she strode on, in the opposite direction to where their car was parked. With her head held high, her fists clenched and her back ramrod straight, it didn’t take a genius to figure out she was still mad at him.

      “Wait up.” He grabbed her arm and spun her around.

      Her fist came out, but he was prepared for her violent streak. He caught her hands and held them behind her back.

      “Let. Go. Of. Me.”

      Her eyes flashed pure fire. Her cheeks were flushed and her chest heaved. She was stunning.

      “Promise you won’t hit.”

      “Promise you won’t annoy me.”

      “See, I can’t do that, Buff. Annoying you has become my main hobby.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “Find another one.”

      “Why would I do that when this one is so entertaining?”

      She struggled in his arms, making him hold her tighter. “You have three seconds to release me or you’re going to regret it.”

      “Hey,” a guy passing said. “You okay there?” He looked between the two of them, obviously worried. Dimitri became aware they were standing in the middle of a crowded street and they’d attracted quite an audience.

      “Fine,” they snapped at the same time and the guy backed off, shaking his head.

      Megan glared up at him. With her heeled boots, she was just a few inches shorter than he was. He could feel her warm breath on his jaw. It would be so easy to lean down, close the gap between them and taste those luscious lips.

      “Three seconds,” she reminded him.

      “Or what?” He couldn’t remember the last time he felt this alive, this delighted. Playing with Megan was a rush to his system.

      “Oh to hell with it.” She angled her head and bit his throat. Hard.

      Dimitri released her and slapped a hand over the bite. There was a smattering of laughter and applause from the onlookers. Megan folded her arms and cocked her head at him, as though considering. It had to be the most disconcerting look he’d ever been subjected to and it made part of him want to run. In that moment, he really didn’t care what that said about him.

      “That’s going to leave a mark.” He prodded the bite gently. No blood, but it would definitely bruise. “I’ll get you back for this.”

      She smirked. “You mean you’ll try to get me back for it.” She stepped into his space. “You might as well face it.” She patted his T-shirt through his open jacket, her palms a brand on his chest. Long dark lashes batted over blue eyes. “You are no match for me.”

      He opened his mouth to correct her ludicrous assumption when her hand curved around his neck and she yanked his face towards her. It took a split second for his body to tense, ready to defend itself, but by then it was too late. Her lips were on his and nothing else mattered except the delicious pressure of Megan’s kiss. In that moment, he would have willingly laid himself at her feet and let her trample him.

      He was vaguely aware of the wolf whistles and cheers, then he heard nothing, felt nothing, except Megan. His left arm wrapped tight around her, his right hand clasped the back of her head as he angled her mouth to suit him. It wasn’t a kiss like any he’d ever experienced. This was a duel. A battle of wills. A fight for dominance. And he couldn’t have said who was winning. All he knew was he wanted more. He wanted all of her.

      “Get a room,” someone shouted.

      Megan’s lips moved away from his and he followed them. A sharp tug to his hair
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