
  
    [image: Just A Little Treat]
  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Janet Elizabeth Henderson

      All rights reserved.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY JANET ELIZABETH HENDERSON

          

        

      

    

    
      Romantic Suspense Books

      Benson Security

      Reckless

      Relentless

      Rage

      Ransom

      Rich

      Run

      Reset

      Benson Security - The Misfits

      Who’s Afraid of the Big, Bad World?

      

      Invertary Romantic Comedy Books

      Lingerie Wars

      Goody Two Shoes

      Magenta Mine

      Calamity Jena

      Bad Boy

      Here Comes The Rainne Again

      Caught

      

      Invertary Too

      Come Fly With Me

      

      Sinclair Sisters Romantic Comedy Books

      Can’t Tie Me Down

      Can’t Stop The Feeling

      Can’t Buy Me Love

      

      And more on my website

      Janet Elizabeth Henderson

    

  


  
    
      JUST A LITTLE TREAT

      STORIES FROM THE BENSON SECURITY AND INVERTARY WORLDS

      
        SHORT STORIES

        BOOK 4

      

    

    
      
        JANET ELIZABETH HENDERSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Sophie and Clam

      

      
        Callum’s Interview

      

      
        The Christening Dilemma

      

      
        Mairi's First Speed Dating Event

      

      
        The twin experiment—How it started

      

      
        Twin Experiment 2 - Megan the Mummy

      

      
        Twin experiment 3 - Claire the bodyguard

      

      
        Twin Experiment 4 - The Consequences

      

      
        Frosty the Snowman

      

      
        Beware the Boredom

      

      
        A Series of Unfortunate Decisions

      

      
        Abasi's Mission

      

      
        Shared Anniversary – Part 1

      

      
        Shared Anniversary Part 2 – Joe and Julia

      

      
        Shared anniversary part 3 – Beast and Belinda

      

      
        Shared Anniversary Part 4

      

      
        This is how it happened…

      

      
        Deleted Scene from Misfits 1

      

      
        Katrina finds a way forward

      

      
        Violet Goes Home For Christmas

      

      
        Betty Meets Her Match

      

    

    
      
        Also by Janet Elizabeth Henderson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SOPHIE AND CLAM

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Set about a month after Isobel and the kids moved in with Callum.

      

      

      

      Callum McKay opened his eyes to the darkness of his predawn bedroom, instantly alert. Years of military training meant he hadn't reacted to the noise in his room. His instincts were telling him to gather intel first, then take action. That's why, instead of reaching for a weapon to aim at the intruder, he waited for them to reveal themselves.

      It took only seconds before the intruder appeared. Three feet tall, dressed in a giraffe onesie, Sophie Sinclair came to stand in front of him. He slowly let out a breath and relaxed.

      "What's up?" he said, keeping his voice low, so as not to disturb her mother, who was softly snoring on the bed behind him.

      Sophie thrust her stuffed giraffe in his face. "Baby Jwaffe has sore legs. He can't sleep."

      Callum eyed the tatty soft toy. "Does he need a Band-Aid?" In the short time he'd known the toddler, he'd discovered that Band-Aids were a miracle cure for just about anything. And if they came with cartoons on them, they were even better.

      She nodded earnestly.

      "Okay, gimme a second to get dressed and we'll go to the kitchen and fix him. Can you wait for me in your bedroom?"

      She nodded and turned toward the door.

      Watching her go, Callum swung himself to a sitting position on the edge of the bed. Since Sophie and her teenage brother, Jack, had moved in, he'd taken to wearing a cut-off pair of sweatpants to bed, but he still wasn't happy about either of them seeing him without his prosthetic legs in place. So far, he'd managed to avoid that by wearing them around the house all the time, and only removing them when he was alone in his bedroom. It wasn't the best of plans, as his stumps were beginning to ache from never getting a rest from the prosthetics.

      He eyed the folded-up wheelchair, stashed in the shadows beside the closet. No, he wasn't ready for that yet. Instead, he reached for his state-of-the art prosthetics, which he'd left within easy reach of the bed.

      A tiny person got to them first. Callum froze as Sophie wrapped her arms around one of his prosthetic legs and carried it to him.

      "Heavy," she complained as she launched it at him.

      Callum caught it, his attention on Sophie. He was losing his touch because he hadn't heard her come back into the room. His breathing sped up as he watched her stare at his stocking covered stumps. The urge to grab the blanket and cover himself was almost too strong to resist. He'd never wanted her to see him this way. Suddenly, it felt as though the air around them became pressurized as he waited for her reaction. His body tensed, and his jaw clenched, as his mind raced through all the possible ways she'd deal with what she saw. Deep inside a sense of utter panic began to grow because if she cried, he didn't know what he'd do.

      Slowly, with the impossibly big eyes of a child, she looked up at him. "Where'd your legs go, Clam?" Her brow furrowed, as though confused. She'd known about his metal legs, she'd seen him, but somehow she'd figured out that there used to be flesh and bone in their place.

      He fought to think of words that a three-year-old would understand. "I had a bad accident and the doctors had to take away part of my legs."

      The frown deepened. "Did you get a Band-Aid?"

      "Lots," he said evenly, not sure how to react to this line of questioning. "But the..." he searched around, trying to remember the word Isobel used with Sophie. Got it. "But the owie was too big."

      She nodded solemnly. "Jack got a big owie. He was in opital and had bandages." She said the word bandages with the kind of reverence reserved for holy relics.

      "That's right. A bad man stabbed Jack with a knife but he's fine now." Or at least he was well on his way to fine. There would always be the memory of the attack and a scar on his chest. Violence always left a mark.

      She looked up at him. "Did you get bandages?"

      "Aye." He wasn't sure what else to say.

      Slowly, cautiously, she reached out and lightly touched the white stocking covering the stump that sat just above where his knee should have been. "This is a bandage?"

      "No." He swallowed hard. This conversation was like a minefield, and he wasn't sure how to navigate it. "It's like a sock."

      Sophie stared at the stocking for a moment, while Callum waited for whatever was coming next. "My socks are pink," she said.

      "Good for you?" Now he just felt confused.

      "Clam needs pink socks." She beamed up at him. "You can wear mine."

      He felt his throat tighten. "I don't think they'd fit. Your socks are made for smaller feet."

      A look of pure determination appeared on her cherub-like face. "You can wear my tights. They're big." She pointed to a spot high on her chest. "They come all the way up to here."

      A chuckle erupted from Callum before he was even aware he was amused. "Thanks, baby, but I don't think I'd suit pink."

      He'd clearly said the wrong thing because that look of determination changed to stubbornness. "Boys can wear pink too," she told him in a tone that dared him to argue.

      He held up his hands. "I know. I have no problem with pink. I just like my stuff to come in grey, blue or white."

      Yeah, she clearly wasn't impressed with that, but she let the topic drop. Behind him, Isobel muttered something in her sleep and turned over. Callum didn't worry too much about disturbing her. He'd discovered that baring her kids calling for her, she could pretty much sleep through anything.

      Feeling awkward as Sophie watched, Callum strapped on his prosthetic leg and reached for the other one. He made quick work of getting both in place while Sophie watched his every move with rapt attention. He wondered what she thought of his space-age looking metallic legs. No doubt she disapproved of the black and grey color scheme.

      "Okay," he said, standing up. "Let's go get a Band-Aid for baby giraffe."

      She held her arms up to him, having already trained him to know what that meant, and he scooped her up. She snuggled into his chest.

      "Does it hurt if somebody kicks your magic legs?" she asked.

      "No. I don't feel anything." And he'd stomp the ass of anyone who tried to kick him.

      She sighed. "I want magic legs too."

      Callum's arms tightened around her as he carried her down the hallway to the kitchen. "Did somebody kick your legs, Sophie?" He'd rip the head off any little shit who tried.

      "Mark kicked me in the sand pit. The teacher said it was an accident and Mark pologied." She rubbed her cheek against him. "I don't like Mark. He picks his nose and eats it."

      Callum didn't like Mark either. He made a note to have a word with the kid on Monday morning when he dropped Sophie off at kindy. While he was at it, he'd have a word with the teacher and his parents too. And he'd do the whole thing while wearing a pair of shorts. Let the kid and his parents get a good look at the metal legs that would kick somebody's arse if he picked on Sophie again.

      "Does Mark kick you a lot?" he asked, hearing the growl in his words.

      "No." She sighed. "Sometimes he throws sand at me. One time he shoved me." She sat up and looked at him. "He's not nice."

      No kidding. "He doesn't sound nice," Callum confirmed and Sophie snuggled back against him. In fact, he sounded like he seriously needed a lesson in manners.

      When he hit the kitchen, he flicked on the light before putting Sophie down near the countertop. He opened the drawer that was entirely filled with assorted Band-Aids and gestured to Sophie. "Which ones are best?"

      She took her time, considering all of them before choosing two--one blue and one pink. Callum dutifully put the blue Band-Aid on one of the giraffe's legs, before she handed him the pink one.

      "Baby Jwaffe is a boy, but he likes pink, just like me," she said pointedly.

      "Hey, I've got nothing against pink but my pros--I mean, magic legs only come in black and grey." And thank the Lord for that! He'd look especially intimidating wandering around in a pair of pink prosthesis.

      Appearing mollified, Sophie picked up the stuffed toy and examined the Band-Aids. "All better now," she said before kissing the giraffe.

      Callum couldn't help but smile. "Come on, time to get you back to bed. It's way too early for you to be up. And baby giraffe needs some more sleep too."

      "Okay," she raised her arms again and he picked her up. "Are you going to sleep as well?"

      There was no way in hell he'd get back to sleep now. "I'm going to do some exercises and have a bath." Which would hopefully help his aching legs. "Then I'll make breakfast for you and your mum and brother. How does that sound?"

      "Pancakes?" She batted her lashes at him.

      "Fine."

      "Pink ones?"

      "Now you're just pushing your luck."

      Sophie giggled as he took her back to her bedroom and tucked her into bed.
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      The bath had been just what he needed. He'd even decided to take his wheelchair into the bathroom instead of using his prosthetics. He might not be ready to wheel through the rest of the house, or let his new family see him in his chair, but he counted using it to the bathroom as progress.

      Seeing as it was Saturday, Callum planned on taking everyone to the natural history museum for the day. He figured everybody would get a kick out of the dinosaurs, and Isobel would like the cafe.

      With a smile on his face, he wheeled into the bedroom, where Isobel was still out cold, and came to a dead stop. Because in the space where he'd left his prosthetic legs was a tiny, pink discarded Band-Aid that had obviously fallen off a ratty stuffed giraffe.

      For a second, the room turned shades of red and he thought his head might explode. Unfortunately, he wasn't dealing with a room full of army recruits whom he could shout at until he felt better, he was dealing with a pilfering three-year-old. Growling, he threw on a grey T-shirt and a pair of black cut-off track pants that he used for workouts. Then he rolled for the door.

      "Why are you growling?" Isobel grumbled from the bed.

      He looked over his shoulder to see she'd sat up and was brushing hair away from her face. For a second, the sight of her, all rumpled and sexy, sitting in the middle of their big, crumpled bed, almost made him revise his plans. Almost.

      "Bloody Sophie stole my legs," he said instead.

      Isobel's eyes went wide as she scrambled for the edge of the bed. "Now, Callum," she said as she rushed over to him, dressed in a purple nightshirt with Winnie the Pooh's Eeyore on the front. "Don't do anything you'll regret. Remember she's just a child."

      Now that was just insulting. "I would never harm a child." And he was sorely offended that she thought so. Although, that wee boy Mark might make him change his mind on the issue.

      "I know that," she said with long suffering. "But when you shout it can be scary--for everybody, not just the kids. I'm sure she didn't mean any harm in it. She was probably just curious."

      "Aye, right."

      From what Sophie had been saying earlier, Callum suspected she'd taken them to try them on. He imagined she was tottering around her bedroom on some ill-fitting prosthetic stilts. He had to hurry. She could break her neck in those things. He pushed the wheels hard, picking up a decent speed as he hit the hallway.

      "Wait for me," Isobel called after him.

      As they passed, Jack's door opened. "What's going on?" he said as he rubbed his eyes.

      If he was surprised to see Callum in a wheelchair it didn't show.

      "Sophie stole Callum's legs and he's a bit upset," Isobel said.

      Callum growled again. He was not upset. He was worried. Sophie could hurt herself.

      "Crap," Jack said following behind them. Unlike his mother and sister, Jack didn't wear cartoons on his pajamas. He was dressed in a plain grey t-shirt and shorts.

      Callum nodded in approval as he pushed open Sophie's door. He wheeled over the threshold and came to a horrified halt. Because in the middle of Sophie's floor, with the toddler crouching over them, were his very expensive prosthetic legs. Sophie looked up and beamed at him, a paintbrush in her hand. There was a smudge of pink paint on her cheek, and glitter in her hair. But that was nothing compared to what she'd done to his legs--she'd collaged them!

      "I fixed your magic legs," she announced proudly.

      Callum opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. All he could do was stare at the prosthetics in horror. They were a sticky mess of paint, glue, glitter and assorted sparkling stickers. If he hadn't already been sitting down, he might have fainted at the sight.

      Behind him, he heard Jack start to laugh, as Isobel did her best to smother her giggle. Callum wasn't amused. He'd never get the bloody glitter out of those legs. He'd be picking it off his stumps for years to come. He'd have to get the cups swapped out, otherwise he might as well have filled the attachments with sand. That stuff would rub against sensitive skin until it was raw.

      "Do you like your pretty legs?" Sophie asked. But as she spoke, her attention drifted to his wheelchair and her eyebrows shot up. "Clam's got a pram!"

      "It's not a pram," Callum roared and was seriously disappointed when no one even flinched.

      Jack was laughing so hard, he had to hold the wall to stand up. Sophie, meanwhile, had grabbed a booklet of unicorn stickers and was heading his way.

      "Don't you dare put stickers on my pram--I mean wheelchair," Callum barked at her.

      The little terror giggled. "I got pretty pink ones." She waved the book.

      Callum grabbed the wheels of his chair and spun himself around. But Jack and Isobel were blocking the door.

      "Get out of the way," he ordered.

      Behind him, Sophie started running and, still giggling, aimed a sticker at the back of his chair. Callum spun out of her way.

      "No stickers," he told her.

      She was too busy giggling to listen, thrilled at their new game.

      "Help me," Callum appealed to Isobel as he worked to keep out of Sophie's reach.

      "Your poor legs," Isobel said, her eyes on the sticky prosthetics. "I promise I'll clean them up, good as new. Sophie! Callum's legs aren't toys! You can't play with them or turn them into artwork. You shouldn't have touched them."

      Sophie was more concerned about getting her glue covered mitts on Callum's chair than on anything her mother had to say.

      Over his dead body.

      He made a mad dash for the room door, shoving Jack aside, and wheeled out into the hallway. Sophie was fast on his heels, whooping with joy as she went. The route back to his bedroom was blocked by Jack, so he had no option but to head to the open plan living room and kitchen. He'd made two circuits of the kitchen island before he realized he was trapped in a hellish game of tag with an art obsessed three-year-old.

      This was going nowhere.

      "Open the front door," he shouted to Jack.

      If he could make it to the office building, he could lock himself inside until someone disarmed Sophie of stickers and glue.

      "Can't do that," Jack called back. "I haven't decided who's side I'm on yet."

      "How about the side of the man who's going to teach you hand-to-hand combat?" Callum argued.

      "Good point." Jack vaulted over the coffee table, ran for the main door and threw it open.

      Callum wheeled through. Sophie behind him.

      "Run ahead and open the office door," he yelled at Jack. "Here's the code." He rattled off the numbers.

      Callum wheeled down the garden path like his backside was on fire as Jack sprinted beside him.

      Sophie ran behind them, slowed down by her giggling.

      In the background, Isobel could be heard shouting, "Sophie Sinclair, you get back in this house right now. Callum's chair doesn't want stickers!"

      As they reached the ramp at the back of the Benson Security building, Jack jumped in between Callum's chair and the door, where he quickly input the code into the lock. When he was done, he flashed a grin at Callum as he opened the door.

      For one split second, they were completely in sync. It was them against the toddler, in the most ludicrous game of tag ever invented. Callum grinned back as his heart began to swell. This was what he'd been missing. This was the kind of crazy, silly thing you could only ever do with family.

      "Don't let her through this door," he said to Jack as he rolled past.

      "I'm not staying out here with her," Jack said, following him into the building. "She's covered in glue."

      The door slammed shut between them and Sophie.

      For a moment they stared at it before turning to each other.

      "Bet there's cookies in the kitchen," Jack said. "Julia hides them from Ryan but I know where she keeps them."

      "Lead on." Callum turned his chair toward the front of the building.

      Jack glanced down at the chair as they went. "Nice wheelchair," he said. "Ever thought about painting a lightning bolt on the back?"

      "Don't even think about it," Callum told him.
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        Set after The B-Team.

      

      

      

      “This is a disaster.” Elle patted the image of topless Spike, from Buffy the Vampire Slayer, that emblazoned her T-shirt. Taking some comfort in having her favorite vampire close at hand.

      Beside her, Ryan nodded solemnly. “This wouldn’t have happened if all the sensible people hadn’t taken leave at the same time.”

      Elle couldn’t agree more. With Julia, Joe, Harvard, and Rachel all on parental leave, there was a serious dearth of common sense in the London office of Benson Security.

      “It was really bad planning for Rachel and Julia to pop out their sprogs at the same time,” she said. 

      “I think Rachel proved once and for all that you can’t plan the exact time your baby will be born. This is just a series of unfortunate events,” Megan said from the reception area, her motorcycle clad feet propped up on the desk. “Helped along with a hefty dose of optimistic stupidity.” She glared at their receptionist, Isobel McKay.

      The diminutive Scot held up her hands in a “what?” gesture. “I thought the business could use some good publicity.” She frowned at each of them. “I’m a team player, helping the team.”

      “A team player who didn’t think this through.” Dimitri leaned against the open doorway into Julia’s empty office. 

      “Exactly.” Elle frowned right back at her. “Did we not teach you anything on that girls’ night where we went over thinking before talking?”

      “Wait.” Isobel’s eyes went wide. “That was for me? I thought it was just some stupid theme for the evening.”

      Megan and Elle groaned in unison.

      “This would never have happened if Julia was here,” Ryan said. “Nothing gets past her.”

      “And if it does,” Megan said. “It usually gets stalled on one of her whiteboards anyway.”

      “Another good point,” Elle gave Isobel another scathing look. “If you’d put this on a whiteboard, or even in the shared calendar, one of us would have spotted it in enough time to stop this fiasco.”

      “I made a mistake.” Isobel cocked an eyebrow, unrepentant. “So, sue me.”

      “This isn’t helping,” Dimitri said. “We’re the only staff left in the building, which means it’s up to us to sort this. Any ideas?”

      “Pull the fire alarm?” Ryan asked weakly.

      “That would only delay the inevitable,” Elle told him, “and piss off the fire brigade.”

      There was silence. Elle could almost hear creaking sounds as her team tried to think.

      “We could call Lake.” Megan didn’t sound sure.

      “And have him do what? He can’t exactly intervene from Scotland.” Elle sighed. “We might as well face it; we can’t stop this situation.” She glared at Isobel. “But I’m sure as hell going to make sure everyone knows you’re to blame for it.”

      Isobel rolled her eyes. “You’re all overreacting. Callum isn’t a child. My husband knows how to behave. He’ll be fine. You’ll see.”

      As one, all eyes turned in the direction of Callum’s closed office door and ears strained to hear anything from inside the room. There were crickets.

      “Don’t you have cameras in there?” Megan asked Elle. “Can’t we at least monitor him?”

      Elle ran her fingers through her electric blue hair and sighed. “Callum has been paranoid ever since the hallway camera incident when he was in Arness. Not that it stopped me from hiding a couple of small ones in there.” She shot Isobel another angry look. “Then your son had leave from the army and it all went to hell. Jack found Callum hunting for cameras and helpfully bought him a device that finds them. I haven’t been able to get a camera in Callum’s office since then.” She pointed at Isobel. “Your family are the source of all my problems, which is why you need constant monitoring.”

      Isobel was not intimidated. “Callum and I have sex on his desk⁠—”

      There were several groans and Ryan make puking noises.

      Isobel stuck her chin in the air and carried on. “Don’t you think it’s a little creepy that you’re recording us?”

      Elle waved a hand. “Nobody is interested in your sex life. Trust me. We’ve seen it all before.”

      “Aye, we all watched the hallway shenanigans that made Callum paranoid in the first place,” Megan said. “BTW, I don’t think I ever gave you any feedback on that.” She grinned and gave her two thumbs up.

      “Do you realize how disturbed you lot are for watching my sex life?” Isobel said.

      Megan shrugged. “I don’t see the big deal. It’s a natural part of life. Hell, you’re all welcome to watch me anytime you like.”

      Her husband straightened in the doorway behind her. “No. You’re not.”

      Ryan let out a sigh. “Hate to tell you, Dimitri, but that ship has sailed. You two have a thing for public spaces and we’ve all seen it before. More times than we care to remember.” He rubbed his eyes. “I even tried to find eyedrops that would wash that shit from my eyeballs, but the optician thought I was joking.”

      “Look.” Elle held up her hands. “We’re getting off topic and wasting time. Every minute we argue is another minute our fearless leader is locked in his office—alone with a news reporter. We need eyes and ears inside that room. Any ideas?”

      As one, everybody turned to the stairway, where their resident spy, David Knight, was lounging on the steps, an amused expression on his face as he watched them.

      “You’re the expert,” Dimitri said. “How do we monitor Callum’s interview?”

      David’s lips twitched as his eyes sparkled. “I’m still unclear on why you want to monitor him in the first place?”

      “See?” Isobel pointed at him. “That’s what I’ve been saying.”

      Megan tossed her long, tousled blond hair. “No. You’ve been saying that Callum will be fine. That’s totally different.” She paused. “And untrue because Callum hates reporters.”

      “And talking,” Ryan added.

      “And answering questions,” Dimitri said.

      “And being tactful,” Elle said.

      “You’re all overreacting,” Isobel said. “He’s a professional. Do you really think he’ll stuff this up and generate bad publicity? He’s a partner in this business and cares whether it does well or not.”

      Elle reached out to pat Isobel on the head. “You poor deluded little Scottish woman. You’re so in love with your husband that you can’t see the truth. Callum doesn’t have the patience for reporters, he cares nothing of good public relations, and deep down inside he believes he shouldn’t have to talk to anyone about his work, because that’s the way they did things in the army.”

      Isobel swatted Elle’s hand away, her face set in a stubborn frown. “He’ll be fine.”

      Clearly, they’d lost Isobel to the blindness of love. The rest of the team were on their own.

      “You need to do something,” Elle told her husband. “You’re ex-CIA. How do we get eyes and ears in that room so we can do damage control on anything Callum says?”

      David spread his hands. “Parabolic mic?”

      “It’s in the field,” Dimitri said. “It was the first thing I thought of.”

      “Borescope camera?” David said. “Thread it under the door?”

      “We don’t have one of those at the moment,” Elle said with long suffering. “Because someone borrowed it to check his drains for a blockage. That someone didn’t know what he was doing and now the camera is wedged in his drain.”

      “The YouTube video made it look so easy,” Ryan said with a shake of his head.

      “What about a stethoscope pressed against the door?” Megan asked.

      Elle was losing patience with her team. “Did you get that idea from a cartoon?”

      “No.” Megan was indignant.

      “Do you have a stethoscope?” Elle asked.

      “No.” Megan deflated.

      Elle glanced around the room. “Does anyone have a stethoscope?”

      There was silence.

      Elle turned her attention back to the surveillance expert she’d married. “Any ideas at all? I mean ones that are actually helpful.”

      “A stethoscope would have worked,” Megan muttered. “After this, I’m buying one.” She suddenly perked up and flashed a dark, sultry look at Dimitri. “We can play doctor.”

      His smile was indulgent. 

      He was soooooo easy.

      “David?” Elle prodded.

      “I don’t know what you expect me to do, Ellie Blue,” he said. “Rappel down the outside of the building? Hang upside down outside his window, like a bat, and read their lips?” When everyone seemed to consider the idea, David shook his head. “I’m joking, guys.”

      “Can you read lips upside down?” Isobel asked, genuinely curious.

      David just grinned.

      There was the sound of breaking glass and all eyes shot to the front street where a camera bounced into traffic. Callum’s door flew open, and heads quickly spun in that direction, just in time to see the red-faced journalist stalk out of the room.

      “This interview is over,” he declared, hiking his messenger bag over his shoulder. “And you’ll get a bill for my camera.”

      He stormed past them and through the front entrance, where he looked at the fragments of camera before stomping down the street.

      Callum appeared in the doorway, his feet apart and his arms folded over his regulation gray Henley. “No more bloody interviews,” he snapped before stepping back into the room and slamming the door shut.

       There was a moment of stunned silence before Elle stirred. “Damage control,” she ordered. 

      Megan and Dimitri were running for the door. “We’ll take the reporter.” They disappeared into the street.

      Isobel headed for Callum’s office. “I’ll calm the beast.” She took a deep breath before opening the door. A growl emanated before it closed behind her.

      “I’m on online containment.” Elle jogged toward the stairs and her computer lair. 

      “Guess I’m manning reception,” Ryan said with a shrug.

      David just relaxed back onto the steps and grinned.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE CHRISTENING DILEMMA

          

        

      

    

    
      Michael "Harvard" Carter opened the door to the London penthouse apartment he shared with his wife and baby daughter and smiled with genuine warmth at his in-laws.

      "There's my handsome son-in-law.” Rachel's mother, Lady Francesca Ford-Talbot, leaned in to kiss his cheek. "Are your parents here? I have some photos I must show your mother."

      "They arrived last night."

      "Good. So, they'll be over the worst of the jet lag. Are we late? Traffic was atrocious and Roger drives like an old man." She gestured over her shoulder to her husband.

      "I am an old man.” Rachel’s father shook Harvard's hand.

      Harvard grinned at them. "You're just in time. Dinner will be ready in about five minutes."

      "It smells delicious," Francesca said. “It’s such a delight to have a cook in the family. Plus,” she winked at him, “there's nothing so attractive as a man in the kitchen."

      Roger wrapped an arm around his wife's shoulders. "Oh, I don't know. You think I’m attractive when I have that little Italian restaurant you love so much cater private parties for us."

      Francesca blushed furiously. "Stop it," she chided her husband, but her eyes were dark with secrets just for him. 

      "Are you being soppy?" came a voice from behind Harvard. 

      They all turned to see Ryan Granger’s younger sister, and Rachel's mini-me, frowning at them. "Rachel said I need to watch out for you being soppy and put a stop to it ‘pretty damn quick’.”

      "Grace, darling." Francesca rushed toward her and swept her into a hug. "I didn't know it was your weekend with Rachel."

      There wasn't a person in, or attached to, Benson Security that didn't have a soft spot for the young woman. Grace had been born with Downs Syndrome and had one of the sunniest personalities Harvard had ever come across. Which made it all the more bewildering as to why she idolized his wife.

      "Every two months like clockwork," Harvard said as he closed the apartment door. "Rachel says that's the longest they can have between visits without Grace beginning to look like a version of her that's been dragged through bushes."

      "We had a haircut and a manicure." Grace held up her hands with pride, showing nails that matched Rachel's signature red.

      Francesca affectionately tucked a strand of Grace's hair behind her ear. "You look beautiful. You always do. And you don't have to copy my daughter to look that way. How many times do I have to tell you that Rachel isn't the best influence?"

      Grace's eyes went wide. "She says the same about you."

      "Honestly." Francesca glanced at Harvard with exasperation. "Please tell me you're tempering the worst of it?"

      "Don't worry." He ushered them down the hallway to the sitting room. "She may spend six weekends a year with Rachel, but she spends at least twelve with her brother, and if there's one person Grace worships more than Rachel, it's him. Right?" he asked the girl.

      "What's worship?" Grace said.

      "It's when you really like someone more than anyone else and want copy them," Harvard said.

      Grace thought about that for a minute before grimacing. "I don't want Ryan's hairstyle. He looks like a hedgehog!"

      There was no arguing with that. 

      As he followed his in-laws into the large open plan living and dining area, his eyes went straight to the sofa where Rachel sat with their baby daughter in her lap. His chest tightened at the sight of them. Very little about Rachel had softened since the birth, in public at least, but she was fiercely protective of Gwendolyn and, when she thought no one was looking, she often whispered words of love and adoration in the baby’s ear. It was an open secret in the family that Rachel was a softy when it came to their daughter. The only one who didn’t know about it was Rachel. While he watched them, Gwendolyn looked up, spotted her father and beamed at him. Okay, so maybe Rachel wasn’t the only one who’d turned soft on her arrival.

      “Beverly,” Francesca called rushing towards Harvard’s mother and enveloping her in a very enthusiastic hug. 

      The two women had been firm friends since the moment they’d met, often chatting on the phone or taking trips together. In fact, both sets of parents had taken a cruise around the Mediterranean not that long ago. It had been an anniversary gift from Rachel’s parents.

      “Abe.” Roger held out a hand to Harvard’s father. “How’s that golf swing.”

      “Just as bad as it was last time we met,” Abraham Carter said with a grin. 

      “Maybe we should try another sport while you’re here,” Roger mused. “How do you feel about tennis?”

      “I’d feel better about darts,” his father said with a laugh. “In a nice English pub with good food and cold beer.”

      “Sounds like the perfect exercise to me. Although, I’m not sure we can stretch to cold beer.” Roger bent over to press a kiss to Rachel’s cheek before kissing his granddaughter too, who cooed enthusiastically. “I swear,” he said. “She gets more beautiful every time I see her.”

      Rachel rolled her eyes. “You say that to Jonathan about his daughter too.”

      “And it’s true.” Roger stuck his chin in the air. “The Ford-Talbot genetics are strong. We produce beautiful offspring.”

      “Smart too.” Francesca reached over and took the baby from Rachel. She cuddled her tight, her whole face lighting up. “Although, I’d say Michael’s side of the family can take credit for at least half of her looks and brains. Are you going to attend MIT like your father or Cambridge like your mother?” she asked the baby who cooed and giggled and delighted in the attention.

      “Must we do this every time you’re around the baby?” Rachel said. “She’s a baby. She can’t even toilet herself let alone choose a university.”

      “But it’s all being absorbed into her smart little mind, isn’t it Gwendolyn dear?” Francesca muttered, clearly not paying any attention to her daughter.

      The interplay between Rachel and her family always amused Harvard. They all adored her and weren’t even slightly intimidated by her threats or attitude, and Rachel had no idea how to deal with their complete lack of fear. In a moment of weakness, she’d once told Harvard that they completely undermined her authority. If he hadn’t had intensive CIA training on how to bury his reactions during interrogation, he’d have cracked up laughing at her exasperation. 

      While their mothers chatted about the baby, and their fathers smiled on indulgently, Harvard checked on the food. Rachel hadn’t understood why he didn’t just have the evening catered and he’d tried to explain to her that this wasn’t an occasion, it was a family meal, but she didn’t get it. Probably because family meals for her meant formal dining and a staff who prepared the food. Still, she’d learn, even if it took a lifetime. Harvard had endless patience when it came to his wife.

      The buzzer rang and Grace shouted that she’d get the door this time. She adjusted the new Prada pantsuit, that Rachel had bought her the day before, smoothed her hair and tottered off on low black heels to let in Rachel’s grandmother. When she wasn’t visiting with them or
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