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Chapter One

 


“Oy! Morgan! Wait up!”

Morgan Phillips spun around to face the man
running toward her down the hallway of Channel 12’s news station.
“Alston?” she asked.

“I’m so glad I found you before Jamison
did,” her friend and cameraman said, breathless.

Morgan’s eyebrows furrowed in concern at the
mention of her boss. “This sounds like bad news.”

“You’d be correct,” Alston said, nervously
spinning his wedding ring around on his finger. He cast a quick
glance over his shoulder before turning back around to face her.
“Jamison’s really pissed about your report from this morning.” His
face took on a pained look. “Come on, Morgan. A tap-dancing St.
Bernard?”

“I can’t make the news, Alston. There has to
be something interesting going on first for me to report it.”
Feeling the need to defend her story, she added, “And that dog was
funny.”

Alston shrugged, as if the lack of news
shouldn’t be a factor in what she reported. “I’m just giving you a
warning. You may want to sneak out early before Jamison finds you,
and for goodness sake, try to come up with something good for
Monday.”

Morgan bobbed her head in agreement, her
heart fluttering nervously at the thought of running into her
angered boss. Lowering her voice, she hissed, “It’s just that
there’s nothing to cover around here.”

“There’s that string of extremely bloody,
violent, and, not to mention, unsolved murders,” Alston suggested,
trying for nonchalance but failing.

Morgan gave him a look that spoke volumes. “You mean
the case the police are being exceedingly tight-lipped about? Those
murders?” She rolled her eyes with a huff. “I wouldn’t be able to
get any information on that if the next victim was killed on my
front lawn.”

“You just need to trick someone involved
with the case into giving you a few minor details.”

“You want me to trick a cop into giving me
secret information? Isn’t that illegal or something?”

Alston waved her off with an unconcerned
look. “That’s called good reporting.” He rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. “There’s that one cop I always say is sweet on you.
The one that helped you up after you took a tumble down those
stairs at that political rally.”

Morgan shot him a dirty look for bringing
back the memory of her lack of grace when she’d taken a fall in
front of hundreds of witnesses. “Officer Audrick,” she said, trying
to ignore the excited thump her heart gave at the mere mention of
his name.

“That’s the one,” Alston said with a snap of
his fingers. “We have our victim. Now all we need is to get you
alone with him so you can sneak in a few sly questions.”

“I don’t know if I’m comfortable with this
plan,” Morgan said slowly.

“This is your career we’re talking about. Sometimes
you have to do underhanded things to get a good scoop. You might
have to do stuff that would make a Girl Scout frown, to get noticed
by the important people upstairs.”

Morgan’s eyes lifted to the ceiling, looking
up to where Jamison’s office sat above their heads.

“Noticed for something besides being
attacked by a squirrel on live television, that is,” Alston
added.

“That squirrel was evil!” Morgan shot back.

Alston shrugged. “If you say so.” He set her
with a challenging look. “So do you have any idea how to get
Audrick alone?”

“Well…” A few weeks ago, she’d found out
that Graham Audrick stopped at a tiny diner near her home every
Friday at the end of his shift. She’d found out by coincidence
because she herself ate at the same diner on Fridays.

She secretly looked forward to seeing him.
She enjoyed his friendly smiles and the couple minutes of sociable
chitchat they sometimes shared. How pathetic was she? The highlight
of her weekend was polite conversation with a total stranger.
Steeling her face into a determined look, she said, “I can get him
alone.”

“Then I wish you luck,” Alston said. “May
you charm the pants off of him.”

Morgan’s cheeks flushed at that statement,
but her eyes stayed confident. “I will.”


Chapter
Two

 


Morgan had her car parked along the road about half
a mile from the diner. She had the hood popped and a
damsel-in-distress expression on her face. Twice she’d had to chase
off good Samaritans so she’d appear stranded when Graham drove
up.

She’d dressed up for the occasion, wearing a denim
miniskirt and a low-cut black top. Her feet were adorned in
six-inch black heels with straps that wrapped around her calves.
They were not the kind of shoes a girl would want to be in when
stranded with a busted car. It just helped add to the persona she
was aiming for. Her waist-length black hair was straightened to
perfection and silky to the touch. She had brown highlights that
were bronzed to an ideal color. There were also minute streaks of
red mixed in as well. Her hair shined wonderfully in the sun and
her green eyes were complemented by the tasteful makeup she wore.
She looked drop-dead gorgeous, if she did say so herself.

She spotted a blue and white cruiser in the distance
and plastered a helpless look on her face.

Just as she knew he would, Graham slowed to a stop
in front of her and rolled down his window. “You having some
trouble there, little lady?”

Her eyebrows arched at that. At 5’11” she was far
from little, but she took his comment as a compliment. Running a
hand over her forehead as if she were unbelievably hot, Morgan
said, “Yeah. My car ... it seems to have given up on me.”

“Well, ain’t that a shame,” Graham sympathized, a
tiny hint of southern twang audible in his voice.

It was just enough twang to make Morgan’s toes curl
in delight.

“Do you want me to call a tow truck?” Graham asked
as he climbed out of his car to walk over to her side.

Morgan leaned over the car, arms extended to grab
the hood as she shamelessly jutted out her derriere. “Nope.” She
slammed the hood closed and turned to face him, silently thrilled
that it took him a moment to drag his eyes to her face. “My brother
owns a truck we can hook the poor thing up to. Only…” She trailed
off, biting her lip.

“Only?” Graham asked, taking the bait.

“Only he can’t tow it ‘til morning because he works
the overnight shift this week. It would be so sweet of you to give
me a lift to the diner. That way I can get some dinner while I call
around for someone to come pick me up.”

Graham motioned toward his car. “Of course.” Walking
to the passenger side, he held the door open for her like a true
southern gentleman.

Morgan felt a stab of remorse. She was lying to him.
There was nothing wrong with her car. Alston had her spare set of
keys. He and his wife were going to pick up her abandoned car and
drop it off at her house in the morning. She was only using this as
a ploy to get Graham to spend some time alone with her. First there
would be the ride to the diner and then she’d pretend that she
couldn’t find anyone to take her home. She’d weasel a lift home
from Graham, after dinner of course, giving her a few solid hours
to get him talking.

Her eyes looked Graham over as she slid into the
car, taking in his honest and open features.

He had short, dark blond hair that was spiked up and
eyes the sparkling blue of the ocean. He had what looked like a
couple days’ worth of dark blond stubble along his jaw that was
causing butterflies to go nuts in her stomach.

Graham was adorable in that boyish, innocent sort of
way. She loved that youthful, boyish look of his, yet it was the
very thing she was about to take advantage of.

“I’ll make you an even better offer,” Graham said,
breaking up her thoughts. “I’ll have dinner with you. I was already
headed to the diner anyway,” he said with a friendly smile. “When
we finish, I’ll give you a ride home.”

“Oh, I couldn’t impose like that,” Morgan replied,
inwardly smiling at the fact that he’d taken the bait she’d dangled
in front of him. She hadn’t even needed to pretend that her family
was unavailable to pick her up. He’d played more perfectly into her
hands than she’d even imagined possible.

“I insist.”

Feigning as though she was thinking on it, Morgan
finally broke into a grin that signified she was giving in. “Why
not? It sounds nice to have company for once on a Friday night.”
Well, that had come out a tad more pathetic than she’d been going
for.

“And here I thought you liked eating alone,” Graham
commented as he pulled into the diner parking lot.

“Why would you think that?” Morgan asked with a
little laugh.

He tossed her another adorable grin, stretching a
tanned arm over her seat as he looked behind them to back into a
parking space. “You always have a ton of paperwork around you and
you always look so busy. I’d have invaded your table months ago,
but you looked like you were enjoying the solitude.”

Morgan felt her heart melt at that. “You should have
come over. I wouldn’t have minded.”

“Well, now I know.”

As she climbed out of the car, Morgan tossed him a
flirtatious smile. “Now you have no excuse to ignore me.”

Graham held the door of the diner open for her and
Morgan stepped through, her heart aching. She liked Graham. She
really, really didn’t like this plan.


Chapter
Three

 


Twenty minutes had passed since Morgan and Graham
were shown to a table. They both had been given their food and were
talking about the weather, their dinner, and the usual pointless
topics one would bring up when they didn’t know the other person
well.

Nervously, Morgan took a deep breath. She needed to
bring up the murders, but she needed to do it casually. If she
brought it up in a way Graham found suspicious, he would clam up
and she would never get him to speak freely in front of her
again.

She waited until there was a lull in the
conversation, then tried to sound casual as she said, “So what’s
new in the world of police work?” She held her breath, waiting for
his angry accusations, but they never came.

“Not too much. It’s a big city, so we see the usual
riffraff you would expect, but usually nothing too dangerous,” he
responded, taking a bite of his burger and leaning nonchalantly
back in his seat.

“That’s good,” she said slowly, trying to plot out
where to go with this. She had to be very delicate with the way she
approached the subject of the murders. She couldn’t be too obvious
and just rush into things. She had to use a little tact, a little
slyness. “I would hate for you to get injured in the line of
duty.”

His eyes swept almost thoughtfully over her face
before he
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