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Chapter One

 


"You want me to do what? Have you
completely lost the ability to use your brain cells?" Sylvia stared
at her best friend in disbelief. As if it wasn't bad enough Kathy
had dragged her to this club and insisted she wear this ridiculous
outfit. An outfit, which had every male in their vicinity treat her
like just another one of the overinflated Barbie dolls that filled
this place. Now, Kathy wanted Sylvia to…

"I won't do it. I don't even know what
the blasted man looks like, for pity's sake. You know damned well I
don’t go to the movies, and I don’t read the stupid gossip mag you
chose to work for. This is insane. Get her to do her own dirty
work. I'm going home!"

"Sylvia, please, you can't. This is my
chance to finally get my own column. I'm so done with being her
lackey, you know that. All we have to do is find him, get some
pictures, and Evelyn can do the rest."

Oh, blast it all to
damnation and back.

Kathy's green eyes bored into her. She
clamped her hand on Sylvia's arm to stop her from leaving. Anxiety
poured off Kathy in waves.

"And why can the great Evelyn not do
this herself?" Sylvia asked.

"He'll run a mile, that's why. The man
has a completely unreasonable dislike of reporters, especially
female ones. He hasn't been in London for a while, so this may be
the only chance we have to get close. Please, I wouldn't ask, but,
according to Evelyn, he was checking you out before she lost him on
the dance floor."

Seriously?
Kathy had definitely lost the plot. Mr.
Sex-on-Legs Sven Larsson had been checking her
out—as if!

"Are you hearing yourself? Why on
earth would a fancy, schmanzy film star be checking me out? And,
even if he was, why on earth would I let a man with his reputation
anywhere near me?"

Sylvia might not read the papers, but
even she'd heard of Sven Larsson's reputation as a womanizer
extraordinaire, and his penchant for kinky sex. Whilst that thought
might get Sylvia excited again in the privacy of her bedroom,
reading her smutty novels, she wasn't dumb enough to place her
trust and her body into the hands of any man ever again. Let alone
with the added kink. Therein lay a recipe to disaster.

"Because you owe me a favor? Please?"
Kathy's desperate voice in her ear shook Sylvia out of her internal
thoughts. "All you have to do is find him and let him … well, you
know. A few pictures, and, hey presto, I have my column. You never
know, you might even enjoy it."

“You’re not going to let
this go, are you?” Sylvia had to shout to make herself heard over
the din of the thumping music. The live band had started up again,
and the crowd of young and beautiful people gyrated on the dance
floor. The exclusive and newly opened club was spread over two
floors and was heaving tonight. Sublime promised ultimate
exclusiveness to its rich clientele. From the glass interior to the
exotic plants and secluded VIP booths to the free champagne
included with your overpriced ticket, the place reeked of
overindulgence.

“I can’t let it go,
Sylvia. This is my chance. You must see that.” Kathy’s obvious
desperation increased Sylvia’s unease. This was supposed to be a
much needed night out, financed by Whisper, the gossip rag Kathy had
sold her soul to. Instead, the arrival of Kathy’s boss Evelyn—a
bleached blonde with impeccable styling, who was completely
ruthless in her pursuit of the latest story—had turned this into
another work night for Sylvia’s oldest friend. And, fool that she
was, Sylvia was stuck in the middle.

“Kathy, I’m a mum of
three, not some sex kitten out to seduce Sweden’s answer to Brad
Pitt.”

“Exactly, that’s why it’ll
work. He’ll never suspect you, and, as for sex kitten, you give a
good impression of one.”

An hour later, Sylvia
groaned to herself as she remembered that ridiculous conversation.
But, damn it, she did owe Kathy, and she'd reluctantly agreed to
find the great Sven Larsson, or rather to be found by him. In the
process, she drank far too much of the free champagne and had been
manhandled by God only knows how many sleaze balls on the dance
floor. And had the man shown up? Of course not. Why would he? Now,
her feet hurt like hell in the heels she wasn't used to wearing,
and she’d lost count of how many times she had to pull the hemline
of her clingy sheath dress down to maintain some form of
dignity. Sex kitten, my ass!
The god-awful music had given her the mother of
all headaches, and, to top it all, her latest dance partner was far
too persistent with his wandering hands. Pleading the need to
powder her nose, she managed to slip away. If only she could find
her way out of this dump. It was a maze back here in the
Employees Only area of
the club. Evelyn's shrill laughter warned her of the woman’s
approach. Gah,
Kathy’s boss was the last person Sylvia wanted to see. She had to
find somewhere to hide—now.
Sylvia scrambled through a door marked “private”
and almost broke her nose on an inconveniently placed wall of
muscle.

Oh, of all the blasted
things to happen. What now?

She was marginally
grateful for the strong male arm round her waist, which stopped her
from teetering over in the damned high-heeled torture objects that
masqueraded as her shoes. Until she looked up into a pair of
ice-cold, blue eyes, shamelessly assessing her from head to
toe. The nerve of the
man. And why in hell was she not more
annoyed by the blatant male interest evident in that lazy
smile?

"You do know this area is off limits?"
The man's deep, gravelly voice washed over Sylvia, and her
breathing hitched against her will as her heart fell into her
stomach. That slight accent had to be the sexiest sound
ever.

Shit! Had she walked into one of the bouncers? Her nose still stung
from the contact with his chest, and the arm, which held her far
too close to that muscular body, seemed made from steel. Her
efforts to step away from him achieved absolutely nothing. The
impossibly tall male simply tightened his hold on her until she was
so close to him, she was sure the heat of his skin scorched hers
through the thin layer of her sorry excuse of a dress.

"I-I didn't mean any harm, so, if
you'll just let go of me, I'll be off again."

"I don't think so, lady. So, what are
you doing here?"

His deep, male chuckle
made Sylvia look up. Oh, bother, he was gorgeous when he smiled,
whoever he was. Slightly too long, blond hair fell over one eye.
The barely-there stubble on his chiseled chin drew her gaze to his
full, sensuous mouth, and her heart missed a few beats.
Oh God,
what the hell are you doing, girl, ogling him as
though he was candy on a plate? How much
champagne had she had? Talk about jumping from the frying pan into
the fire.

"So, you burst through that door, and
fell into my arms for no reason whatsoever?"

His chuckle deepened as heat crept
into her cheeks, and she inwardly cursed at her tendency to
blush.

"I did not fall into your arms. It's
just these damn shoes."

Oh, shit, why had she said that, and
what was wrong with her voice? Did that husky, breathy squeak
really come from her? At least he released her slightly after she
spoke, even if his next words made her tummy flip over and her toes
curl in the cherry-red sling backs she'd borrowed from her eldest
daughter

"Mmm, how could you blame those sexy
things? Especially when they make your legs look this
fantastic?"

As the heat of his gaze traveled over
her skin like a slow, physical caress, she drew in a sharp breath
when he reached her abdomen. His visual inspection skimmed over her
embarrassingly erect nipples before he finally settled back on her
face with the most sinful smile she'd ever seen on a
man.

"How dare you? Let me go, and I will
be out of your hair, before I scream and—"

"And what? Have you forgotten that
you're the one trespassing here? I could have you
arrested."

At the sound of Evelyn's voice just
outside the door, the man swore in a foreign language, and the grip
on her arm grew painful. He settled one large hand over her mouth,
his voice an angry whisper in her ear.

"Friends of yours?"

Sylvia shook her head, her shriek
muffled under his hand as he lifted her cleanly off the floor. He
pinned her against the wall, effectively hiding them from view
behind the thick curtain of the alcove, as Evelyn stepped into the
room with one of the bouncers.

"Damn, he's not here, Pete. You said
he would be."

"He should be, sugar. Knowing Sven,
he's skipped off with some hot lady. Not my fault, now what about
my payment?"

The male growl in her ear made Sylvia
shiver, and she risked a peek at his strong profile. The
unmistakable sounds of sex reached them through the curtains, and
his lips turned down in disgust.

Oh. My. God.

Was there nothing that
Evelyn would not do for a story? It seemed Whisper’s top investigative reporter
was indeed as ruthless as her reputation suggested. The sounds grew
more urgent, and Sylvia rolled her eyes. Mr. Sex-on-Legs's frown
changed into a smile, as he looked down on her. He slowly withdrew
his hand, and raised one long finger to his mouth
instead.

Oh, this was just great. She was
hiding out like some schoolgirl, afraid to be dragged to the
headmaster, with a man who sent all her female instincts into
hyper-drive whilst, mere feet away from them, Kathy's boss was
having wild monkey sex with the bouncer from the sounds of it. She
screwed her eyes shut, and wished like hell she could do the same
with her ears, as her body responded to the unmistakable sounds and
smells of sex in the room in a purely animalistic way. Nothing at
all to do with the man stood next to her. His harsh breaths in her
ear skimmed across the sensitive skin of her neck, and he pulled
her closer into his long frame.

Yeah, keep fooling
yourself.

Oh, bother, judging by the tense way
he held her, Mr. Far-Too-Sure-Of-Himself was as affected as she was
by the unexpected position of voyeur they'd been forced into. Who'd
have thought it could be so erotic?

“Really, does Evelyn think
she's Meg Ryan, acting out an orgasm, for pity's sake?”

Sylvia registered her companion's low
chuckle into her shoulder, and opened her eyes in horror. Had she
said that out loud? One quick peek at his amused eyes and the
raised eyebrow confirmed that she had.

Fortunately, Evelyn's
scream, as she hit the peak of her climax, had joined the male
groans of her partner in crime and drowned out Sylvia's comment.
She couldn't help but roll her eyes again at the insane noise
levels. Seriously? She shook her head in disgust. The man’s large hand under her
chin forced her to look up into intense, blue eyes that held an
unmistakable challenge.

"Think she's faking it? Maybe he's
some hot stuff, and she can't help it…"

Heat flooded her cheeks at
the tone of that whisper, which started an answering heat low in
her abdomen, and she clamped her thighs together in a vain effort
to stop herself from reacting. Blast it
all to hell and back. Her long forgotten
libido had to choose now
to make its reappearance?

"Of course she's faking
it." Sylvia hissed her reply through clenched teeth, furious with
her own body's traitorous reaction to the sexy stranger and
grateful beyond relief for the muffled sounds of clothing being
rearranged. Good.
The sooner they left, the sooner she could get out of
here.

A short-lived relief, as
Evelyn and her consort appeared to settle down to having a
conversation. A match was struck, the immediate smell of smoke
making Sylvia feel nauseous. Oh, for
crying out loud!

The whisper in her ear made her forget
all about what might be happening on the other side of that
curtain, however.

"Not a screamer yourself then, or have
you simply not met the man to make it happen?"

Who the hell did the man
think he was? Of all the arrogant things to say.
Come on, girl. Find some backbone from
somewhere.

"I suppose this is where you're
telling me your women scream in ecstasy like some stuffed pig?
Fancy yourself—much?"

Something hot and dangerous flashed in
those ice blue eyes at the same time as the click of the door
signaled they were alone once again. Sylvia barely managed to
stifle an involuntary moan when he pulled her flush into his
length. His hands cupped her backside and brought her tummy in
direct contact with his groin and his very obvious
arousal.

Oh shoot! Now look where
your big mouth got you!

"Only one way to find out, lady. I'm
game if you are."

Moist heat pooled between Sylvia's
thighs at the growled suggestion and the wicked smile that
accompanied the words.

"My, I'm surprised you can walk
straight with an ego that size, Mister. And, for the record, I'm
not interested in becoming another notch on your bedpost. Now, let
me go."

Her shove to his broad chest resulted
only in another chuckle. He cupped her chin and forced her to look
up into far too knowing eyes.

"Liar! And it's not my ego stopping me
from walking straight, honey. That would be all your
fault."

The way he ground his lean hips
suggestively made Sylvia gasp, and, before she could think of one
sensible reply, that sinful mouth swooped down. His tongue slipped
into her moan, and she stopped thinking all together. Every stroke,
nip, and suckle increased the fire in her veins to flashpoint,
until she couldn't help but kiss him back, long forgotten needs
driving her on. When his hands once again roamed to her backside,
it seemed the most natural thing in the world to lock her legs
round his hips. A dark thrill of feminine power shot through Sylvia
at the very male groan in response, and his hands tightened on her
butt cheeks as he took the kiss deeper. His hips mirrored every
thrust of his tongue, pushing his hard cock further into her
already drenched thong. The thin barrier of their clothing added to
the friction setting her alight.

They both froze at the
shrill sound of a phone, and, with another groan, he released
Sylvia gently. Her jelly-like knees would not have been able to
hold her upright, had it not been for his body holding her up
against the wall. With a muffled curse and a rueful smile in her
direction, his breathing as heavy as her own, he flipped the phone
open. Sylvia did not understand a word of the rapid conversation
that ended in a curt, "Tack,
George."

"That was my driver. Let's
get you out of here and somewhere more comfortable and finish this,
shall we, älskling?"

He grabbed her with one hand and
propelled her along and out of the door along the narrow corridor.
It led them further backstage in the elusive club before she even
realized what was happening.

"Hang on, stop, will you? I'm not
going anywhere with you. I don't even know your name."

He stopped so abruptly she would have
fallen over, had he not steadied her. She couldn't read his
expression at all.

"You really have no idea who I am,
have you?"

He mumbled something under his breath,
and his features softened slightly before they turned grim at the
commotion behind them.

"Here come the vultures; no time to
explain. Just trust me, will you?"

Sylvia stared at the outstretched
hand. A horrible suspicion dawned on her at what she heard behind
them, but she grabbed his hand with a feeble nod. He pulled her
through the approaching fire exit. The fresh air hit her like a
sledgehammer, and she stumbled, barely aware of his muffled curse
and the flashlights exploding around them. As bodies closed in
around her, she struggled for breath. Strong arms came round her
waist to hold her up, and a worried voice rumbled in her
ear.

"Are you okay?"

Blissful darkness claimed her before
she could make sense of any of it.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Sven woke up with a smile with a warm
female body nestled into his side. Her by-now familiar scent
wrapped itself around his senses like a warm cocoon. Well, that had
been interesting—at least until she'd so spectacularly fainted in
his arms. He propped himself up on one elbow, and carefully moved
the long, blonde strands of hair that covered her face, mindful to
not wake her. Even with the faint smudges of eye makeup, his
companion was beautiful in a classic sense and looked very young
and peaceful in her sleep. His smile deepened, as he recalled the
way she'd fallen into his arms all flustered. Her long hair had
tumbled down her back, and the clingy sheath dress she'd been
barely wearing, had showed her spectacular curves off to
perfection. He'd noticed her earlier across the crowded club.
Perched on a barstool, she'd looked as though she'd wanted to be
anywhere else. She'd clutched her gin &tonic as though her life
depended on it, completely ignoring the man next to her, who'd been
trying to draw her into a conversation whilst he'd stared down her
cleavage. But it had been the deliberate way she'd poured her drink
into the sleaze bag's groin when his hand had wandered to her
breast that had really made him chuckle—before the sight of the
reporter bitch had forced him underground.

Damn it, he should have left then, but
he hadn't wanted to be on his own with the anniversary of his
brother's death this close, and he needed to get laid, simple as.
He hadn't realized how badly until this mystery lady had ended up
in his arms and the instant chemistry had sprung up between
them.

He did like his women bratty, and
she'd not disappointed when he'd finally caught up with her. If her
passionate responses in that alcove were anything to go by, they
were going to have themselves a shitload of fun, if he had anything
to say about it. That's if she didn't kill him when she woke up.
Admittedly, he'd had no choice but to take her with him, after
she'd passed out on him, but he got the distinct feeling she
wouldn't see it that way. He didn't even know her name.

Best haul your ass out of
bed then, man.

With one last lingering
look at the sleeping beauty, he headed for the shower and ignored
his flashing phone. So much for keeping a low profile whilst in
London. No doubt the pictures of the two of them would be all over
the papers by now. Skit,
he was supposed to tidy up his image, not add to
the womanizing rumors, no matter how hot the woman in question was,
or how much he looked forward to making her blush again. Not to
mention how much his fingers itched to redden her ass, and
that urge he hadn't
indulged in for far too long.

****

Sylvia woke up slowly.
Late morning sunlight streamed into her eyes. Darn it, had Timmy
opened her curtains again? The silk sheets that slid across her
bare skin wrenched a content moan from her. Silk? Before her still
sleep-befuddled brain could process that information, the sight of
Mr. Sex-on-Legs strolling into the bedroom completely naked made
her dive back under the sheet with a shriek.

Oh. My. God. Don't look
down. Do not look
down.

In fact, screwing her eyes tight shut
seemed to be by far the safest option right now. His amused chuckle
caused heat to rise in her cheeks. When would she learn to control
that annoying habit, damn it?

"Why so shy, mystery lady? You
certainly weren't last night."

No. Oh, no. We didn't, did
we?

She risked a peep in the
general direction of that sinful drawl and was rewarded with
another deep laugh as her eyes settled on the man's broad chest
located right in front of her. A light dusting of chest hair
caressed pectorals to die for, narrowing down over a six pack
toward—oh my.

"Like what you see, mystery
lady?"

Oh, hell, how had she gotten herself
into this mess?

"Stop calling me that. I have a name,
for pity's sake, and would it kill you to put some clothes
on?"

The amused snort she heard as the bed
dipped next to her sent her heartbeat into overdrive. He tugged one
strand of her hair and pulled her closer into his warmth, and his
clean, just-showered male scent enveloped her.

"Being this is
my hotel suite and
you're naked in my bed, getting dressed now would surely be a complete waste of
time, älskling."

Oh, fucking
hell.

Sylvia scooted as far away as the
scant cover of her sheet would allow. She cursed her blinking
hormones. They made her want nothing more but to take the man up on
the blatant invitation in those ever darkening eyes smiling down on
her, but this just wasn't her. And, please God, they hadn't done
anything last night. Surely she'd remember that?

"What time is it?"

"I've no idea. Why? Got a husband you
need to rush back to?"

"What? No. I mean, that's none of your
business. I just need to get home."

Oh, fuck, she must not cry, not here,
not now. What the hell was up with her this morning? The suddenly
heavy silence between them was shattered by a vicious curse, and
she winced at the menacing glare he threw toward her before he
mercifully pulled on faded jeans and stalked from the
room.

"Shower is yours. I suggest you use
it. You'll find your clothes in the bathroom. I'll be next
door."

He slammed the door with such force,
Sylvia jumped.

What the hell had she said to make him
that angry?

****

Fuck, he needed a drink. How the fuck was he going to get out of
this? Sven gulped the ice cold bottle of beer down in one go. Thank
God for well-stocked mini-bars. His flashing phone caught his
attention. He winced seeing six messages from Vera, his PR lady,
and long-term friend. His blood reached boiling point during the
enlightening phone call that followed. To think she was married had
been bad enough, but this…

Sven paced the length of the living
area of his suite like a caged panther. He was such a goddamned
fool. This whole thing had setup written all over it, hadn't it?
Not knowing who he was … damn it. That had been such a turn on.
She'd played her act well—he had to give her that.

How he’d managed to stop himself from
grabbing her cute ass out of the shower and throwing her out of his
suite he would never know.

Think, man, think.
Damage limitation. That's what was needed now,
according to Vera, and he needed to keep his wits about him when
she finally reappeared out of that shower. What was taking her so
long?

Another vicious curse in
Swedish almost drowned out the soft female gasp behind him, and his
gut clenched when he saw her stood in the doorway. Hair still wet
from her shower, her teeth worried that full bottom lip, and she
stared up at him with huge, blue eyes. Fuck, she looked damned hot, trying
to tuck the skirt of that sinful dress lower down her thighs. The
action only served to give him a better view of her fabulous
cleavage, and he groaned under his breath as all his blood shot
south. Damn it, he was not going to be ruled by his cock, no matter
how neatly packaged the bait. By God, he hoped she was paid well!
She bloody deserved an Oscar.

"Is everything all right?"

Her wobbly, breathy voice made him
clench his teeth. He schooled his features into indifference,
grabbed the damning newspaper, and threw it toward her.

"Everything is just fine
and dandy, Sylvia. I'm assuming that is your real name?"

The newspaper fluttered to
the floor in front of her, and, if anything, her eyes grew wider.
One hand went to her mouth—and damn it if she wasn't swaying. She
wasn't going to faint again, was she? And
what do you care if she does, man? This is all an act,
Remember?

Nonetheless, he took a step toward
her, relieved to see some color come back into her cheeks, and he
grabbed her round the waist to steady her. She leant into him for
just a second, before she pushed against his chest, and he let her
go.

"Oh God, you're Sven Larsson, and
we're all over the papers. I'm going to kill her!"

What the hell was the woman going on
about now?

****

Sylvia's heart beat so
fast the blood rushed in her ears. What had she done? Not only was
she plastered all over the newspapers, she had spent the night with
Sven Larsson for God's sake. The man had a reputation a mile long,
none of it good, and the bloody cow had named
her—named her for
fuck's sake! God, she had to get home. With a bit of luck, this
would turn out to be just a particularly bad dream, brought on by
too much champagne. Surely she would wake up in a minute back in
her own bed with Timmy jumping all over her as usual.

The disdain in the male voice washing
over her robbed her of that hopeful illusion. His accent was
thicker now. How the hell had she not noticed last night? She might
not go to the movies a lot, but Larsson was a household name. His
height alone should have made her realize it was him, and, damn it,
hadn't it been her mission to find him?

Congrats, girl, you more
than succeeded. You fucking excelled!

"You're going to kill who exactly? Do
enlighten me. I would love some insight into that deceitful little
head of yours."

"I'm deceitful? Says the man who
dragged me back to his hotel suite to do goodness only know what.
Why the hell did you not tell me who you were? I'd never have gone
with you, had I known."

"Oh, cut the bull, lady. Of course you
knew who I was, but I've got to give it to you. You should go into
acting. You certainly had this mug fooled. But what could I expect
from the likes of you?"

The scathing once over he
gave her body hit Sylvia like a physical slap. How dare he?

"I don't know who you think I am, but
if you think for one minute that I'd choose to be associated with a
man like you, then your ego is even more inflated than I first
thought."

His sneering laughter just
annoyed her more. He turned his back on her, and she swallowed. The
faded denim of his jeans showcased his tight butt to perfection.
Unwanted heat coiled low in her belly. She remembered that he
hadn't bothered with underwear, and the equally tight black vest
top he now wore only emphasized his broad shoulders. The muscles in
his biceps flexed as he raised another beer bottle and swallowed
its contents in one long gulp. God, the man really was sex on legs,
and she had to get home and away from him. The best sex in the
world wasn't worth this, and, besides, she couldn't remember a
thing about last night, damn it. You'd think she would at least
remember something for God's sake. What was the point of all this public
humiliation and the tongue lashing she knew would be waiting for
her at home, if she couldn't even remember sleeping with the
man?

"If you just call me a cab, I'll be
out of your hair."

"I don't think so, lady. Vera is
working on a gag order right now, and, until I hear from her,
you're staying right here. There will be no kiss-and-tell story. So
sorry to disappoint you, but your neat little plan backfired. No
pound of flesh today, other than the filth already spread by your
reporter friend."

That did it!

"Who the hell do you think you are to
talk to me like that? I can assure you Evelyn Jones is no friend of
mine, and why on earth would I want to broadcast a kiss-and-tell
story about you? Haven't there been enough already? Perhaps you
should try acting for a change, instead of forcing yourself on
unconscious women."

The furious snarl her
shouted words elicited from him made her jump. She backed away as
he advanced toward her, a murderous expression on his face. Oh,
hell, he looked ready to kill her.

Good going, see what your
big mouth has gone and done now.

Larsson's temper was as legendary as
his womanizing, and, right now, it was all directed toward her. He
backed her up against a wall, and one hand braced on either side of
her head, he caged her in. His deep breaths were as heavy as hers,
and, heaven help her if his glaring down on her wasn't the sexiest
thing ever. Sylvia clamped her thighs together and bit into her
bottom lip to stop herself from reacting. But there was nothing at
all she could do about the moisture between her legs and the way
her nipples strained against the confines of her bra. His suddenly
heated gaze travelled over her, and his mouth hovered over hers.
God, he smelled so good. The faint woodsy scent of his aftershave
mixed with his own pure male arousal. She shut her eyes to at least
cut out one of her senses that threatened to lead her
astray.

His low whisper against the fevered
skin of her neck made her moan, even as his words both appalled and
aroused her.

"I've never taken a woman against her
will, and you can't tell me that you aren't wet for me right
now!"

Oh God!

"I'm not!"

The rasp of morning stubble against
her neck sent a renewed burst of moisture into her already slick
pussy lips, and his knowing chuckle made her groan as he kissed his
way along her jaw line.

"Open your eyes, and look at me, if
you want to convince me of that, but your body gives you away, my
sweet. I can smell you want me."

Sylvia did force her eyes open then,
only to lose herself in the depths of the ice blue gaze that held
her captive.

"That's as may be, but it doesn't mean
I have to act on it." With strength she didn't know she had, she
pushed him away from her and ducked under his arms, only for one
strong hand to clamp against her arm and yank her back into his
hard frame. Damn, there wasn't an ounce of fat anywhere on that
torso, and the bulge in his jeans left her in no doubt that he
wanted her as badly as she did him.

If only he wasn't this big star and
she was free to just let herself go for once, but she couldn't
afford to. She just couldn't.

"Please, just let me go. I
need to go home. You won't need any gag order. I won't say
anything. Please, I'm sorry about the pictures, but the bitch
pulled me over the hot coals, too. I never wanted any of this. And
regardless of what it says in there, I do not work for
Whisper."

Damn, she was not going to cry. She
was stronger than this.

"You expect me to believe
that?"

His tone was cynical, but his bruising
grip on her arm lessened slightly. He used one thumb to wipe away
the single tear that managed to escape down her cheek.

"Quit the waterworks, lady. It doesn't
wash."

He gentled his grip on her further,
however, and Sylvia found herself pulled into his frame once again
as the tears started in earnest. She clung to his chest, grateful
for his strength.

****

Fucking hell, why did she
have to start to bawl? He never knew what to do with a crying
woman. And, not only that, but all the fight had gone out of her as
she clung to him. It almost made him believe her.
Almost. But he would be
a fool to let her go. He knew nothing about her other than what was
written about her in Jones's column, which wasn't much. So why was
she getting so hell-bent out of shape at having been named in the
paper? Okay, the pictures left little to the imagination. With her
curves almost spilling out of her dress, she was draped all over
him, and she looked as though she'd had a good seeing to, but,
fuck, they could have gotten much more explicit ones, considering
what they had almost done in that alcove. Skit, had there been cameras? He
would have to get Vera on the case, before Jones's gossip mag got
hold of any possible tapes, if they hadn't already. That was all he
needed.

Fortunately, she seemed to have
stopped crying. She tensed in his arms, and he reluctantly let her
go.

"Are you going to tell me what that
outburst was all about?"

She looked up at him with
tear-stained eyes, and the hopeless expression pulled at his
protective instincts. Skit, what was it about this woman
that got to him and had him acting so out of character?

"I'm sorry. It won't happen again. I
just really need to get home, please."

"Why? What's so damn important at
home?"

She straightened her
shoulders and wrapped her arms around herself. Sven couldn't help
but admire how the action pushed her breasts up even more. His body
reacted in typical fashion. If it was a deliberate move on her
part, he couldn't tell, but he doubted it, the way she was staring
far away lost in thought. Had he got her all wrong? Was she as much
of a victim in this as he was? After all, Mamma always accused him of being
far too cynical. But she was a hopeless romantic and saw only the
good in everyone. Years in the business had taught him otherwise.
The enticing bundle of curves in front of him had been in the club
last night, dressed to kill, and she'd as good as admitted that she
knew about Jones's plans. If they had somehow backfired on her,
too, well, that was just too fucking bad.

"Are you going to tell me? Or do you
need more time to get your lies straight?"

The fire in her eyes made him smile.
That was better. Sassy he could deal with. The tears and
vulnerability she'd displayed moments before just made him
nervous.

"I. Do. Not. Lie! Not that I expect
you, arrogant oaf, to believe me. I need to get home to my son.
He'll be wondering where I am."

Sven whistled under his breath. Heck,
he hadn't been expecting that. But, then, the faint marks on her
belly should have given him a clue. It's not as though he didn't
know about babies. Sven pushed the uncomfortable thought back. He'd
have to ring home later anyway, and this woman's private life was
none of his business.

"How convenient to remember him now.
What the fuck were you doing at the cattle market last night if
you've a son to take care of?"

Two high spots of color on her cheeks
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