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***

For those who work a little too hard. Give yourself a break. You need your downtime too.
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

Copyright © 2022 by Rebecca Andrew

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Dread filled Lorna’s gut as she read the headlines.

Her editor, Jessie, at The Newbourne Reporter was going to be furious.

Once again, The Bulletin Post had snagged another amazing story. She didn’t know how they managed to find out all the gory details before anyone else, but it was becoming a problem.

Lorna slaved away in college and university, eager to become a top newspaper journalist. She wanted to be the one to bring the news to life, to instil the love of newspapers and news. But she didn’t want to become a gossip rag. No. She wanted to do it right.

People had a right to know what was going on in the world, be that local news or worldwide news. To be able to control that, to inform people of the goings-on, it gave her such a rush.

The picture staring up at her of a local green peace charity leader, Jacob John, of The Green Society, dumping rubbish in the woods was something everyone needed to know. Lorna was a big advocate for saving the planet. She hated how the planet was suffering thanks to humans. Animals were dying out from being hunted, the greenery was disappearing thanks to everywhere being urbanised.

Something had to be done. The Green Society was supposed to be all for that.

Apparently, their leader thought he was better than the rest of the planet.

Shaking her head, Lorna closed the app and pocketed her phone. Finishing the last of her coffee, she pushed to her feet, thanked the barista and darted out the door. She wasn’t due to start work for another hour but she needed to get a head start on her article. The pressure would be on to beat the latest scandal. The problem was her sources were coming up empty.

The sales would be off the charts for The Bulletin. A wonderful thing for Valentine’s week. Sales always seemed to dip around Valentine’s. Just like Lorna’s mood. To her, Valentine’s Day was overrated. There was so much hype about it. 

At this time of year, nobody had anything remotely interesting to say, which meant she had nothing to report. Everything was all hearts, flowers and love. That was great, but it didn’t usually sell many papers. Her editor wanted sales. There were bits and pieces about gang-related crime, but she couldn’t publish an article without some facts, some evidence.

The last thing she wanted was to publish a lie and her editor need to print a retraction. She was sure to lose her job if she did that. She spent her working life, building up a reputation of being an honest journalist. When she landed her job at The Newbourne Reporter, she was pleased to find out her editor, Jessie, was the same. The pressure to get a story was high, but the pressure on getting the truth out there was higher. That suited her. She was not half-hearted about her work. She dedicated every minute to writing and the truth.

Of course, writing the truth came at a cost. There was a stack of hate mail hidden in a cupboard in Jessie’s office. Some threats, some just simple ‘I hate you’ or ‘You ruined my life.’ Not one to take a chance, a couple of years ago, her editor hired security guards for the building.

Lorna didn’t think there was any need in them. But she wasn’t one to complain.

Especially when they looked like Brandon Mathers.

Just thinking about him had her insides turning to mush.

The sensation was made worse when she clapped her eyes on the building. The ground floor was all glass windows, each one partitioned by pillars. There at the desk was the security guard in question, Brandon.

Her heart did a little pitter-patter in her chest.

He was gorgeous. Muscular, a sexy side smile and a Michael Bublé hairstyle. But it was his eyes that always captivated her. They were a gorgeous blue. Whenever she looked into them, she could see everything she wanted in a man. Strength, understanding, respect. When he was wearing his uniform, wow... Hot, hot, hot. There was no other way to describe him.

Lorna tried to flirt, to drop a hint of her intentions. She liked him. He just never got the hint. Or he did, but he wasn’t interested? It would be great to know... But even if he was, she was always busy with work. When would she have time to go on a date?

Stepping into the building, she made her way over to sign in.

“Good morning, Brandon. Anything exciting to report?”

“Good morning, Lorna. Not at the minute,” he said with a side smile.

Ignoring the rush of desire that sexy smile caused; she leaned against the counter, propping her chin in her hand. “That’s no good. I need something to write about.”

“You’ll find something, you always do.”

“That’s true.” She checked her watch and sighed, “I best get up there. Jessie is already going to be pissed thanks to that article from the Bulletin.”

“The Green Society one?” guessed Brandon.

“Yes, that’s the one.”

“Good luck.”

“Thank you.” She winked at him, before trudging to the lift.

Stepping inside, Lorna pressed the button for the tenth floor and turned to watch the doors close. Her eyes landed on Brandon; he was watching her. He nodded at her before turning to watch the security cameras.

She couldn’t work it out. Yes, he was good looking, and a nice guy. She had met many nice guys over the years. But none of them made her feel like he did. What was it about him that affected her so? Why him? How could he affect her in such a way?

Sighing, she pushed her questions to the back of her mind and braced herself for a long day and an even longer week. Jessie was going to be hounding her for a story, she just had to figure out what she was going to write about. There had to be something.

One way or another she would sort it out. She had to.

Her career depended on it.
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