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      This day was not getting any better.

      She was going to have words to her friend for setting her up with Wayne. Wayne the Pain, she’d already dubbed him in her mind. Yeah, it was juvenile, she knew that, but she had to find ways of coping with this disaster of a date. Okay, it was technically their second date. The dinner date last week hadn’t gone so well, but he seemed keen to hang out again.

      Brinley usually gave guys the benefit of two dates to see if they had any connection. She knew that tagging along with her today as she took photos at random buildings around the city would really test him out and give her a good idea if there was any spark. But there was nothing. He looked bored most of the time.

      Why had she agreed to go out with him again? Seriously, the guy had virtually no personality. Brinley had to work hard to pry any information out of him. Like when she’d asked him about his job.

      “So, Wayne, do you enjoy your job?”

      “No, not really.”

      “Then why did you decide to be a pharmacist?”

      “To keep my parents off my back.”

      “Why is that?”

      “They wanted me to study law or medicine of some sort.”

      From the limited conversation she’d had with him, his parents wanted him to be a doctor, preferably a specialist, or even a dentist. To his parents, a pharmacist was bordering on heresy.

      “What do you really want to do with your life?” Brinley asked him, grateful her parents hadn’t placed any sort of expectations on her choice of a career. Even though she was between jobs at the moment they never told her what they thought she should do with her life.

      “I want to design and play computer games.”

      Wayne got marginally animated when he spoke about his online work, but it was hard to tell if he was really even enthusiastic about that.

      Brin had visions of him holed up in his parents’ basement or something, but he’d informed her he had a very nice townhouse in a gated community.

      She and Wayne followed the trickle of people walking into City Hall.

      It was Open House weekend in Brisbane, which meant a range of buildings, old and new, were open for the public to visit and she was using the opportunity to indulge her passion for photography by snapping photos of the architecture. She was a keen amateur photographer, and she loved the lines and forms of buildings, the history, the why and how behind construction. Open House was an initiative that had started in the early 1990s with a handful of buildings in London and grown into a world-wide movement in over thirty countries.

      Wayne told her he hadn’t been born in Australia and it seemed he wasn’t overly interested in learning anything about the city where he lived. Brinley was disappointed. She loved her hometown and learning about its history.

      Their conversation all morning had run something like:

      “Hey Wayne, did you know Wolston Farmhouse is the oldest surviving residential farmhouse in Brisbane?”

      “No.”

      “I like how our guides today dressed in period costume. I thought it was a nice touch.”

      “I guess.”

      “That guy seemed really passionate about the history of the place. Which story grabbed your attention?”

      “None of them, really.”

      Brinley sighed and tried again.

      “What do you think they did for entertainment in the old days?”

      “I’m sure I don’t know.”

      Brinley was frustrated and wondered about calling it a day, but there were plenty more buildings she wanted to photograph while she had the chance, so if he was prepared to keep following her around, then she guessed she would suck it up and keep going. After stopping to take photos downstairs in the foyer of City Hall, she and Wayne took the stairs up to the Museum of Brisbane so Brinley could take photos as they went, rather than waiting for the lift. Eventually, they made it to the museum entrance.

      “Excuse me, miss.”

      Brinley looked over to where the officious-looking woman dressed in black was standing next to a counter. She reminded Brinley of the governess character in The Chase television show. The woman gestured at her shoulders, fingering the straps on an imaginary backpack.

      “You can’t take your backpack into the museum,” she said in a loud, embarrassing tone. “You’ll have to put it in a locker.”

      What did the woman think she was, twelve years old? Brinley knew she sometimes was mistaken for a teenager even though she was in her late twenties. She wasn’t sure if this was a blessing or a curse. When she’d worked as a supermarket check-out chick, customers had often asked her what year she was in at school, even though she had left school a long way in the rear-view mirror. The hairdresser had assured her that cutting her blonde hair shorter and giving it another style would help make her look older, but judging by the museum worker, Brinley wasn’t convinced it helped.

      “Ah, yeah sure. Okay.” Brinley turned to Wayne. “I have to put my camera bag into a locker.” Had he even realised the attendant was talking to her?

      “Earth to Wayne. Where are you?” She didn’t know the answer and was pretty sure he had no idea either. Wayne shrugged, hardly glancing up from his phone. What was the point of being out with someone if you were going to focus on your phone?

      Brinley turned around to head back in the direction she’d come, muttering to herself. Not too loudly, as she knew Wayne would no doubt follow her. He’d been stuck to her like chewing gum on the sole of her shoe all morning. The only advantage to that was she’d been able to get him to help her out from time to time by holding her camera. The lockers were in the next room, and it would be easy to lose each other in the crowd of visitors milling around.

      The bank of white lockers stretched across one wall of the side area of the museum. There were small, medium, and large ones to choose from. After reading the instructions on a nearby sign, she twisted a few handles on various medium lockers to see if they were available to use. They weren’t.

      Maybe she should choose a locker number that she could easily remember. The bottom part of a handle finally turned. Success. But now she was juggling her backpack and her camera. This was not ideal.

      Without looking, she automatically handed her camera back to Wayne. At least it was something he was willing to do. “Here, hold this for me for a minute.”

      “No problem.”

      What the …? That wasn’t Wayne’s voice.

      She spun around to find a breathtakingly good-looking, very bemused guy with her camera in his hands. She could easily picture him on the cover of Men’s Style or something similar. Light-coloured jeans, a white tee stretched to perfection and an unbuttoned dark grey overshirt rolled up to his forearms. It had her heart galloping. The cheeky, slightly lop-sided grin he flashed her showed off a set of dimples to die for. And delectable green eyes were set-off by the wavy brown hair that looked like he had run his fingers through it a few times. She wouldn’t mind running her fingers through that thickness a few times, just quietly.

      “Oh … um … I’m sorry about that.” Totally flustered, Brin reached out to grab her camera back, her fingers clashing with his. Instantly, she felt a subtle pull towards him for some weird reason. Most odd. Nothing like that had ever happened to her before. And his eyes, they were mesmerising.
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        * * *

      

      Just as well Callum had been paying more than a passing interest in the cute blonde standing in front of him while he’d waited to access his locker at the museum, otherwise, her very expensive-looking camera with the fancy custom strap would have ended up on the floor. Thankfully, his quick reaction had averted disaster. What was she thinking? Maybe she was distracted. Had she really meant to hand him the camera?

      Her head whipped around when he said, “No problem,” and the look on her face was priceless. Bewildered that he was standing there. Not surprisingly, her first response was to try and take her camera back, but he wasn’t letting go of it just yet. And it had nothing to do with the electric charge he felt when her fingers touched his. He just wanted to have a little fun.

      “I don’t mind holding it for you.” He gestured past her to the locker.

      “Umm, no it’s okay, I’ve got it,” she said, tugging on the camera again.

      “I’m not going to run off with it if that’s what you are worried about,” he teased.

      She didn’t look like she believed him. Her grey eyes darted past him as if she was looking for someone to come to her rescue. Maybe there was a big burly partner somewhere nearby, but Callum hadn’t noticed anyone.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said again, “I thought you were my …” She trailed off, clearly confused.

      “Boyfriend,” he supplied with a cheeky grin. She wasn’t wearing a ring of any sort. “I can pretend to be your boyfriend if that will help.” He tried to take her hand, but she resisted. He thought there was a split-second moment when she thought his suggestion just might be a good idea, then a pink flush swept over her face.

      “Yeah, no. Can I please have my camera back?”

      He let her take it out of his hands before she called security on him. He did a flourish as if he was presenting the camera to her because she’d won it or something. She mumbled a thank you before turning her back on him.

      Callum hoped she wouldn’t drop her camera out of stubbornness. Her movements were awkward. The backpack was haphazardly shoved into the locker, and she slammed the door shut, hesitating before punching in a four-digit code, then repeating it. Head down, she avoided his gaze as she hurried past him. His turned enough that he could follow her path. She was approaching a nerdy-looking dude wearing a dishevelled Batman t-shirt. If you were looking for nerd memes to post online, surely that guy’s photo would be top of the search engine. Was that her boyfriend? She’d never said who she thought was standing behind her. Callum had just assumed. And he hoped the guy was just a friend, platonic and all that.

      He wasn’t the sort of dude Callum would’ve pictured her with. Then again, if he was honest, he didn’t want to picture her with anyone. For him, the attraction had been immediate, and he would be more than happy to be the one with her, holding her camera bag or whatever the other guy was supposed to be doing.

      Callum retrieved his own backpack and walked over to where his fifteen-year-old nephew was waiting for him, head down on his phone.

      “C’mon, Quade, let’s go and grab some lunch downstairs.”

      Eyes so much like Callum’s own glanced up at him, then Quade pocketed his phone. “Okay.” The teenager fell into step beside him as they headed for the ornate marble stairs instead of the elevator.

      “Do you think you got enough from the display for your assignment?”

      “Yeah, I think so, Uncle Cal. But I want to get to those last couple of buildings if we still have time.”

      “We can probably manage that.”

      As they left the museum, Callum’s head swivelled until he spotted the woman with the camera
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