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Chapter One

 


Tay Mackinnon drummed his fingers on the
steering wheel, unconsciously mimicking the beat of a popular TV
motor racing program blasting out from the I Player. He loved hot
hard and heavy music interspersed with softer gentler tunes. He
admitted to being difficult to pigeonhole, and was unrepentantly
pleased about the fact.

Stuck behind the double-decker bus
disgorging its passengers in the middle of the road rather than at
the bus stop he refused to lose his temper. A man in a white van
parked in the bus bay shrugged as he received the rough edge of the
bus driver’s tongue. Even through they were several yards away, Tay
got the gist of the conversation. Tay grinned. He was in no hurry
to get to his destination. With great music and bright sunshine, he
could afford the time.

Though the roof of his sports car was down,
he ignored the fumes and noises of the city. He remained as happy
with that as the scents and sounds of the Scottish countryside
where he lived whenever possible. Comfortable in his skin and his
life, he refused to get upright because some ignoramus couldn't be
bothered to read the road signs. An approaching traffic warden
would sort him out.

The bus moved off slowly. Tay let the clutch
out and followed. The vehicle turned a corner, and Tay continued
straight ahead until a profile of woman on the upper deck made him
change his mind. He swapped lanes. The blaring horns were well
deserved, but for once Tay couldn't give a monkeys.

That profile … oh, that
profile. Silver. It couldn't be, surely he kidded himself? One night five
years ago. How on earth would he know for sure? But the hair, like
silver silk shot with diamonds glittering and sparkling in the
light. It was her hair, her profile … wasn't it?

Get a grip, man. That was the other side of
the country

However, Tay was as certain as he could be.
He'd been looking unconsciously for her all that time. So often
he'd almost walked up to someone and called out her name, only to
stop at the last moment before some unknown woman thought him a
crazy stalker. Once, he'd almost lost his balls when a guy objected
to Tay calling a woman that name. A woman Tay hadn't even realized
accompanied the guy. He'd made his apologies and retreated as the
smug bastard bragged about how big and tough he was, and that no
one messed with him ever. The guy hadn’t even been a Dom, just a
half pissed Glasgow Ned. Tay had been sorry, but no way could he
give much credulence to a guy with a tattoo of Hello Kitty on his
neck. In full color at that. Even so, Tay was a lot more wary of
approaching anyone now. A writhing, crying, so-called macho man
wouldn't go down well. He imagined the headlines…

No, don't imagine them,
just carry on and see if yet again your memory is playing games.
And don't bloody crash. He slammed on his
brakes as the bus stopped, and wrenched his mind back to the
present.

This time he overtook the
vehicle to let the rest of the traffic move on. Once passed, he
sent a mental apology to a mini driver who hovered, waiting for the
occupant of a parking bay to drive away. With a mental shrug, Tay
slotted into the newly vacant space the mini driver intended on
taking, and sat there, his car engine idling as he waited for the
bus to catch up. The other driver gave him the v sign. Tay waved and
grinned.

Yep, he was being an
asshole, but needs must. He just hoped with his aviator sunglasses
and baseball cap on he wasn't easily identifiable.
Not a good move if the driver recognizes
me.

How many times had he been
reminded he was a public figure and any, any misdemeanor would be spotted and
filmed? An actor misbehaving became a sure fire investment for some
person's five minutes of fame and the star's everlasting
shame.

Tay gave a mental shrug as
he remembered his meeting. Really, a baseball cap and shades
shouted look at me, look at
me. With one eye open for anyone who might
see through his pitiful disguise, tell him off or capture him in a
photo breaking the law, he sent a quick text.

Delayed, will phone, re schedule for three
pm please.

Laura would be furious, but Tay reckoned if
the people waiting to meet him wanted him—really wanted him—they'd
grit their teeth, mutter about male divas, and wait for him. His
sister loved him, whatever anyone else thought.

After what seemed ages, the bus trundled
past, and Tay took up position behind it again. He drummed his
fingers to a song about a pencil full of lead. How apt with his
cock hard and ready. He smiled grimly. One bloody profile and he
was raring to go. Why after all this time was she the only one
wanted to play with?

Oh, he went through the motions—always
masked of course. He could imagine the furor if it got out what
Taylor Mack as his fans—those who didn't think he really was Harry
Finney, the hero of his TV series—called him, really got up to when
he wasn't in the public eye. If he'd been plain Tay MacKinnon, no
one would give a rat’s arse. Tay accepted it was the way of the
world.

That aside, his heart never engaged. He did
everything proper, and not one sub ever realized his inner self
wasn't part of what he did. Yes, he'd scene, and no sub ever left
unsatisfied. After all, many considered his wax play second to
none. However never ever did he engage in a sexual way. Tay might
have a screwed set of personal rules, but they were his and he kept
to them. No false promises, no untrue declarations, but no one
unsatisfied … except, perhaps him.

For five years it had been that way. It
could well be the same for another five. Until he discovered why
the one person he hoped might become important to him left without
explanation. Was he now going to get his answer and find out?

It seemed not. As the bus turned yet another
corner, he looked to where she'd sat. To see the profile of a
shaven headed, tattooed bloke.

Tay nearly ran into a bollard.

Fuck, shit and
bollocks. When had that
happened?

****

Julia Farrar hummed as she got off the bus,
and crossed the road to the offices of Maddock, Milligan and
McLucky, Writers and Solicitors. The last day before her unpaid
leave, and she hadn’t yet decided whether or not to leave their
regular employment. But she had to try.

For so
long—okay, five years, three months, one
week, two days and say around twelve hours, give or take—
she'd done what she had to. Now she’d do what she
wanted to. Write a book. The notes and research in various
documents needed to be written into a story.

As she opened her office
door, a batch of fluorescent good
luck balloons waved at her, and she
grinned.

"Belle, you're nuts, but I love it."

Belle Chisholm got up from where she'd
perched on the end of Julia's desk.

"Good, because I tell ya, hon, I'm so gonna
miss you. Could you not just take your leave of absence and get it
out of your system? Then do the writing in the attic in the wee
small hours and come back here to keep me sane?" Belle rolled her
eyes and crossed them at the same time she stretched her mouth, and
poked her tongue between her lips.

Julia laughed and hung her
jacket over the back of her chair. Why she'd brought it with her,
she had no idea. Unless it had something to do with the treat Belle
insisted they were going to have that night. Armor, maybe? Julia sniggered at her
thoughts. She knew Belle, and she’d well be right to wonder what
she’d lined up for them.

"Here." Julia held up a cardboard box with
the name of a famous Glasgow bakery scribed on the side, giggling
as Belle pretended to jump for it. "Perfect gluten-free goodies,
and if you think they taste anything other than scrumptious I give
up. You can go buy yourself a deep fried chocolate bar."

Bell took the box and opened it. "Ohh yay,
these look fab. Do we have to share them with the others?"

"Greedy." Julia rolled her eyes. "It's okay,
I have others for the partners. These are ours. Now shove off and
let me get everything sorted for the new girl, whoever she may be."
Whether they'd hoped to persuade her to stay on, she didn't know.
Maybe the partners still hoped against hope she'd change her mind,
because no replacement had been announced.

She wouldn't change her mind, not yet. It
might have taken her a while to decided to bite the bullet and go
for it, but decision made she intended to stick to it. She'd
promised herself a year, and a year she intended to take. Ever
since she'd been old enough to hold a pencil, she’d loved writing.
As she began to decipher letters, and read stories, she knew one
day she'd make up her own. Now it was that day. Even though there
might not be a job waiting for her at the end if she needed it. She
hoped she wouldn't.

"Oh, Laura Milligan's ten o'clock has been
changed to three," Belle said as she walked to the door. "So once
she's got rid of him, you and I can go and get ready. I've booked a
room." She waggled her fingers and disappeared before Julia got her
brain around the statement.

A room? Why do we need a
room? I live in the west end, and Belle lives in Milngavie, we
don't need a room. Something smelt
fishy.

Fishy or not, Belle wasn't saying, and even
on her last day, Julia had enough work to keep her busy. A surprise
buffet laid on by the partners was a welcome break, and the
well-known make of gorgeous silver and diamond watch they presented
her got her all choked up. As did the offer of a job if she
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