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Blurb

An heirloom ruby. That’s where Sarah Walsh’s troubles began. Oh and sex. That came into the equation when she met Flynn Wangford. Now he has her jewel and she wants it back.

Bad boy Flynn is causing trouble again. Sarah and fellow spy, sometimes lover Thomas MacIntyre are assigned to protect the British prime minister and royal guest Princess Leila from Mundavia while keeping an eye on Flynn Wangford. For Sarah it’s a chance to retrieve her ruby. Somehow, she’ll juggle official duties and best the cocky Australian. But before she knows it, Sarah is alone with Flynn and they end up horizontal. The sex is explosive and hot, hot, hot, but she can’t stop thinking about Thomas. Two men. They’re so different yet both are delectable and very distracting for a woman with a mission.

Sarah must concentrate on recovering her ruby but it seems she and Flynn aren’t the only players in the quest to secure the gemstone. Thomas wants the ruby as well.

Warning: This is a tongue-in-cheek story—an adventurous caper with a prized jewel for the winner. If you’re looking for a serious thriller, this isn’t the book for you. It also contains same-gender and ménage a trois sex scenes.


Chapter One

Sarah

Sarah Walsh zipped her red convertible into a gap between a sedan and a black London cab and sped down Bayswater Road, heading toward Notting Hill. The wind tugged at her dark curls and the early spring sunshine made her feel pleasantly warm. She warbled a few notes of a top-ten hit then stopped to laugh with the sheer pleasure of being alive. It was a great day to be in the spy business.

Shifting down a gear, she made a left turn and five minutes later pulled up in Drayson Mews. Sarah leapt from her vehicle, grabbed her bag and strode over to the sparkling white door.

She stabbed the polished brass button to the right of the door with her finger and leaned forward to speak into the intercom. “It’s Sarah. I’ve come to see grandmother.” Code to announce she had arrived for a meeting with Mr. Mark, the London head of Spies Anonymous.

A smile played across her lips as she envisaged the young male who would answer the door. Cute in a scholarly kind of way, Chester always blushed in her presence, especially if she flirted or teasingly leaned close and brushed a kiss across his freshly shaven cheek.

Footsteps sounded and the door flew open. Full of devilment, Sarah puckered up ready to give him the kiss of his life. But it wasn’t Chester on the other side and her kiss landed on the lined cheek of Mr. Mark, her boss.

“Oops.” Sarah made a moue of disappointment even as she secretly laughed at the red imprint her lipstick had left. It stood out against his pale skin and contrasted with his military-short gray hair. Mr. Mark was no fun, but maybe not all was lost. She glanced past her boss. “Where’s Chester?”

“About time. Come along, Walsh. My office. Now. We have a matter of grave national importance before us. No time for your shenanigans.”

Sarah sobered rapidly, her curiosity piqued by his words. What would this particular mission bring? She followed him up the narrow carpeted stairs to the luxurious office on the first floor. One of her fellow operatives and very good friend Thomas MacIntyre lounged in a cream leather chair. He straightened and stood when they entered the room, winking at Sarah when Mr. Mark wasn’t looking. Hard not to notice the lipstick imprint on their boss’s cheek.

Thomas fell into the proverbial tall and delicious man package with short black hair, a profile that spoke of power plus a jaw with hints of determination. He was also a lot of fun, if a person made an effort to chip away at the aristocratic reserve first.

Sarah grinned, a zinger of awareness spearing through her body. A great deal of fun. Thomas’s dark gaze dropped to her breasts for an instant before rising to study her mouth. To her consternation, her nipples tightened against the silky fabric of her new red camisole. In an effort to hide the reaction, she turned to toss her handbag until she required it again. The black leather bag flew in a graceful arc, strap landing on the coat stand seconds before Sarah took a seat beside Thomas. Yes!

“No time for your games, Walsh.”

Thomas’s dark eyes twinkled. “Sarah thinks life is one long game.”

“Of course it is.” Sarah gave an emphatic nod. “Where’s the fun in being serious all the time?”

Mr. Mark scowled his disapproval but refrained from speaking again. Instead, he moved behind the large oak desk dominating the room and dropped into an executive leather chair. He came straight to the point, his serious mien highlighting the importance of the mission he was about to give them. “Last month, the Commonwealth Heads of State meeting was held in Sydney, Australia. Yesterday, sources informed us that senior members of the British party had compromising photos taken of them during a…ah…private moment. The people responsible are demanding we withdraw our troops from Mundavia, plus they want three billion Euros in exchange for the photos and negatives.”

Mr. Mark dimmed the lights and flicked a switch to open a small screen on the wall to the side of his desk. Images of Julie Mortimer, the British prime minister, and Toby Longstreet, her senior aide, flashed up on the screen attached to the wall. Their faces were close. Julie wore an intimate smile that took her from studious and clever to sex siren while Toby Longstreet appeared plain besotted. To the casual observer it was obvious they were more than coworkers.

“I interrupted my game of golf for this?” Thomas drawled, fiddling with one of his gold cufflinks. “Why don’t they just suck it up and deal with the tabloid speculation?”

Sarah remained quiet even though she agreed with Thomas. She couldn’t see what the problem was since both the prime minister and her aide were single and unattached.

Their boss clicked a button of his laptop computer and the image changed. This time there were three people in the picture. In addition to Julie Mortimer and Toby Longstreet there was another man. Sarah’s breath caught as she studied the second male.

“Ah, I see you recognize our third player.” Mr. Mark sounded smug.

Sarah willed herself to remain impassive while inwardly she cursed the small sound that had given her away. She knew better than to give Mr. Mark an opening like that. “Flynn Wangford. We clashed during my last assignment.”

“From what I heard it was a bit more than a clash,” Thomas muttered sotto voice. “And not the first time. Maybe you could call it a sport.”

“We believe Mr. Wangford is involved in the blackmail attempt,” Mr. Mark stated, ignoring the interruption. “From what I’ve heard, he likes to play games.” Distaste colored his words.

Sarah’s mouth tightened to a firm line. That wasn’t all he was involved in. The three were naked in this shot and they weren’t having a tea party. Part of her wondered if this was jealousy talking. In the past, she’d succumbed to the gorgeous man. Yep, she’d walked the slippery path and skidded. Several times. Even now, it wasn’t difficult to recall the slide of naked skin, the feel of his hard muscled chest against her breasts. His mouth and how he used it to bring her to her knees. The decadent and torturous manner in which he licked her distended nipples, making her crazy, playing with them until she wanted to beg and plead with him to plunge into her to assuage the sensual ache.

To take her.

Sarah shuddered. Oh yeah. The man was talented—she’d give him that. But he was also a cunning bastard. Flynn Wangford had something that belonged to her and she had every intention of taking it back. “Are we certain the photos are the genuine article? These days it’s simple enough to manipulate images.”

“That’s true. We know the photo with the threesome is computer generated but unfortunately at this stage, it doesn’t make any difference. The photos will damage Britain’s standing amongst other countries.”

Thomas cast her a knowing glance but didn’t speak his mind. “The people responsible must know we’re committed to Mundavia. If the rebels attempt to take over, Britain will move to aid the royal family.”

“Thomas is right. There’s no way Britain will agree to release the prisoners who carried out such atrocities on the royal family and the Mundavian people. Who is making the demand?” Sarah asked.

“A group calling themselves EC.” Mr. Mark steepled his hands, looking at them as though he’d set a test he expected them to fail.

“Easy?” Sarah asked, quirking a brow.

Thomas snorted. “European Cooperative.”

“Yes, our expert team is convinced the Mundavia condition is a ploy,” Mr. Mark conceded. “That something else is afoot. There’s talk of the royal family being overthrown by another group of radicals and their leader replacing the king.”

Thomas frowned. “But we don’t know for sure.”

“That’s why we’re tightening security around the prime minister when she goes to Castle Maxwell this weekend for Lord Maxwell’s birthday celebrations. Unfortunately, Wangford is on the guest list since he’s related to Lord Maxwell’s wife, but at least that means we can keep an eye on him. At the moment we’re playing a waiting game. Sarah, you will attend as a guest. Lady Sarah Justice. You’ve used the cover before on jobs like this and people will recall you but Chester has provided refresher details. Your job is to watch over Julie Mortimer and Toby. I believe they intend to make their relationship public during the weekend. We will arrange for extra security after midnight, however you will still be on call as usual.” Mr. Mark tapped a pink folder with his right hand fingers. “Usual rules apply. Read, memorize and destroy.” Sarah accepted the folder Mr. Mark handed her, placed it on her lap and waited for him to continue.

“Several members of the Mundavian royal family are invited to the celebrations but I believe only one is attending. Thomas, you will be part of the royal protection squad.” He handed Thomas a folder. “Your tickets and all the information you require are in there.”

“Not Princess Leila?” Sarah asked, disquiet giving her a swift kick in the gut.

“Princess Leila is attending,” Mr. Mark confirmed.

“I look forward to making her acquaintance,” Thomas said with a smirk wide enough for Sarah to see a full set of teeth. “I’ve heard a lot about her.”

“Humph,” Sarah snorted. The princess was a barracuda on the lookout for dinner. She didn’t take prisoners. Although she was tempted to kick Thomas in the shins, she held back. There was a time and place to pick a war. Besides, she needed to concentrate on retrieving her property from Flynn Wangford. Last time they’d met, he’d stolen her ruby pendant. It wasn’t just the value, although that was considerable. The ruby had sentimental value and it belonged to her. Somehow, some way she intended to regain the ruby, and if it meant she came in close personal contact with Flynn Wangford again while achieving her goal, then so be it. The man was a bastard—a charming bastard to be sure, but he’d bring the pendant with him. He wouldn’t be able to resist flaunting it. Sarah shuddered, her lips curving up in the beginnings of a smile, and not the type of smile to inspire confidence in her enemies.

“Any questions?” Mr. Mark paused a beat before silently dismissing them by picking up one of the folders from the corner of his desk and opening it to scan the contents.

Sarah and Thomas shared a glance before standing and heading for the safe room. Thomas opened the door for Sarah and after retrieving her bag, she swept through, hips swaying beneath her tight black leather trousers. The soft curse she heard made her grin.

Nothing like keeping a man off balance. Thomas and she had a history.

Friends and lovers.

She opened the door to the safe room and strode inside. Thomas followed and closed the door behind him. Out of habit Sarah took a moment to scan the room in case of intruders or other security lapses.

Two wooden desks sat on opposite sides of the room with a privacy screen between so the occupants of the desks had no distractions. The lighting was artificial with not a window in sight. Slate-gray carpet covered the floor while the walls were a shade lighter. It was a protected room—one where the operatives went to memorize details of covers and missions. It wasn’t a place to linger since it was devoid of ambience
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