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Chapter One

 


‘Everyone loves a bad
boy—don’t they? Come and meet Chance…’

Gah, that was all I needed. Him twenty feet
tall and his crotch at eye level. I glanced up at the poster and
glared. Trust the local cinema to have his new blockbuster on soon
after the premiere. That premiere was in four days’ time and I
intended to turn off every TV, radio, and app that might report
it.

Bad in film, bad in life. That about summed
it up. Dammit.

Noah Jackson’s grinning face stared down at
me, his baby blues taunting, teasing, and making me squirm. Not all
bad, mind you, but not what I needed right now.

Liar, liar, pants on
fire. Okay, then as I couldn’t have him,
for the last three years I’d had nobody, except Bill. Bill my
bullet, that was.

Sadly, not Noah…

The open shirt, arrow of chest hair that
enticed my eyes lower, the dark jeans unsnapped and…

Do not go there.

The poster was an advertisement for
testosterone.

‘Dark is the Heart
is Jackson at his best…’

Sod it.

‘On at your local cinema
soon…’

Damn it.

Enough already, build a bridge get over it,
move on, enough already.

He was in a past lifetime. As much as I
wished he wasn’t, he had to be for my sanity.

I shifted my glance from the poster to the
street ahead. I was a clumsy sod and could trip over a matchstick
with no trouble. Not a good thing in the main street, where no
doubt I’d show my knickers to all and sundry. Which, as a local
teacher, would so not be a good thing to do. No doubt half a dozen
of my class would appear out of shop doorways with mobile phones in
their sticky little mitts, snapping away and making my next term as
embarrassing as hell. I shuddered at the thought.

Time to get my shopping and get the hell out
of Dodge. I hated spending my days off shopping, anyway, especially
the first day of the summer break, so this wasn’t ever going to be
my happiest of times, even without this latest crap.

Safety, in the form of a quick visit to the
local deli for something tasty, and a good book called. Well away
from the cinema, two-timing bastards, and stupid hot bod groupies
who squealed like stuck pigs and made my life crappy.

Okay, a bit of an exaggeration, but blimey
O’Reilly, as my mum would say, you’d exaggerate too if you’d been
in my position.

Oh, I’m Summer, by the way. Hale, hearty,
two stones too heavy according to the doctor’s scales, and fancy
free. And, as I kept trying to persuade myself, well rid of Noah
sex-on-legs Jackson.

Boy, how wrong could a woman be.

There I was lost in thoughts I didn’t want,
deciding on steak or salmon and sod it with chips, proper
cholesterol-full chips, and I walked into a wall.

The wall swayed and swore and oh my, hands
grabbed hold of my arms. Then hell’s bells, I was lifted off my
feet and held in the air, to one side of whoever it was. What was
the world coming to? This was a main street in the city, only
halfway through the afternoon, and no one but no one wondered what
was going on. Well, no one except for me, and I had been too busy
trying to regain my balance to wonder what on earth was going
on.

I did my best to remember
all those self-defense lessons someone had given me and kicked out
as I went limp. Hallelujah, my foot connected with a shin. I heard
a very pithy cuss word—good—and then I found myself
touching the pavement again. Sadly still held fast, but it was
better than getting motion sick. Mind you, if I had been sick, it
might have been over the bugger who held on to me.

Time to scream? I opened my mouth and a big,
luckily clean hand covered it. I bit. It did nothing to the bloke
who held me. He just grunted. Sod and shit and fuck and bugger.

“Watch yersel, hen. Dinnae
gie in th’ way ae tha man.”

“Why should she change the
habits of a lifetime?”

Oh, shoot, I know that voice.

“Hello, Summer, my
sunshine, how are you?” The deep, chocolate-smooth voice curled
around my senses. “This saves us a journey.”

Oh … bloody Nora.

Yeah, you guessed it. My nemesis was there
in the flesh, not solely on a billboard. Okay, he had on those
stupid shades and a baseball cap, which I always reckoned was a
dead giveaway that someone was trying to go incognito, but it
wasn’t obvious who it was. Well, not to most people, I hoped.

“What do you want?” I said
with a snap. After all, I was gradually being squashed and my 34DDs
didn’t like that. “Get the oaf to put me down before I shout GBH or
something.”

Noah Jackson, yeah, you guessed right,
chuckled. “Put the lady down, Mac. I’ll take over.”

“Ah, ye sure,
boss?”

Who the fuck was he?

“Yep, she’s harmless.
Aren’t you, Summer?”

How I’d loved to have said no and thumped
them both, but even in this not-so-big town in Scotland we were
attracting a lot of attention, so I just nodded. “Yep.”

Noah took my arm and sort of frog-marched me
over to one of those stupid, mainly blacked-out windowed,
top-of-the-range gas-guzzlers. “Get in.”

I stopped dead and leaned on the side of the
vehicle. “Pardon?”

He chuckled as the gorilla, sorry, bodyguard
bloke, growled.

Growled, for fuck’s sake. What, was he a
bear?

“Summer, my love, before
we attract any more attention, would you please get in? I really do
need to talk to you.”

I hadn’t heard him sound so serious since …
well, for ages. Even before everything went pear-shaped. I nodded
and he held the door open for me to slide in and then followed me.
The bodyguard slammed the door and got into the driver’s seat.
“Whaur tae?”

Noah glanced at me. I shrugged. “Home, I
guess. You know the address.” He gave it to—what was he called,
Mac?—and settled back next to me.

“How are you?” Noah asked
in his deep, gravelly, and bloody seductive voice. “You’re looking
good.”

“Now, there’s one thing I
refuse to do,” I said. “And that is talk to a pair of shades. Ditch
the sunnies, and I might answer.”

He laughed. “Forgot that, sorry.”

Bless his little cottons, and I didn’t say
that about him often. He ditched the shades and those deep baby
blues turned on me.

Sod it and be still my racing heart. The
fucker still had me.

“So, my Summer sunshine,
how are you?” he asked again. “I’ve missed you, and not just in
bed.” He sighed. “A certain part of my anatomy has forgotten how to
grow and show, let alone what else it’s supposed to be used
for.”

“Peeing,” I said flatly.
Did he really mean he’d been as celibate as I had? Seemed a bit
implausible considering the circumstances, but I wouldn’t challenge
him, not now.

“Well, true, but nothing
else. So, as I said before we got onto my urinary habits, how are
you?”

Now how to answer that
without sounding needy? “Fine,” I said automatically. Well, I
wasn’t going to say, I know what you mean
about the bed bit and missing good sex and I’ve worn my bullet out
now, was I? It might be true, but oh, how
it made me sound a loser. “You?”

He sighed. “Missing you.”

“Yeah, right.” Was it time
to mention miss busy blonde costar who showed me the pictures?
Maybe not. I sort of did the half smile if-you-say-so thing and he
sighed again. He really had a good line in sighs.

“Oh, shut up,” I said.
“You weren’t on the receiving end, I was.” I thought about that
statement. “You were on the direct receiving line, so to speak. It
was your dick that was getting the action. I was just shown the
photos.” And even now the thought of those pics made me want to
throw up.

“For God’s sake, Summer,
they were fucking doctored.” He didn’t sound angry, just
defeated.

He’d said that at the time, but
oh-so-insecure me didn’t believe him. Now? Well, let’s say three
years older and wiser, and three years of dear Tawny Teesa’s antics
in every rag on the planet, I was prepared to be persuaded.

“So you said.” Shit, what
did I sound like? I was about to temper my reply when he got in
first.

“Ah, what’s the point?
You’ll never believe me. I have no bloody idea how to show you
other than say so and expect you to accept my word. Just forget
it.” He sat back in his seat, folded his arms, and closed his
eyes.

Oh, well done,
Summer. I was actually disgusted with
myself then. “I’m sorry, that didn’t quite come out as I meant
it.”

He opened one eye. “No? Sounded as you meant
it to me. Noah is a liar. End of.” He shut his eye again.

As bad as sunglasses.

“For goodness sake, grow
up and listen,” I exploded. I mean, there I was about to grovel and
do the benefit-of-doubt thing and he wasn’t prepared to listen. A
little voice in my head started to go on about, well, why should he as I hadn’t, and
I blocked it out. This was now, that had been then. “I’m trying to
explain something to you. So if you want to hear it, open your
eyes, sit up, and listen. If not, stop the bloody car and I’ll get
a taxi home.”

He wriggled a bit, yawned in a way I had to
bite my lip not to say something snarky, and sat up. “Okay, I’m all
ears.”

He might be all ears, but he still had his
eyes shut. Ah, well, better than him staring and making me feel
like an insect under a microscope. He was always bloody good at
that as well, and I doubt he
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