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Unveiled

The Revealed Series – Book Three

Alice Raine

Allie is feeling the strain of trying to cope with the realities of dating a Hollywood star, but every time she thinks things are back on track with Sean, Savannah Hilton, Sean's deviously cunning co-star returns with a vengeance. Can they make it as a couple?

Meanwhile, Cait has managed to secure herself a job, but her troubled past continues to haunt her. Tempted by the possibility of lowering her defences and developing a friendship with Jack Felton, Hollywood heartthrob and the feature of her fantasies, she's torn between the chance of happiness, but struggling to comprehend how she can let a man in again when the very man who hurt her is still lurking in the shadows.

Can the girls find the happiness they chase, or is Hollywood just a step too far for them?
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Prologue

Cait

Bursting through the front door into the early summer evening, I felt the breeze on my skin, warm and soft, but instantly blowing my long hair across my face so I couldn’t see. A frustrated mewl flew from my lips as I continued to blindly run, raising a hand to drag my hair back from my eyes to clear my vision.

Down the driveway, or through the field? That was my only choice. I barely hesitated, diverting my feet towards the relative safety of the tall wheat crop to my right. At least in the field he wouldn’t be able to jump in his car and drive after me.

A loud, furious bellow behind me broke the peace of the evening and made every single hair on my body stand up in fear. Fuck. He was coming. I’d hoped it would take him longer to get up and get his trousers back on. I barely had a head start on him, and I knew from experience that he was a fast runner. Too fast.

The cut on my temple from his punch stung, and sweat began to pop on my forehead as I urged my legs to move quicker, my arms pumping desperately at my sides to try and propel me forwards. Usually a good runner, I found that tonight, fear was paralysing my lungs and stopping me from breathing properly. Instead, I was gasping and stuttering, panting so desperately that it seemed to be echoing in my ears.

Finally I reached the edge of the crop, ducking my head as I began to blast my way through. Pointy ears of wheat stabbed at my arms and face, surprisingly vicious for their small size, but I ignored the scratches and threw my hands out in front to help clear a path through the stems.

My pulse has hammering in my ears and my breathing was ragged and wheezy, but I heard the exact second that Greg joined me in the crop. The crunching and smashing of the wheat stalks behind me was unmistakable.

As was the sound of his heavy, determined breathing as he began to gain on me. Shit, shit, shit. What had I been thinking, coming in the field? I was disorientated and isolated. At least on the driveway I would have stood a chance of making it to the main road and signalling down a car for help.

It was too late now, and as the helplessness of my situation fully dawned on me, panic surged up my spine, making me light-headed.

My feet stumbled on a lumpy root and before I even realised it I was tumbling forwards, my arms flailing as I tried and failed to regain my footing. Given the speed I had been running I hit the ground with considerable force, and any remaining air in my useless lungs was forced from me in a sharp exhalation as my ribs connected with the hard soil.

I saw stars before my eyes, my body shocked and my vision swimming, but my brain was still alert enough to urge me on, and I was up on my knees and crawling almost as soon as I had fallen. The rough ground cut at my hands and knees as I tried to push back to standing while still scrabbling forwards, but then I felt an iron grip on my ankle and knew it was too late.

He’d caught me.

A high-pitched scream left my lungs, but knowing it was useless out here in the middle of nowhere I saved my breath and began to fight. There was a second or two of battling; my free leg desperately stamped out in an attempt at kicking him to free myself, but gradually his strength overcame me and I felt myself being dragged towards him.

Greg was swearing now. Drops of his spittle landed on my scratched bare arms as he called me all sorts of filthy words and muttered exactly what he was going to do with me now he’d caught me. It made me shudder to my core, silent tears sliding across my cheeks and falling helplessly to the dry ground as his words washed over me in terrifying waves. They were dirty and violent and too much for me to take in, so my mind seemed to switch my hearing off.

For some reason, as I lay there sprawled on my stomach, I noticed just how much dirt was embedded under my fingernails. That would take ages to wash out, and I didn’t own a nailbrush. There was blood too. Why such an insignificant detail was stuck in my mind I had no idea, but it was better than listening to his vile words. Perhaps I just needed something mundane to focus on to ground me from my terror.

Strong fingers bit into my shoulders, gripping hard and yanking me over onto my back as he smirked down at me. ‘Gotcha. You know I love the thrill of the chase, babe.’

Dropping to his knees, he grabbed my wrists into one of his huge hands and smashed his lips down onto my mouth so violently that I felt my top lip split under the pressure. Blood leaked into my mouth, tangy and coppery as I fought to turn my head away. Greg leant up, a smear of my crimson blood flared across his triumphant face like a proud battle scar.

‘I’m really going to enjoy this.’

My body went limp at the determination in his voice. There was no point fighting him; I was pinned below his wiry strength and totally useless without my hands. His free hand skimmed down my arm, across my breast, fondling it so hard I winced, and then it slid down the front of my trousers.

‘No!’ I sat bolt upright, unsure where I was. As I blinked wildly and took in the calmness of the room I realised I’d been dreaming.

Holy fuck.

I had no clue what had triggered the horrific nightmare, or why my hands were clutching at my mouth until a huge, hiccupy sob ripped from my throat, quickly followed by a hot mouthful of bile. Choking on the acidic burn I flung myself from the bed and ran to the en suite, only just making it to the toilet before the contents of my stomach expelled themselves violently into the bowl.

Staggering to the sink I rinsed my mouth out, brushed my teeth, and splashed several handfuls of water on my face before daring to look in the mirror.

Ugh. I shouldn’t have bothered. I looked even worse than I felt. My blotchy cheeks suggested that I had been crying in my sleep, and the bags under my eyes led me to believe that the slumber I had got hadn’t been particularly refreshing.

Plonking down onto the toilet seat I tried to get my composure back. That had been one hell of a nightmare. Except it wasn’t just a figment of my imagination, was it? It was the reality of my past. My lips twisted as my mind flooded with memories of Greg. Now that I was awake I could only remember parts of the actual dream, the rest of it lost to my sleep, but my cruel mind was more than capable of filling in the blanks.

At least I’d woken up before the worst part.

Shuddering, I raised my hands and rubbed furiously at my face, trying to wipe away the cloying, disgusting memories.

I hadn’t had a full nightmare like that for over two years now, but during the months that had immediately followed Greg’s final attack I’d had them practically every night. Letting out a long sigh, I wondered briefly what had prompted it, before shaking my head resolutely. I would not let him fuck up my life any more. I just wouldn’t. Full of resolve, I practically leapt from the toilet and headed to the shower, determined to wash the lingering dream down the plughole.


ONE

Allie

The mix of emotions swirling in my chest was practically choking as I stared in shock at Savannah’s smug and irritatingly beautiful face. The last two minutes left alone with her since Sean had left the room had sent me spiralling out of control. I didn’t know what to believe any more, or who to trust. I was so overwhelmed that I could barely think straight, but her words just kept rolling over and over again in my brain until my sensibilities had been drowned out with the pain searing through my heart.

‘You’re very good for overlooking the fact that Sean and I still fuck …’

Savannah and Sean had slept together? And still did? I hadn’t believed it initially, but her cruel, malicious confessions were ringing inside my head over and over again like a tuneless record on repeat. Could it be true? Sean was an insatiable lover – that much I knew for sure. And Savannah was clearly a temptress with her sultry smiles, touchy-feely fingers, and fluttering eyelashes.

‘It’s understandable that our sexual urges sometimes get the better of us …’

The idea of Sean and Savannah rolling together amongst sweat-soaked sheets was enough to turn my stomach almost to the point of retching. But depressingly, I knew how spontaneous Sean was when it came to sex, so her statement could potentially hold some truth. In our time together in England, the relationship between Sean and me had been incredibly sexual and completely impulsive – our liaisons on a bar stool, kitchen counter, and his office desk were a testament to that. In fact, we’d probably had sex out of his bed almost as much as we’d had in it.

The two of us had been drawn together like moths to the flame, and had never gone long without something sexual occurring. Was it possible that he’d given in during our eight weeks separation and slept with her to ease his needs?

‘Sean was like a man possessed that night, I don’t think he’s ever taken me that roughly before, or so many times. It was incredible …’

The fact that he had obviously told her about our argument, something so personal, only seemed to support her claims that they were indeed close. But were they intimately close? Had he turned to Savannah to release his pent-up anger after our argument with a few rounds of angry, rough sex?

The breath left my lungs as a deflated whisper. It was too much to deal with: my anger at Sean for lying to me, my annoyance at Savannah's irritating smugness, a feeling of complete inadequacy when I compared myself to her beauty, and lastly, a hot coil of jealousy that was working its way up my throat and threatening to erupt as a string of curse words, or worse, a flurry of fists and a flood of tears.

I wouldn’t lower myself to hitting her, even though I desperately wanted to slap that look from her face, and I would not let them see me cry. I kicked the stool out of the way and it sailed sideways and crashed into the table, sending the salt and pepper shakers falling to the floor noisily as I staggered away. Tipping my chin back to boost my flagging confidence, I glared at her one final time as I decided that my best hope of escape would be the open patio doors.

‘Sounds like a herd of elephants has arrived. What on earth are you two doing?’ I heard Sean’s joking voice from behind me as he re-entered the room, but I didn’t bother to turn around and face him.

Bloody celebrities. Fucking with other people’s lives and trampling on their hearts, thinking they can do whatever they like without considering the consequences of their actions or the hurt they might inflict. I’d had enough. I was done with all of them.

Without saying so much as another word to either Sean or Savannah, I side-stepped her false boobs and walked directly out of the back door to find myself on a large deck overlooking the enormous garden.

After the cool interior of the house, the warmth of the day hit me full force, almost knocking the air from my lungs, but I was a woman on a mission – an escape mission – and nothing would stop me getting away.

‘Allie?’ It’s was Sean again, somewhere in the distance and sounding completely confused, but in response I quickened my pace, trotting down the steps towards the lawn.

‘Savannah? What the fuck is going on?’ His voice had now risen to a yell. My lip curled into a sick grimace – they’d probably be having sweaty, passionate, angry sex on the kitchen counter in less than two minutes.

I was running now, so desperate to get away that my legs were working on autopilot as my eyes tried to seek out the best route to help me escape. Flipping hell, this garden was immense. There was even a statue and a fountain in the middle of the lawn. How the other half lived, eh? How on earth had I ever considered that I could fit in with someone like Sean? We might have been sexually compatible, but apart from that we lived completely different lives, and clearly finding willing sexual partners wasn’t an issue Sean struggled with.

Rolling my brimming eyes at my naïvety, I charged down a path that seemed to lead towards the side of the house before groaning as I saw how far I had to go. I hadn’t realised how ridiculously big the bloody house was. It might be mostly on one level, but it was gargantuan. Grimacing, I shook my head angrily as I jogged along the side of the property and finally rounded the corner to the front driveway.

I didn’t know who I was more annoyed with – Savannah for her crude words and bitchy, mocking face, Sean for outright lying to me, or myself for believing a man as handsome, charismatic, and famous as Sean Phillips could be monogamous, truthful, and seriously interested in me.

What an idiot I was!

A multitude of colourful swear words slid from my tongue as I realised to my horror, that as much as I wanted to leave, I wasn’t going anywhere.

The gates.

The fucking, stupid, fancy, electronic gates were looming ahead, but they were shut tight. With a defeated groan, I slowed my pace slightly. I wasn't going anywhere unless someone let me out and there were only two people capable of doing that, neither of whom I wanted to speak to.

Bloody bugger it.


TWO

Sean

It took me about three seconds to re-enter the kitchen and work out that Savannah had used my toilet trip to get up to no good. The main clue was the absence of Allie, who I couldn’t see anywhere, but the other indications were pretty unmissable: a stool was toppled across the floor, the fruit bowl had been knocked over, and the salt and pepper shakers had cascaded to the ground, spilling their contents across the polished marble.

In short, it looked like someone had had a wrestling match in here, and I could only assume that the contestants had been Allie and Savannah. Seeing as Allie was no longer in the room, and Savannah was looking particularly smug, it seemed like my co-star had been the winner.

‘What’s happened?’

Taking a slow, leisurely sip of her drink, Savannah raised her eyebrows as if unaware that anything untoward had occurred, and then shrugged, her mouth pouting like a spoilt child. ‘Whatever do you mean, darrrrling?’

A flash of gold outside the patio doors caught my eye and I felt my stomach drop as I realised it was Allie’s blonde hair swirling down the deck steps and into the garden. ‘Allie?’ But she was already gone. ‘Savannah? What the fuck is going on?’ I demanded, stepping towards the patio doors and scanning for any sign of her. ‘Where’s Allie going?’

‘Who cares? Now she’s outside, you and I can catch up properly.’ Savannah moved like a spectre; one minute she was a few feet away, and then the next she was right in front of me and running a blood red fingernail down the centre of my chest.

‘How’s your day been, sweetie?’ My irritation levels had maxed out, and her touch made my skin crawl, so I knocked her hand away with a swipe of my wrist and a frown as I stepped back.

Savannah bit on her bottom lip, a look of mild concern crossing her face as if she suddenly realised that she might have dropped herself in it. The expression was practically gone before I’d even properly seen it, but it confirmed things – she had said something to upset Allie. ‘Where. Has. She. Gone?’ I repeated, each word ground out between clenched teeth.

‘She’s just getting some air … I think,’ Savannah mumbled, her arrogant confidence wilting under the weight of my glare. The speed with which Allie had been moving was way beyond that of someone just getting some air, so I turned the full force of my anger on to Savannah.

‘Stop bullshitting me. What the fuck did you say to her?’

Pouting, she put her glass to one side and ran her eyes down my body and back up again in what I could only assume was supposed to be a heated look. It had totally the opposite effect on me, and actually made me shudder with revulsion.

‘I might have hinted that you and I slept together, which let’s face it, darrrrling, we very nearly did. And we still could …’

What the fuck?

Anger erupted from me before she could even finish her sentence. ‘You said what?’ I was so furious that spittle shot from my mouth as my hands flew up to clutch at my hair in horror. Holy fucking shit. No wonder Allie had run away like that.

‘Set her straight, Savannah. Go and undo your fuck-up right now or you’ll need to find a new series to star in.’ Savannah drew in a sharp gasp at my threat, but LA Blue was based around my character, not hers. I was the real star of the show, and we both knew I could get rid of her in the blink of an eye.

The last trace of fake bravado slipped from her face as she pouted like a petulant kid. ‘Fine. Whatever.’ As she blustered past me toward the front door, she turned to throw me a disgusted look. ‘You’re no fun at all any more, Sean.’

‘Whatever,’ I muttered dismissively as she left the room. But Savannah had it wrong. I had plenty of fun with Allie, more than I’d ever had with any woman before, and it all meant so much more to me because it was genuine, and came without all the bullshit drama that Savannah seemed to need in her gilded existence.


THREE

Allie

The small obstacle of a closed gate didn’t stop me from running towards it. I was desperately hoping that perhaps it might be operated by a sensor and magically open once I got closer, or that I’d see an internal button to activate it. That was what I was pinning my hopes on, anyway. Stones were kicking up around my feet on the gravel driveway as I ran, bouncing all over the place, but they didn’t disguise the distinct crunch of footsteps behind me.

A brief glance over my shoulder showed a sour-faced Savannah hot on my heels. Damn it. I felt like I’d run miles to get around the house, but she must have taken the route through the hallway. Her puffy fake tits were bouncing with each step as her long legs gained on me, but I continued undeterred.

‘For goodness’ sake come back here, you’re overreacting … just stop for a second and listen!’ There was not a chance in hell I was stopping. I was getting out of here, away from all this celebrity bullshit as fast as my boring little British legs could carry me.

But I still needed someone to open the gates for me. Bugger. Seeing as she was close by, that someone may as well be Savannah, so reluctantly I stopped and slowly turned to face her. Maybe if I just told her she could have Sean all to herself she’d let me out straight away. The thought of giving him up pained me so much that I found myself rubbing furiously at my chest, my heart feeling like it was withering away by the second.

I didn’t want to lose Sean, of course I didn’t, especially not to this silly cow, but keeping him after he’d cheated on me was not a victory in my eyes.

She could have him.

As much as I needed her help to get off the property, I would not be the one to go to her, so I came to a standstill and waited as her spindly legs carried her the last few paces. Holding my ground, I tensed every muscle in my body in an attempt to appear unaffected and composed. Which of course was utter nonsense, because inside I felt like I was dying.

As she drew nearer I saw that Savannah was now in full pout mode, her lips pursed and looking even falser in the bright sunlight. How much of her was actually real? Probably not a great deal any more.

Pulling in a much-needed breath, I swallowed the tears that were threatening to make an appearance and instead concentrated on the anger I felt at my core. Anger was good. It was cathartic and made the possibility of crying reduce marginally. As she stopped before me, my nostrils flared as I tried to hold back the comments bubbling inside of me. I would not lower myself to their level. I was better than that. I was better than this entire fake town and the bullshit that went with it, and as soon as I got out of here I was set on booking a flight home.

‘Sean’s furious with me …’ Savannah started, her eyes darting in the direction of the house, an action I followed. But there was no sign of him, he was obviously hiding away, embarrassed about his indiscretions and upset at being caught out. Would he even feel guilty? Or was it really just sex for him? Easy to get and easy to walk away from? The thought sickened me, because what I felt for him was so, so much more.

‘Why? Because he’s been lying to me all this time and you accidentally told me your dirty little secret?’ I snapped irritably, wishing the gates would open so I could leave and fall apart in private. Because I definitely would be falling apart today, there was no doubt about it – it was just a case of when, not if.

‘Look … I …’ Huffing a huge breath, she began to toe some gravel with her sandal. ‘There is no secret to tell. I was spouting shit in the kitchen. It’s me who lied to you, not him.’

A heavy sigh escaped my chest. So she had given away their game and was now attempting to cover her tracks, was she? Folding my arms across my chest I met her gaze and lifted my chin to try and match her height.

‘Savannah, you don’t have to backtrack. I’m a big girl, if you two slept together, or still sleep together, it’s fine. I just won’t put up with him lying to me.’ It wasn’t fine, obviously, it was about as far from fine as my life could possibly get, but I wouldn’t let her see that. Giving a simple shrug to indicate I was finished, I watched as Savannah reddened further, her Botoxed mouth puckering like a giant octopus sucker.

‘Truthfully, we’ve never slept together,’ she muttered as she worried one of her enormous lips with her teeth.

‘I don’t need any more lies today, you can have him. Just open the gates so I can leave.’ Turning, I realised I had sounded far wearier than I’d wanted to, but I felt myself losing control, so close to a sobbing breakdown I could almost taste my tears.

Reaching out, she grabbed my wrist but I flicked her bony hand away with a hiss, staring at her as if she’d just burnt me. ‘Listen, I’m being serious. We’ve never had sex. I swear to God.’

Pausing, I ran my gaze over her face as I tried to gauge what was going on. She sounded genuine, and her eyes seemed clouded with apparent regret, but … then why concoct all this bullshit in the first place?

‘I wanted us to sleep together, but Sean wouldn’t,’ she snapped finally, rolling her eyes trying to look like it was his fault. ‘He’s ridiculously picky about sex these days. I mean, a man that good-looking and famous could have sex with a different woman practically every day if he wanted to.’ I flinched at the accuracy of her words. He probably could if he chose to, and from what he’d told me about his younger years, he probably had.

As her voice faded away I watched in mild amusement as a confused look crossed Savannah's eyes. Clearly she was struggling to understand why he wouldn’t sleep with her. I supposed if you were as rich, famous, and beautiful as she was, getting a man of your choosing into bed probably wasn’t much of a problem.

She wasn’t the only one who was confused – my brain was spinning after all these differing stories. Her words did ring true with what Sean had told me about their brief relationship – that they had dated, but never ‘fucked’ – and he had seemed completely honest when he’d promised me that they’d never slept together … but if this was all made up, where was Sean? And why had Savannah done it in the first place?

Suddenly, Savannah blinked her eyes and turned back to me. ‘Apparently I must be flawed, because believe me, I’ve tried my hardest to get that man into bed. No man ever turns me down,’ she added bitterly.

As I stood there trying to process everything, I found that I actually began to believe her, which on one hand was a huge relief because it meant Sean hadn’t cheated or lied to me, but on the other hand was concerning because it seemed like I was right about my initial speculation – she still wanted to get Sean back to sleep with him and recover her ‘flawless’ track record.

‘Why did you lie to me? Why tell the truth now?’ I asked, suspecting that Savannah wouldn’t openly admit she was trying to entice my man into bed.

‘I lied, because it was fun to watch your reactions.’ My eyebrows shot up at her blunt honesty. ‘Don’t look so surprised, darrrling, I live in Hollywood. I adore a bit of drama, and if I’m the cause of it, so much the better.’ I was totally speechless – she was even more of a bitch than I had first thought. ‘But unfortunately, Sean doesn’t like to play my games,’ she sighed. ‘He saw you leaving and knew I’d done something. I told him it was just a bit of fun, but he was so furious with me …’

Toying with people’s emotions and tearing at their hearts was ‘just a bit of fun’? What universe did this woman live in?

‘I can’t have him staying mad at me. We have to work together, after all.’ Savannah glanced towards the house again, and this time I saw Sean standing on the front steps watching us intently, his hands shoved deep into the pockets of his shorts. It looked like he might be scowling, but his expression was difficult to read from this distance.

Turning back to me, she gave me a thorough look over with narrowed eyes, as if she couldn’t work out what on earth Sean could ever see in me, before shaking out her hair and sighing. ‘I’ve said what I needed to say.’ I noticed Savannah offered no real apology as she flicked her hair over her shoulder and began to strut back towards the house. What a drama queen. I suspected that entire ‘apology’ had very little to do with making me feel better, and was no doubt just so she could get back in Sean’s good books.

‘Hey! You didn’t let me out!’ I called to her rapidly shrinking frame as she made her way back to the house, but Savannah simply ignored my pleas, the direction of her eyes seemingly fixed on Sean as he stared her down.

With nowhere to go, I loitered on the driveway, my emotions in a complete spin, and watched as Sean jogged down the steps towards us. I was still trapped, and now wanted to speak to Sean before leaving, but there was no way I was going back inside with Savannah, so I headed towards the shade of a large tree to my left to escape the heat.

Worried that my legs might give out from the stress of the last ten minutes, I lowered myself down onto the soft grass with a sigh. Bending my knees, I looped my arms around them so I was sitting in a protective ball as I waited for Sean to reach my side.

Watching curiously as Savannah strutted away, I saw Sean pause briefly to talk to her, his face stony and unrelenting, and posture bristling with tension, but as he turned away and caught sight of me, his entire presence seemed to soften, and his eyebrows rose with hope as he strode purposefully in my direction.

Watching him pace towards me it was all too apparent why Savannah was fixated on him. He was so perfectly handsome it almost hurt my eyes to look at him. And virile too, there was something about his swagger that radiated confidence and sexuality. It must surely be obvious to anyone that he would be good in bed. Great in bed.

Gosh, he really was the complete package: handsome, caring, sexy, confident, great between the sheets … but could I deal with the pomp and prissiness of his career? It was a lot for a normal girl like me to suddenly be confronted with, and this latest episode with Savannah had just reinforced some of my earlier doubts.

Blowing out a breath, I pushed that decision away for now and concentrated on my man. Instead of sitting next to me as I expected, Sean knelt in front of me and gently began to unlink my fingers. Spreading my arms, he edged himself forwards, planting his knees between my thighs so he was wedged pretty much as close as he could get, and then clasped my hands in his.

Leaning forwards, he looked deeply into my eyes and I found myself instantly ensnared by him. Those dark blue pools were so intense that they got me every single time. How could I have doubts about our relationship? I could barely even think when he stared at me like that.

‘Allie, I don’t know if she cleared things up or not, but I swear to you, Savannah was lying, I never slept with her, not in the past and certainly not now.’ His thumbs were massaging small circles on the backs of my hands, making it ridiculously hard to concentrate as heat surged up my arms, but Sean must have taken my pause as concern, because he gave my hands a gentle shake.

‘Think about it logically. Why would I bring you here to meet her if I was sleeping with her?’ My hands were treated to another shake, firmer this time, and the movement finally broke me from my Sean-induced stupor. As I blinked back to the present, I found Sean tilting his head down so that our faces were just a breath apart. ‘Please say you believe me.’

The points he had made were incredibly valid, the concern in his tone was clear, and as I searched his eyes I could see nothing but sincerity and desperation. He didn’t look like a man covering his tracks. He looked like a man in love.

One in love with me.

Which was a pretty fine sight from where I was sitting.

Swallowing hard at the magnitude of my feelings for him, I finally nodded. ‘I believe you.’

The sigh of relief that left Sean’s body was immense, his dropping shoulders making his entire upper body sag forward until his forehead was resting on my shoulder. I could hear him drawing in several lungfuls of air, as if he had been holding his breath and was only just managing to recover it now, and then finally he looked up at me and grinned so broadly that my head went dizzy for a few moments.

I loved that smile. The corners of his eyes creased, a dimple appeared in his cheek and the blue of his irises seemed to glow with happiness. In the time we’d been together, it seemed that he reserved that particular grin just for me. And it was shining at me on full power right now, making me feel pretty flipping amazing.

Apparently, Sean was rather contented with my reassurance and leant forwards, his lips hovering just millimetres from mine, his breath tickling my lips as he locked our eyes again. ‘I thought bringing you here would back up my story …’ He shook his head in resignation. ‘I knew Savannah could be devious, but I never in a million years though she would act like that. I’m so sorry.’

Then his lips made contact with mine and rational thought was forgotten as his firm, warm mouth began to move slowly against mine.
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