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As I checked out the reflection in my bedroom mirror for the hundredth time in the past half an hour, I wondered again if what I was about to do was such a good idea.

“Geez Jen, what were you thinking?” I muttered to myself with a slight shake of my head. I was crazy. I shouldn’t be doing this, it was just asking for trouble.

How do I get myself into these situations?

It’s been two weeks since my life was flipped upside down. The boring old rut I’d been living in had been completely demolished after my time on the Gold Coast, and my heartrate had just gotten back to normal. Then last night I got two phone calls within minutes of each other and my blood pressure spiked into stroke territory once again. 

My name is Jen Sweet. My mum is the only one who’s ever called me by my full name, Jennifer. I am twenty-eight years old, I have long blonde hair, blue eyes, I’m five foot six and for now, I’m slim. However, I am far from fit. The closest I’ve ever come to a gym was the Jim I sat next to in the sixth grade. I have a terrible habit of talking before I think and it’s one of the reason’s I was currently freaking out in front of my bedroom mirror.

The first phone call I had gotten last night was from Hitch. Andrew Hitchinson actually, but he got called that even less than I got called Jennifer. Hitch was six foot two of pure hotness. He kept his brown hair short and fuss-free, his skin wasn’t quite olive, but it was just brown enough that it looked like he’d had a recent island holiday, and his eyes were the colour of chocolate. He was all man in every way, and I do mean every way. Hitch wasn’t my boyfriend, but he was the closest thing I had to one. I could best describe our relationship as friends with benefits. Great benefits. Only problem was, Hitch lived on the Gold Coast and I lived in Melbourne.

Hitch was currently working as a retriever, catching people who do wrong by his new/old boss, Louis. The job description of ‘retriever’ was a little sketchy and a tad bit illegal, and if it hadn’t been for Hitch’s dumb-arse brother Joey getting in over his head with Louis, it was not a job that Hitch would choose to do. It was kinda like an illegal bounty hunter mixed with a mob-style tough guy.

I’d spoken to Hitch every day for the past two weeks and this time he’d called to tell me that he would be arriving in Melbourne from the Gold Coast on Saturday afternoon, which was tomorrow. He also told me that he couldn’t wait to see me and work off two weeks’ worth of built-up stress. And lately Hitch had a lot of stress.

My second phone call was from Louis Wilkes. Louis was the cause of most of Hitch’s stress. Louis was Hitch’s boss for the next twelve months, and Hitch hated being a retriever more than he hated Louis. And that was saying something.

Hitch and Louis used to be great friends and worked together for years, but then one day Hitch found his fiancée Eden, with Louis in an extremely compromising-and naked- position on top of Louis’ office desk, and well... that was the end of that friendship.

Louis Wilkes is six feet of dashing good looks, charm, and sophistication. He was born wealthy, and he continues to grow that wealth in ways that are both legal and not so legal. Everything about Louis was romance novel perfect, from his perfectly styled blondie-brown hair to his cool blue eyes. Women gave up their lives to become his playthings and he showered them with everything they could ever need... except a real relationship. The only thing wrong with Louis, (well, other than the relationship thing... and him being a bit of a crime boss,) was that he could come across as a tad scary, and when I’m alone with him he makes me a little nervous.

I hadn’t spoken to Louis since my last night on the Gold Coast, at Louis’ famous black and white ball. Louis had called me last night to tell me that he would be in town tonight and he was ready to collect on our deal.

Our deal being, that I go out to dinner with him the next time he was in Melbourne. And if I did go out with him, he would forget all about Hitch donating one hundred thousand dollars of Louis’ stolen money to charity at the black and white ball.

So, it was because of the second phone call that I was standing in front of my mirror questioning my sanity. What the heck had I been thinking suggesting a dinner date between Louis and I? I was no match for big, bad Louis Wilkes. Plus, if Hitch ever found out about this dinner date, who knows what he would do, to Louis and me.

I had another look at myself in the bedroom mirror and decided that this was the best I was going to look, there was nothing else I could do.

I was wearing a short black dress that clung to the top half of my body like a glove and flared out slightly at the waist. I was wearing the Gucci shoes Hitch had ‘brought’ me on the GC and I had a small black and gold clutch bag. I pulled my long blonde hair back in a high ponytail and, as per usual, I packed on the mascara and the rose-pink lip gloss.

I didn’t know where Louis was taking me but knowing Louis it was going to be some place pretty posh, so I’d made the extra effort and dressed up in something a little more flash than my usual style.

My roommate Kylie walked into my bedroom and looked me up and down with her sparkly green eyes. She had just gotten back from Bali and her tan was still golden and her shoulder length brown hair had sun-kissed highlights. She was beautiful before, but now she was beyond gorgeous.

“Woo hoo, Jen, you’re looking hot! Who’s the lucky man?” Kylie asked with a huge smile on her face. “I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t go to this much effort for a blind date, so what’s going on? Did you meet someone special while I was away?”

I hadn’t told Kylie about my time on the Gold Coast. Kylie and I were friends, and we were perfect roommates, but we lived our own lives, we didn’t get too involved in each other’s business. I think that was the reason why we lived so well together.

I shrugged lightly and glanced up at her. “He’s just a guy I met through a friend. His name is Louis and he’s a tad wealthy, that’s why I made a little more effort tonight in the clothes department. Plus, I’m not sure where he is taking me. If it’s a posh place I don’t want to look underdressed.”

There was a knock on the apartment door and Kylie’s eyes lit up. “That must be him. I’ll get it,” she said excitedly, and she bounced off towards the front door before I could protest.

I’m sure neither of us could remember the last time a man had knocked on the front door for me, so I guess it was a bit of a novelty for her.

I checked myself over one more time and walked out to the living room. Louis was standing just inside the front door watching me walk towards him and Kylie was reaching over to shut the door behind him. She looked up at me and behind Louis’ back, mouthed the words ‘oh my god’. Her eyebrows were nearly in her hairline and there was a huge smile on her face. She gave me the thumbs up sign and fanned herself dramatically with her other hand.

I had to agree with her, Louis was looking as gorgeous as I remembered him. His six-foot, muscled frame was covered in a dark grey, tailormade suit that looked absolutely amazing on him. His cool, calm blue eyes drank in only me, and he smiled a slight smile, making me feel like we were the only ones in the room.

“Hello Jen, you’re looking just as beautiful as I remembered,” Louis said, his voice a touch husky.

I walked over so I was standing right in front of him. I looked up at Louis and smiled, but suddenly I felt a little shy. Shy was not a feeling I normally felt. Embarrassed, yes. Nervous, yes. But shy? Never. My stomach flip-flopped a bit more and I squirmed, feeling uncomfortable under his unwavering gaze.

“Thank you, you’re looking pretty good yourself, Louis,” I smiled, trying to mask how I felt. I doubt it worked though, I was usually a pretty open book.

Kylie walked over to us and cleared her throat. I turned and smiled at her while giving my head a slight shake. She was as subtitle as a freight train.

“Louis, this is my roommate Kylie. Kylie, this is my friend Louis.”

Louis turned to face her and held out his hand. “Hello Kylie, it’s nice to meet you.” His voice was smooth and he took her hand in his and gave it a brief shake.

Kylie went all glassy-eyed and giggled. I’d never seen her act like that in the three years we’d lived together, the guys usually acted like that around her. She was always so cool and collected around men.

I guess nobody was immune to Louis’ charm.

Wait until she met Hitch.

“Hi Louis, it’s nice to meet you too.” She was still shaking his hand and Louis glanced at me and raised an eyebrow ever so slightly.

“Alright, Kylie, Louis and I are going now. I’ll see you later, ok?” I said and I reached over and pulled Louis’ hand away from Kylie’s. She giggled again and I took hold of Louis’ hand and dragged him out of the apartment before Kylie could embarrass herself anymore.

I lived on the tenth floor of a fifteen-story building in the heart of Melbourne. It was newly renovated, the rent was reasonable, and the neighbours pretty much kept to themselves, which was exactly how I liked it.

Louis and I walked out my front door and stood waiting for the lift. I let go of his hand once we were in the hallway and out of the corner of my eye, I could see him smile. I kept my eyes on the closed lift doors, trying to play it cool, but I could still feel him looking at me. Unable to help myself, I turned to look at Louis and forced a smile. He was making me nervous again.

“Sorry about Kylie. I guess you’re used to women acting like that around you?”

He shrugged one shoulder. “You’ve never acted like that around me.”

That’s because I knew who he really was, and I was too scared of him to go all giggly and glassy-eyed.

The lift doors opened and saved me from answering him, and Louis placed his hand on the small of my back and softly led me into the lift. The doors closed behind us and Louis pressed the button for the lobby. He was standing beside me, his arm resting against mine. I could feel the heat of him though our clothes. My stomach had butterflies flapping about so loudly I was worried that he could hear them.

“So, where are we going tonight?” I asked, trying to break the silence between us. Louis, as usual, looked completely at ease with the silence.

He looked down at me and smiled. “Are you still feeling a little nervous around me, Jen? You know I’m not going to cause you harm, right? Tonight is about fun.”

I wondered if he was able to read my mind. I forced a laugh and hoped that it sounded casual. “I know, I’m relaxed.”

The lift doors pinged quietly and slid open. Louis smiled that slight smile again and placed his hand back on the small of my back as he led me out to the front of the building. There was a big, black limo parked by the curb. The driver was standing by the back of the limo holding the door open for us and I could see Wade and Louis’ other hired goon, Jeff, sitting in a black sedan that was parked behind the limo. I slid into the limo first and Louis got in after me. I was glad that my dress had a slight flair to it, I don’t think I would have been able to slide gracefully into a limo in a tight dress. Although truthfully, it was hard for me to be graceful no matter what I was wearing.

“You know, you never answered my question before. Where are we going for dinner tonight?” I asked as the limo pulled away from the curb.

Louis shrugged. “Would it make you even more worried if I told you that I am not going to tell you? That it is a surprise?”

Yep. I could feel my heartrate rising. I don’t know if I’d like a surprise from Louis. I still could hear Hitch’s voice in my head, warning me, ‘He’s a sweet talker Jen, don’t trust him.’

I shrugged what I hoped was a casual looking shrug. “I’m not going to freak out, but on the other hand, I’m not good with surprises either.”

Louis leaned across the backseat so we were inches apart, his movements calm like a panther toying with its prey. He reached up and softly ran a finger down my cheek. I flinched, just a bit, but Louis still noticed.

“Please relax, Jen, I just want to have a little fun tonight. I want to spoil you a little bit.” He smiled and his eyes hardened ever so slightly. “Didn’t I tell you last time we were alone not to believe everything Hitch has told you about me? I’m not as bad as he makes me out to be.”

I blushed a light pink and I was worried again that he could read my thoughts. “Hitch isn’t the only one that has told me you aren’t the nicest person around.”

“And I told you that I only hurt people who do the wrong thing by me.” Louis sighed and reached up and ran his finger down my shoulder. It was such a soft, romantic gesture and for a brief moment I couldn’t imagine the man in front of me hurting anyone. “Do you want to call this off, Jen?” Louis asked quietly. “I can take you back home right now if you want, no repercussions, no payback for Hitch. I don’t want to make you do anything you aren’t comfortable doing.”

Either Louis was the greatest sweet talker around or he really wasn’t as bad as Hitch led me to believe. For tonight, I decided to throw caution to the wind and believe in the latter.

“I’m sorry, Louis. I didn’t mean to offend you. I don’t want to call tonight off. Go ahead, surprise me.”

He smiled his slight smile and sat back in his seat. “Relax Jen, I promise tonight will be fun. I have no crazy ulterior motives.”

I looked out the window and noticed we were heading out of the city and towards Tullamarine airport. My stomach flipped-flopped for the hundredth time since Louis walked into my apartment. Where on earth was he going to take me?

We sat in silence until the limo pulled up on the tarmac at the airport. There was a small private jet with a red carpet leading up the stairs. I looked at it for a full minute before I turned to Louis. I’m sure I was sitting there with my mouth open and a confused look etched on my face.

“Where on earth are we going, Louis? This is starting to make me a little nervous again. Why do we need to go there in a plane?”

Louis smiled. “What happened to trusting me, Jen?”

“This is pushing the trust thing a bit, isn’t it?”

Louis laughed and took hold of my hand. “I guess it is, Jen. I’m taking you to an excellent restaurant I know of and it just happens to be in Sydney. It will only take about an hour and a half to fly there.”

I raised an eyebrow at him, and I’m sure there was a doubtful look on my face. “Are there no good restaurants you could have taken me to here in Melbourne?”

He shrugged. “Yes, but this is the one I want to take you to.”

I looked out the window again and gazed at the jet. Secretly, I was thinking this was pretty cool. I mean, who gets flown to a restaurant in Sydney on a private jet with a gorgeous guy by their side? Not people like me, that’s for sure. As long as I didn’t get kidnapped, beaten or... worse, I think I was going to really enjoy tonight.
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“Come on, Jen, I have some Cristal chilling on board, maybe that will help you relax a little.”

The door to the limo opened and Louis slid out. He reached his hand back in and helped me to slide out, then he led me down the red carpet and up the stairs to the jet. I felt like a superstar. I couldn’t help the smile that formed on my lips as I sunk down into one of the eight soft, cream-coloured, leather seats. Louis sat in the chair facing me, and Wade and Jeff sat down in two of the chairs in the back corner.  

A Krista clone, the name I give to all Louis’ girls, walked over to Louis and I holding a silver tray in her perfectly manicured hands. It had two long stem champagne glasses sitting on it, which I guessed were filled with Cristal. She offered one to Louis with a massive, flirty smile on her face and then she turned to me with a not so friendly smile and handed me the other glass. She turned and with a slight huff, walked back to the flight attendant section at the front of the plane. 

I looked at my glass with caution and couldn’t decide if it was safe to drink. Louis sat watching me with a slight smile on his face. Slowly, so slowly, he reached over and took the champagne flute out of my hand, letting his fingers brush mine just a little bit. He handed me his glass and raised an eyebrow. 

“Better?”

I blushed the colour of a stop sign and nodded. I didn’t know what I was more embarrassed of, the way I reacted over the Cristal or the way my body reacted over his soft, barely-there caress.

“That flight attendant had some serious evil eyes directed at me. Is she another one of your girls, Louis?” I asked, gaining control over my voice again. I took a sip of the champagne to sooth my dry throat and hoped I looked casual. I knew Louis had a bevy of beautiful women at his beck and call, and Miss Attitude flight attendant definitely fit the profile.

He shrugged. “I’ve used her to fill in some time on long flights.”

I nearly spat out my mouthful of Cristal. “Geez Louis, you could have been a little less open about that one.” 

He smiled a mischievous smile and leaned forward in his seat so he was sitting with his knees resting either side of mine. Slowly, he placed one hand on my thigh and set his champagne flute on the small table by the window.

“You’re not jealous are you, darling? Because we have some time before we land in Sydney. I could show you exactly how I like to fill in my time on flights.” His hand moved up my leg and I could feel my throat go dry again. 

Tempting offer, but I wasn’t sure I wanted things to go in that direction with Louis. Especially with Hitch coming into town tomorrow. 

“I’m not into doing it with an audience,” I whispered while nodding my head towards Wade and Jeff.

Louis smiled and leaned in close to my ear. “There is a bedroom through that door at the back there.”

My stomach flip-flopped for the billionth time and I blushed again, but I raised my head and looked him right in the eyes. It may have been a tempting offer, but I was still a lady. Well, truthfully, I hadn’t really had any offers of sex on a first date for quite a while, but I’m pretty sure it was because I was a lady.  “If you think I am the sort of girl who does that sort of thing on the first date, then you’ve got the wrong girl, Louis. We haven’t even had our meal yet.”

Louis smiled and slowly slid his hand back down my thigh until it rested non-threating on my knee. “I’m glad you said that Jen, because the sort of woman I would want to take out on a first date wouldn’t do that either.”

“Really Louis?” I asked, surprised. “I didn’t think of you being the kind of man who has such old-fashioned views of women.”

Louis shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t believe a man should sleep with a woman on a first date either, or whatever your sexual preference may be. It’s not an opinion based on gender, rather respect. Casual hook-ups are different from a date, of course.”

“Of course,” I smiled. “Do you take these Krista clones out on dates?” I asked curiously. I wondered what the protocol was with these sorts of things? Did he romance them? Wine and dine them? Or was it strictly business?

“I don’t take any women out on dates. I’m not the romantic type, Jen, and I’m definitely not looking for any sort of relationship.” Louis said with that slight smile on his face.

“So, what is this tonight? A business transaction?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. It kinda felt like a date to me, he seemed to be going to a lot of effort.

“Did you think this was a date, Jen?”

I shrugged. Now I didn’t know what this was. In the beginning I thought it was just a deal to get Hitch out of trouble or maybe a way Louis could get one over on Hitch, but then Louis seemed to be going to a bit of effort and when he said I could cancel with no repercussions, I thought maybe he did see it as a date. Now I was just confused.

“I thought we’d negotiated a deal so you wouldn’t try to harm Hitch, I have no delusions of romance with you Louis.” I was lying and I regretted instantly that my voice had come out sounding a tad harsh. Truth was, I’d had more than a couple of romantic delusions since I first met him.

Louis sat back in his chair and his eyes hardened ever so slightly. I felt a feeling of uneasiness run through me. As I went to apologise, the captain’s voice came over and announced that the plane was ready for take-off and that we were all to buckle our seatbelts. I busied myself putting my champagne glass on the small table next to Louis and tightly done up my seatbelt so I didn’t have to look up at him. I could see Louis put his own seatbelt on, but I knew his eyes never left my face. 

“I’m sure you know that Hitch is quite capable of looking after himself,” Louis said eventually as the jet taxied towards the runway.

I sat back in my seat and white-knuckled the armrest. Geez I hated the take-off. I glanced up at Louis and he was still looking at me. The hard look in his eye had been replaced with one of amusement.  

I took a deep breath and tried not to think about the impending take-off. “I know Hitch can look after himself, I just didn’t want him to have to deal with working for you any longer than he has too.”

“So that is the only reason you’d ever spend time with me? To protect him?”

I frowned. “You’re confusing me, Louis. Didn’t you just tell me that you didn’t do dates or romance? And now you’re getting offended because I don’t see tonight as a date?”

“I’m not offended,” he said, his voice calm. “I just thought that because I gave you the option of backing out of tonight, that this no longer had anything to do with Hitch. That maybe, this was just about the two of us.”

I felt the jet speed up and plant me back in my seat as we took off from the runway. I closed my eyes and sat still as the plane rose into the air and my ears got that blocked up, crackly feeling. As the plane started to level out and my ears adjusted to the change in cabin pressure, I opened my eyes. Louis was staring out his window. I watched him for a minute, feeling a flutter in my stomach as I observed just how good-looking he was, but even after a minute I still couldn’t read the slightest thing in his expression.

“So, are you going to tell me the name of this restaurant?” I asked after a few more minutes passed by. I wanted to change the subject. I didn’t know what Louis thought tonight was about, but anything that involved Hitch wasn’t something I wanted to talk about with him. Best to avoid the subject altogether.

He turned back to me and a faint smile formed on his face. “How much do you know about good restaurants in Sydney? Even if I told you the name of it, would it serve much point?”

He was right. I didn’t know anything about restaurants in Sydney, knowing the name wasn’t going to help me any.

“It’s not Kaplan’s restaurant, is it? I’m not going there.”

Louis smiled slightly. “No, It’s definitely not Kaplan’s”

“Well, what sort of restaurant is it?”

Louis smiled, a real one that went right up to his eyes. “I thought you were going to relax and trust me, Jen?” 

“I am, I do. I just wanted to make conversation,” I said shrugging, keeping my tone light.

“You have a problem with the silence between us, Jen?”

“No,” I lied. “I’m not one of your girls, Louis, it’s quite normal for two people who are spending an evening together to want to make conversation with each other.”

He smiled. “Fair point. Go ahead, Jen, make conversation.”

“Well, you could start by telling me what sort of restaurant we are going to.”

“Alright. It is a modern Australian restaurant called Styles. It’s down by The Rocks.” 

I smiled at him. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Louis laughed. I think it was the first time I had ever heard him laugh. I liked it. “Did it satisfy your conversation need?”

“Yes, a little bit.”

Out of the corner of my eye I watched Wade walk over to us and lean down. He whispered something in Louis’ ear and I instantly felt nervous. I didn’t like the serious look on his face. 

Wade was Louis’ top henchman, and I didn’t trust him one bit. The last time I’d seen him he was on his knees holding his bloodied nose after Hitch had just punched him in the face. 

It’s alright though because he totally deserved it.

Louis nodded to him and Wade walked back over to his seat. I could see Louis’ face harden and he looked over at me and forced a smile.

“You’ll have to excuse me for a moment, Jen, something has come up and I need to make a phone call. I won’t be long.” Louis stood up, walked to the front of the plane, and ducked behind the curtain and out of sight.

I looked up and glanced at Wade. He raised an eyebrow at me and a smirk formed on his face.

“Hey darlin’. What did your boyfriend Hitch say when you told him you were going out with Louis tonight? Did he get that vein bulging outta his forehead?”

I rolled my eyes. If Hitch knew I was out with Louis, he’d get a lot more than a bulging vein. I wouldn’t be surprised if he turned into the Hulk. 

“How’s your nose feeling, Wade? It looks a little crooked. A good plastic surgeon could fix that for you, you know,” I said, raising an eyebrow at him in a rare moment of boldness.

Wade’s eyes narrowed to slits and his smirk changed to a dark scowl. “You better watch yourself, blondie, because I won’t be the only one that will need a plastic surgeon.”

I swallowed nervously, even though I knew there was no way either Hitch or Louis would let Wade hurt me. Lucky, Wade knew it too. I could see him glance briefly at Jeff and Jeff raised his eyebrows, as if questioning his partners sanity.

Wade stood up and walked over towards me. He sat down in Louis’ seat and leaned over so close to me, that I felt my insides go queasy. Wade was a big, intimidating guy and Hitch had told me he had a military background, something top-secret and high risk. He was somewhere in his late thirties, with closely shaven brown hair and his eye colour was a mix of dark green and brown. He wasn’t a sexy, swoon-worthy man like Louis and Hitch, but I have to admit, he was still a pretty good-looking guy. In a rough, tough kind of way. He was about six foot one tall, really muscular, and he had a stack of tattoos down his left arm. And one thing I knew about Wade, was that he was always carrying a gun. 

“Listen Jen,” Wade said, leaning towards me so his hands were on my armrests. “I think that you and I are gonna be spending some time together. Louis seems to have taken a liking to you. I think for everyone’s sake, the two of us should try to get along, don’t you think?”

His voice was calm and low, but the look on his face told me that he was serious, that he wasn’t mucking around. I felt my body go a little lightheaded. I was never going to get used to people threatening me.  

“Sure Wade, I’ll have to remember to friend you on my Facebook page,” I said sarcastically. 

Have I mentioned that sometimes I spoke without thinking first?

Wade rested his hand on my knee and slowly ran his fingers down my calf, leaning in closer to me as he did. He smiled a smile that made my arm hairs stand up on end and my whole body froze in fear. “Normally Louis’ girls know their place and they keep their mouths shut. But not you, Jen, you seem to say whatever comes into that pretty little head of yours. So, I’m going to sit back and take your smart-arsed comments in my stride and then when Louis tires of you, and he will, then you’ll be free game and maybe I’ll show you a really good way to keep that mouth of yours quiet.”

He stood up and reached his hand down to run a finger over my bottom lip. I pulled away from him and frowned, feeling a mix of anger and fear run through me. Wade just laughed and turned and walked back over to his seat. 

I looked out my window and tried to breathe normally. Wade had just scared the crap out of me and a small part of me knew that he was right, that once Louis tired of me, he wouldn’t stop Wade getting his payback.

I was really going to have to stop and think before I spoke in the future.
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Chapter three
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A few moments later Louis came and sat back down in his seat. He looked at me for a moment and tilted his head slightly to the side.

“Is something wrong, Jen? You’ve gone a little pale.”

I glanced at Wade for a fleeting second and then smiled at Louis. “I’m fine, I’m just not a big fan of flying.”

He looked at me for another moment and seemingly satisfied with my answer, he nodded. “Ok. The pilot is getting ready to land, so sit back and relax. We only have about fifteen minutes to go.”

I nodded and looked out the window. I could see the lights of the suburbs below getting closer and I felt my body relax slightly. I hated the take-off when flying, but I didn’t mind the landings. I think it was because I knew that I would be getting out of the air soon.

When the plane pulled to a stop on the runway, I looked out the window and I could see a red carpet with a large black limo waiting at the end. There was a black sedan waiting behind the limo. 

The flight attendant opened the cabin door with a huge smile and the biggest pushout of a chest I had seen since high school, showing Louis everything she had to offer. She said a flirty good-bye to Louis, then she turned and gave me a not so special smile. I’m pretty sure her eyes were glowing bright green. 

Louis gave her a small nod and placed his hand on the small of my back. I grinned at her like the mouse that got the cheese, while Louis led me down the stairs of the plane and onto the red carpet. A man in a black suit was standing by the limo door and he opened it as we approached. Feeling like a movie star, I slid into the backseat and Louis followed in after me. I guessed Wade and Jeff were getting into the black sedan behind us.

After we’d been driving for ten minutes, I could feel Louis watching me. I turned to look at him and forced a smile. I hadn’t spoken since we’d gotten off the plane. I was still a little rattled by Wade’s comments and I was having a hard time clearing them from my mind.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Louis shrugged one shoulder. “Because I enjoy looking at you, I think I forgot how beautiful you are.” 

I blushed like a schoolgirl. “Thanks,” I said, feeling awkward. 

Louis continued to look at me. I squirmed a little in my seat. He was making me nervous with all this staring. It was like he was trying to read my thoughts and I wouldn’t be surprised if he had some hidden superpowers that allowed him to do just that. Sometimes I wondered if Louis was human.

“Did something happen while I took that phone call on the plane, Jen?” Louis asked raising an eyebrow.

I could feel my eyes widen. Was it really that obvious? Did he really have superpowers? “No Louis, what makes you say that?” I asked faking innocence. It was a waste of energy, he was on to me.

“You have barely said two words since I came back, and that’s definitely out of character. Was it Wade? Or did Ebony the flight attendant say something to you?”

“Neither, nothing happened.”

Louis nodded. “It was Wade, wasn’t it? What did he say?”

I looked at Louis and sighed. I tried to read his face to see if I could get a handle on what he was thinking, but like usual it was a blank canvas. I decided to give him an edited version of what happened.

“Wade made a remark about what Hitch would do if he knew I was going out with you tonight. I asked Wade how his nose was feeling, and in not so many words Wade told me I should think before I speak. It’s not a big deal, I’m not scared of him,” I lied. 

Louis smiled. “Wade is a little sensitive about his nose. He thinks it’s crooked since Hitch hit him.” He leaned forward and ran a finger down my face. “Don’t worry about Wade, darling, I won’t let him hurt you.”

For now, I thought to myself.

We pulled up in front of a restaurant and when the limo stopped, the driver got out and opened the door for Louis and I. Louis helped me out and led me inside. I looked back and I could see Wade and Jeff waiting in the black sedan. 

Looks like Louis and I were on our own.

A waiter led us to a table at the back of the restaurant in a cosy, quiet corner. I had a look around. It was a nice place, expensive looking, but still inviting and comfortable. There were no empty seats, but the noise in the restaurant was low and everyone looked happy and relaxed. It was definitely my kind of restaurant.

“So, what do you recommend here?” I asked as I looked over the menu. It had been a while since I’d eaten and the stress of the last hour was making me hungry. Most things made me hungry, but stress seemed to increase my metabolism tenfold.

“Well, I know how much you like seafood, so I’d recommend the grilled salmon with avocado salsa. It is always fantastic here and the serving size is pretty generous,” he said with a smile.

I laughed and I felt my body relax. “Are you making fun of me, Louis?”

“Of course not, darling,” he said, but his eyes glinted mischievously. “I’m just trying to get you to relax a little.”

A waiter came over and Louis ordered us a bottle of Cristal. When the waiter walked away, I looked down at my menu. I’d already decided to go with the fish Louis had recommended, but I needed something to do. I wasn’t sure what to talk about with him. The conversation between us didn’t seem to flow easily like it did between Hitch and me. And if you hadn’t noticed already, I’m not good with the uncomfortable silences.

“Are you missing the Gold Coast yet, Jen?” Louis asked as he looked over the top of his menu at me.

I laughed. “Do you mean all the kidnapping, double-crossing, and gun-slinging? No, I’m not really missing that.”

“The crime on the Gold Coast is no worse than anywhere else and besides, it has a lot more to offer than that. You should come up for a holiday and I’ll show you around some of the better places. The Gold Coast has some of the best beaches in the world and the Hinterland is peaceful and beautiful.”

“Yeah? I haven’t had a holiday in three years, that does sound nice,” I said wishfully. Although I knew it probably wouldn’t be good for anyone involved if Hitch found out I was on a holiday with Louis. If he found out about tonight’s dinner, he’d flip out. If he heard I was on holidays with Louis who knows what he’d do.

The waiter returned with our drinks and took our food order. He walked away and Louis and I sat quietly for a few moments. I had no idea what to talk about with him. What did one talk about with a sexy, wealthy millionaire who dabbled in criminal activities for excitement?   

“Jen,” Louis said after another minute of silence. He lent forward in his seat and lightly rested his hand on mine. “I know you’re a little uncomfortable around me, and I don’t know if it is because you’re worried about what Hitch will think about the two of us out together or whether you can’t get the image of me as some horrible crime boss out of your mind, but please relax. Can’t you just enjoy my company for what it is right now?”

I sighed. “I’m sorry, Louis, you’re right. What should we talk about?”

He smiled. A real one. “Well, what do people normally talk about on first dates? How about you tell me about yourself? Where did you grow up?”

Louis and I chatted about our families and our childhoods as we enjoyed our meal. The food was amazing, and I have to admit, when I relaxed, I realised Louis was great company as well. When he was talking about his family and his life growing up, he sounded like a normal, everyday guy. Although a very rich one.

He told me how, before he was born, his grandfather had made money in farming, then he sold off the land to developers and made a packet load. Then his dad started investing the money into different companies and shares, and he made a packet load. Over the last few years Louis had taken over his dad’s companies and was running them and managing his own investments. All of which had grown immensely.

It wasn’t until we walked out of the restaurant and I saw the big black limo and the henchman in the black sedan that I remembered about Louis the crime boss. I felt that familiar uneasy feeling slid through me, but this time I chose to ignore it.

We got into the limo, but instead of heading back towards the airport, we headed in the opposite direction. I looked at Louis and he smiled at me.

“Relax Jen, I just want to show you something. It’s not far from here.”

I forced myself to nod and I managed a small smile. I wasn’t going to get over my nervousness with him anytime soon, no matter how good a night I was having.

The limo pulled to a stop a short time later and I looked out my window. We were parked in front of a building. It was a row of shops. The limo driver got out and walked around to open the door. Louis slid out first and then reached his hand in to help me out. I got out and looked up at the building. The shop we were standing in front of was painted black with white trim around the door and windows, and a small black and white awning. The sign on the front door read ‘Cleo’s Closet’. There was a smaller sign hanging on the front door which said ‘closed’, but I could see some lights on inside.

“What’s this, Louis?” I asked, feeling that super nervousness run through me. I looked up at him and he had that cheeky glint in his eyes.

Louis shrugged. “I wanted to buy you something...”

“Louis,” I sighed. “I’m not one of your girls, I don’t need you to buy me things. I work, you know, I am quite capable of buying my own stuff.”

Louis smiled slow and cheeky. “I am well aware that you are not one of my girls, Jen, and never will be. I have an ulterior motive for buying you something tonight.”  

“Oh? And that is? I thought you didn’t have ulterior motives tonight?”

“I said I have no crazy ulterior motives. On Monday night I am attending the Annual Melbourne Christmas Ball. It’s a black-tie event that raises money for a variety of charities. I want you to go with me.” 

I’d heard of that ball, it was the biggest, grandest event in Melbourne. I used to work with a woman who was dating this rich, older guy and he had taken her to the ball with him. She said it was the most amazing thing she had ever been to. It was so exclusive that nobody was even told where it was being held, they just sent a car for you and it drove you to the secret location.

“Why me? What about Krista or one of her clones?”

Louis smiled. “I want to take you.”

“You know Hitch is coming to Melbourne tomorrow?”

I watched Louis’ eyes darken. “So?”

“Listen Louis, I like hanging out with you, but Hitch would freak out if he knew we were spending time together like this.”

“I didn’t know you were together, as a couple,” he said dryly.

“We’re not a couple...”

“So why does he have any say over who you spend time with?” Louis interrupted.

I sighed. He was right. If I wanted to spend time with Louis, then I could, and Hitch had no right to stop me. Not until he wanted to date me exclusively and right now, he didn’t. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





