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 Chapter 1

 


Business in the Bedroom

 


 


 


“WE AGREED to
three songs, with the last song closing the show. You can’t just
change it now,” I huffed into the phone.

Alex smiled as
he kissed my neck, trying to distract me from my infuriating call.
One of his hands leisurely slid up my stomach and cupped my breast
while his free hand drew me closer to his naked body. I gave him a
pointed look, but my smile gave away that I was nowhere near as
annoyed as I pretended to be.

“Look, Lexi.
Two songs is a great deal for Letterman. It’s a new album after
all,” Sheila, one of Dave’s producers smarted back.

“A new album
that went number one within days of its release,” I fumed down the
line. “Sheila, this is bullshit and you know it. It’s the original
deal or they don’t perform. They aren’t some one hit wonder and you
know it. Three songs and they close the show. You know I’m not
backing down, so let’s save each other the time and aggravation.” I
tried to stay focused as Alex’s hands and mouth continued to move
over my naked body.

“OK, OK Lexi.
Gee you’re a pain in the ass,” Sheila finally relented. “I’ll email
you the schedule. See you in two weeks. Bye.”

“Bye Sheila.” I
hung up the phone and casually tossed it to the floor before
turning and letting my lips meet his. I ran my hands through his
tousled, just-fucked hair before allowing them to travel down his
back.

“You mad?” Alex
asked, a mischievous grin playing on his lips.

“You would like
that, wouldn’t you?” I grinned back as I pulled his strong,
muscular chest closer, kicking off what remained of the bed
sheets.

He let out a
playful laugh as he flipped me onto my back, holding my arms above
my head. “Do you know how sexy you are? I love that you are a
strong, independent woman who speaks her mind. It’s the biggest
turn on.”

I pushed
against his arms, twisting beneath him till I freed myself. I let
my hands roam seductively down his torso as I gave him a loaded
glance. “Here I thought it was the mind blowing sex that kept you
interested.”

His sensual
smile curled the left side of his mouth up, the flash of his even
teeth dazzling me. His arms relaxed around me, his astonishingly
clear eyes locked me into a hypnotic stare. “I love you Lexi.”
There was no hint of humour in his voice.

“I love you
too, Alex.” I raised my hand and gently touched his cheek. He
turned his face and kissed my palm softly before moving his lips
down my arm.

“No, I don’t
think you understand. I really love you.” He moved his face
so that it was inches away from mine. His smile faded and his look
became incredibly serious.

“I think I
finally see that and I really love you.” I kissed him passionately.
I had waited so long to say those words and now I wanted to tell
him every waking moment. I still marvelled that we had made it this
far. My earlier fears and insecurities had threatened to derail my
chance at a real relationship. Yet here we were, in each other’s
arms—as it should be.

It had been
three weeks since our confrontation in James and Hannah’s games
room, where after I had chewed Alex out in front of his band mates,
we had both admitted our love for each other. Five months ago, I
would never have predicted that I would meet Alex or his band Power
Station, let alone become a part of their family. Saving their
Australian tour from being derailed had landed me with a permanent
job and a move to New York as their PR manager. Fate itself had
propelled Alex and me together and now the lead guitarist was not
just my employer but also my boyfriend—a label I was still coming
to terms with, though I was enjoying the process.

Our
relationship had been far from easy. But, it was as Alex called it,
our ‘new normal’. After all, we weren’t a conventional couple so a
conventional relationship wasn’t on the cards. I thought back to
that amazing first night we spent together after our reunion. I had
driven back to my apartment and dutifully delivered Matt’s car.
Alex had followed me up the stairs, not wanting to let me out of
his grasp even for a second. Matt was sitting at my desk using my
MacBook to catch up on work—I felt a pang of guilt knowing he’d
dropped everything over concern for me. His beautiful, enigmatic
smile beamed as he saw Alex and me in each other’s arms and
obviously together.

“So. It looks
like my work here is done,” Matt had smirked, greeting Alex with a
warm handshake and giving me a playful wink.

“Good to see
you again Matt,” Alex had smiled. “I believe I am indebted to you
for allowing Lexi use of your piece of sh... Um, I mean your car.”
I had shaken my head as I watched the two most important men in my
life relaxed and conversing in my living room.

“No problem
man, anytime. I’m just glad you guys worked it out. I was fixin’ to
lock you together in a room till you both came to your senses,”
Matt had grinned. His accent had thickened since returning home to
the Lone Star State.

“Yeah, Yeah.
You were right, I was wrong. Blah, blah, blah,” I had mused, as I
handed him back his keys.

“Wow the great
Lexi Reed admits she was wrong. I’m glad Alex is here to witness
it, no one would ever believe me otherwise,” Matt had laughed, and
Alex had barely contained his grin.

I had left them
both to amuse themselves, no doubt at my expense while I packed a
bag, desperate to be alone with Alex. We needed to make up for lost
time. I wanted that connection, the confirmation that this wasn’t
just a strange dream. It felt like I had held my breath for days
and now I was able exhale and breathe again.

Matt had stayed
the night in my apartment before flying back to Houston the next
morning. I had spent that night as I now spend every night, with
Alex. It wasn’t just sex any more—we made love to each other. It
was honest and pure and there were no walls between us. It was
almost as if we had started over and wiped the slate clean. It was
so much better than what we had had before, both physically and
emotionally. I felt sated.

The loud
ringing of my phone brought me back to the present. “Ugh, don’t you
ever shut that thing off?” groaned Alex, as he reluctantly allowed
me to reach down to the floor to retrieve the offending object.

“It’s my job,
wise-arse. You are paying me not to turn it off.” I grabbed my
phone as I playfully blew him a kiss, hoping I could dismiss this
new interruption and get back to doing what I really wanted to be
doing, namely him.

“Lexi Reed,” I
answered a little too enthusiastically as he shifted beside me, his
naked body betraying the thoughts that he too had other ideas on
how we should be spending this time. His wicked grin confirmed my
suspicions.

“Hi Lexi,
Melissa Andrews from Star. We are running a story on hot bachelors
in rock. Our sources say that Alex Stone is off the market. Just
wanting confirmation if he is in a relationship.”

Melissa Andrews
was persistent if nothing else. She had been relentless when Alex
and his pretentious ex girlfriend Marcy had started dating, and
since their parting Melissa has linked Alex to a string of starlets
and models. Of course none of the rumours had any truth to them. It
was all speculation based on his noted absence from the New York
single’s scene. No one had suspected that it was me who had
captured his heart and shared his bed, as my constant presence was
always easily explained. I laughed at the ignorance of the
tabloids. The ‘mystery woman’ was right under their noses.

“Hi Melissa. I
have no comment to make at this time regarding Alex Stone’s
relationship status. When I do, I’ll be sure to call you.” I rolled
my eyes as Alex regarded me curiously, his attention piqued at the
mention of his name.

“Come on, Lexi.
I know you are holding out on us. Just give us a name. We know he’s
been seeing someone. Is he back with Marcy? She was overheard on
set talking to him on her cell. Give me something.” Melissa’s
tenacity was relentless.

I bit my lip
not wanting to explode at this new information. Marcy had been
speaking to Alex? When did this happen? Why? My head began to spin
as I struggled to keep perspective. Don’t give in Lexi, she is
bating you. You know where Alex has been, he’s been with you... he
loves you.

I deliberately
kept my voice level, repeating my earlier statement, “Melissa as I
have already informed you, I have no comment to make at this time
regarding Alex Stone’s relationship status.”

“OK, well if
anything changes, let me know. Bye Lexi,” Melissa concluded. I
guessed that it would not be the last I heard from her, but for now
she was conceding defeat.

“Thanks for
your call Melissa, good bye,” I responded, my voice devoid of
emotion.

I glared at
Alex intently as I hurled my phone back to the floor.

“What?” he
laughed. “Who am I supposedly screwing this week?”

“A bad dye job
in cheap shoes,” I cursed as I grabbed Alex’s t-shirt from the
floor and shoved it over my head. I knew I was being irrational and
childish, but I couldn’t help my jealousy.

“Hey.” His arms
reached out hindering my abrupt exit. “No running, talk to
me—whoever it is you know it’s not true.”

I folded my
arms across my chest, disappointed in myself for acting like a
petulant child, but there was something about Marcy that still hit
a nerve for me. Perhaps it was because she was who he had run to
when he was ‘getting over me’ as he had put it.

He eased me
back into his chest, gently kissing my neck. “So who is it?” he
asked, his hands trying to pry my arms apart.

I knew that if
we were going to work I was going to have to trust him, and for the
most part I did, but there was still a small part of me that felt I
was eventually heading for heartbreak.

“It’s Marcy,” I
muttered as I turned to face him. I wanted to see his expression. I
needed to see in his eyes if there was any truth to it. “She was
overheard talking on her phone to you on set. Is that true? Have
you been talking to her?” I fought against my emotions to keep my
voice level. After all, he had done nothing to warrant my
mistrust.

He closed his
eyes and let out a long sigh. “Lexi, it’s not what you think.” I
felt my body tense as he continued, “She just called me to see how
I was doing. We hadn’t spoken since the day at my mom’s. She was
just concerned that’s all.” His eyes refused to leave mine.

“Why didn’t you
tell me?” I asked, more hurt than angry. I searched his amazing
blue eyes for confirmation that he was still mine; that I had
nothing to worry about.

He raised his
hand and rubbed his perfectly formed jaw, his light stubble
bristling under his fingers. He closed his eyes again before
refocusing them on me. “I don’t know, I guess it didn’t seem
important,” he answered dryly.

I felt the heat
rush through my body as my temper once again flared, “You didn’t
think it was important? I’m not just your girlfriend, I’m your
publicist. Everything you do is important. I don’t like hearing
about shit second hand.”

“Why does it
matter? It was a phone call. I didn’t leave you for her remember,
you were the one who left me. I already told you there was nothing
between Marcy and me. It was just a means to an end. Why does this
bother you so much? I’m with you, I love you.” I saw the
frustration as he struggled to understand my issues. He didn’t have
the context of my previous bad experience with relationships.
Despite us being so close, I still hadn’t told him about my
past.

Initially I had
every intention of telling him, opening up to him as I had done
with Matt, but things were going so great that I didn’t see the
point. Besides, part of me still believed that by telling him I
would be relinquishing all control and giving him the upper
hand.

“Fine,” I
huffed as I moved off the bed, more annoyed with myself that I had
let Marcy get under my skin than angry at Alex.

“Oh no, you
don’t,” he snapped as he leapt in front of me, the light of the
partially opened curtain bouncing of his amazingly sculpted naked
body. Even mad he still had the capacity to leave me breathless.
His toned chest and arms flexed as he held me still, his tousled
bed hair somehow made his face even more alluring. He was
incredibly sexy. I never grew tired of looking at him.

A laugh escaped
my lips as I realised that I was staring intently at his ripped
torso, my eyes moving down his abs to the flawlessly formed V above
his hips.

He cocked his
head to the side as he tried to decipher my mood. “Are you
objectifying me while we are in the middle of a discussion?” A
playful smile flirted on his lips.

“I’m sorry,” I
smiled as I felt my anger subsiding.

“Sorry for
objectifying me or sorry for assuming the worst?” He moved closer,
resting his arms around my waist. His smile broadened into a
grin.

“For
over-reacting. I just really don’t like her. I know you have been
with other women, I get that, but with her it’s different,” I
hesitated as I tried to clarify my feelings. “It’s just…
different...”

“Baby look at
me.” He pulled me closer, his fingers slowly tracing the line of my
jaw as he lifted my chin so that I could look into his eyes. “I am
here because I want to be. Marcy was nothing more than a
distraction for me, trying to get over you. You are the only one
Lexi, there is no one else.”

I saw the
sincerity in his eyes and felt the warmth in his voice. I knew this
was my hang up, and I was going to have to work on it if we were
ever going to survive. I moved my hand up to his mouth. He parted
his lips slightly and kissed my fingertips, sending shivers down my
body.

“Alex, I have
baggage...” I murmured, as he brought his lips to mine, his kiss
tender yet urgent.

“I know.” He
kissed me. “And when you are ready, we’ll talk about it.” He kissed
me again. “I’m not going anywhere.” His lips moved down my neck.
“Just trust me, I won’t hurt you.” I felt his hands move the hem of
the t-shirt, sliding it up my body and over my head. “I love you
Lexi, only you.”

I could only
moan as he took my breast in his mouth, sending pulses of desire
throughout my body. He was right, this was right. He moved
me closer to the bed. I felt the edge brush my thigh before he laid
me gently down. His mouth continued to lick, suck and kiss my
sensitive flesh. I closed my eyes as I absorbed the moment. I
raised my hips to meet his, my hand sliding down his back as a low
chuckle emanated from his throat. “Always so eager.”

“I just know
what I want,” I smiled.

“Well, then,
who am I stand in the way of what you want?” He lowered his hips,
and I felt his throbbing erection pressing against my upper
thigh.

I heard the
distant chiming of my phone alerting me to an incoming message. He
lifted his body slightly, his eyes hooded with lust. “You want to
get that?” he questioned.

“Not a chance,”
I smirked.


Chapter 2




The Late Show

 


 


 


I WATCHED
eagerly from the wings as the band took the stage on The Late Show
with David Letterman. Their new album had rocketed up the
charts—not that I had anticipated anything less—and their
popularity had surged even higher since their last tour.

This album had
been different from the last. James and Alex had written most of it
and given that these two amazing men had contended with an array of
emotions over a tumultuous few months, it was reflected in their
writing. Songs about love, songs about loss, songs about growing
up, songs about fighting for what you want, songs about not giving
up when it seems all is lost.

One particular
song still gave me shivers whenever I heard it. Alex had penned it
the day after his father’s funeral, and it was called Letting
You Go. Its lyrics conveyed how much he loved her, but how he
knew they couldn’t be together so he had to let her go. I heard
through his words how much he struggled with his decision, wanting
her, needing her, but thinking it was not reciprocated. How despite
loving her, he could no longer live a lie so he walked away. I knew
it was about us, about those days we had spent together which had
been bittersweet. Hearing his emotions so honest and raw made me
want to cry every time. How could one person have so much love for
me? I still struggled with the magnitude of it; struggled with
accepting I was worthy of it.

Of course no
one knew that I was the subject in question. I read tweets, blogs
and online comments with many offers to help him forget this
‘unworthy whore’ and take up with someone who would appreciate him,
some even thanking him for putting into words what they were going
through in their own relationships. Mostly they just ‘loved him’—I
couldn’t argue. He was simply amazing, and I loved him too.

The crowd
erupted as Dave gave his opening monologue. The stage where the
band was poised in position, waiting patiently, was dark. My eyes
were glued to Alex. He silently checked the tuning on his guitar,
his head down and unaware of my staring. His perfect body was clad
in black jeans and a white short-sleeved shirt, unbuttoned to
mid-chest. His dog tags caught the light as he moved, reflecting
his breathtaking face. The little stubble that played on his
jawline made him even more alluring. I saw a wicked grin spread
across his face as he became aware that I was watching him. A
thrill shot through me as his astounding blue eyes caught my gaze,
and he tipped me a quick wink. I blew him a kiss, giving him my own
cheeky grin.

Dave introduced
the band to a deafening reception from the audience. As the lights
lit up the stage, James raised his hand above his head signalling
to the band as they exploded into one of their more upbeat songs. I
laughed a little as I watched James dance and shake his arse all
over the stage. The girls in the front row were working themselves
into a state of hysteria. Dan was working his side of the stage,
giving the crowd a ‘show’ as he got closer to them. He allowed and
even encouraged their hands to graze his body and his bass. His
smile clearly showed his satisfaction. Troy was, as always, having
the time of his life. Behind his monstrous kit, he hit and smashed
his way through the song, wowing the crowd with aerial stick
displays, sending one drum stick flying into the air then catching
it mid beat. Jason laughed enthusiastically at Troy’s showing off
or ‘Visuals’ as Troy called them. Of course Alex was his usual cool
and compelling self, his hypnotic eyes engaging the crowd. The
agile movement of his hands along the fret-board was both strangely
erotic and seductive. His calm, almost detached demeanour was doing
nothing to settle the frenzied girls vying for his attention. A
slow half grin twisted across his lips as he watched the craziness
unfold in front of him.

All too soon
the song was over and Dave invited James and Alex over to his desk
for a chat. The crowd was still hollering and wolf whistling as the
two men strode purposefully to the centre of the studio. Dave
welcomed them by shaking each of their hands before his trademark
whisper into James’ ear. James nodded and smiled enthusiastically—I
had always wondered what he whispered to guests, I was going to
have to ask James later.

“Wow. I see you
boys all brought your families here. Is there anyone here who isn’t
a Power Station fan?” Dave quipped as the crowd slowly calmed.

James and Alex
both laughed as they settled into their seats, James taking the
opportunity to respond.

“What can I
say, it’s New York City Dave. Our home town has always been good to
us.” He paused, turning to address the crowd. “We love you guys and
we appreciate each one of you.”

The crowd burst
into applause—hooting and hollering at the excitement at being
personally addressed.

“What you say,
Paul?” Dave turned to his loyal sidekick and music director Paul
Shaffer. “You think you and I give this band thing a try? I have no
musical talent, but that didn’t seem to hinder Paris Hilton getting
a record deal.”

The crowd
enjoyed Dave’s usual sarcastic banter as James and Alex looked on,
happy and relaxed. Paul shot back with some of his own witty
repartee.

“So this album
shows a bit of a more serious side. Was that a conscious effort, or
did it just turn out that way?” Dave inquired as he commenced the
formal part of the interview.

Once again
James took the lead as Alex, sat beside him content, nodding in
agreement.

“Well, we
aren’t the same kids anymore. A year can really change a person and
we’ve gone through a lot both individually and as a band, so it’s
only natural that it would be reflected in our writing.”

I smiled at
James’ intelligent and well thought out response. A year really can
change a person, I thought. It hadn’t even been a year since I’d
been with Power Station, and my life had already changed
dramatically.

“I think it
illustrates that we are just regular guys,” Alex interjected. “We
still have relationship issues, we still have nasty break ups, we
still have grief or days where you feel depressed or lonely. I
think it’s important that our fans see that we are more than just
guys up there.” He gestured to the stage where they had been
playing. “Every song on this album has earned its place, and I know
I speak for the whole band when I say that it’s probably some of
our best material.”

“Well, judging
by the reception you got here I would say it’s been well received.
You touched on this a little bit before, but it in the past six
months there has been some monumental changes in your lives. James,
there was that accident in Australia that involved your brother
Mike and of course there was the passing of your father Alex, which
can’t help but change you. And most recently there is the news that
you, James, are going to be a dad.” There was scattered applause
from the crowd which James acknowledged with a smile and a raised
hand of thanks. “As song writers, is it times like this that you
get most of your inspiration?” Dave’s sombre question surprised
me.

Alex glanced
over at James as he shifted in his chair, taking the opportunity to
answer first. “Well I know for me, losing my father had a very
profound effect. It put into perspective what was important and who
was important. You just had to look around at the people who loved
him to know he was a great man, something I aspire to be. That then
spilled into my writing.”

I stood shocked
at Alex’s out of character candour. He didn’t downright hate
interviews, but he was more than happy to let James take the reins
and was usually tight lipped when it came to personal issues. This
shift in his approach caught me by surprise. I could see that his
response had a similar effect on the crowd as someone screamed out,
“I love you Alex.” He didn’t even pause before he turned to the
crowd, a flirty smile played on his lips as he responded, “Thanks
mom,” instantly lightening the mood and inciting laughter to
trickle through the crowd.

James took a
moment to compose himself before he took his turn. “Yeah, as much
as it sucks, it’s easier to write from a darker place, so it’s
natural that stuff that happened shaped the songs. I agree in that
this is some of our best material. For me, learning I was going to
be a dad pretty much blew my mind, but with it you are forced to
look at who you are, ’cause it’s not just about you anymore. The
last thing I want is for my son or daughter to look at me when they
grow up and think my biggest accomplishment was having great
hair.”

Alex turned to
his ‘brother’, a sexy smile curling his lips. “You do have great
hair, man.”

James laughed
as he faced Alex. “Thanks man, yours isn’t too bad either.”

Dave joined in
“Ha. You two are lucky. I have to compete with Paul’s
hair.”

His bald-headed
music director smiled as the camera panned over to him, the
audience responding with laughter and applause.

“So do you know
if you are having a boy or a girl?” Dave asked James as the crowd
once again quieted.

“No, Hannah and
I decided there are so few surprises these days that we’d wait
until the birth,” James smiled. I knew this had been more Hannah’s
decision than his, but he wasn’t willing to make an issue of it
even though he was desperate to know.

Dave turned his
attention to Alex before asking, “So Alex, what about you? Any
plans to settle down?”

I held my
breath as I waited for his answer. Oh my god, what was he going to
say? We hadn’t gone through this in the preparation for the show.
It’s not something I thought he would be asked. Shit. I crossed my
arms tightly against my chest as I watched a playful grin twitch at
the outer corners of his mouth. It was at that moment I realised
that I wasn’t sure what I wanted him to say. Did he deny he was in
a relationship and give his fans false hope that they still had a
chance? Or did he admit he was with someone and possibly cause
further headaches for me, while I fielded even more of the
who-is-she calls. Either way it was too late now, the question
seemed to hang in the air forever before he finally answered.

“Well Dave,
there has been a lot of speculation on my relationship status and
at the risk of jeopardizing my place on People’s Sexiest Man Alive
poll, I have to admit that I am very much in love with an amazing
and talented woman.”

I heard the
surprised gasps from the audience, or perhaps it was only my own
that echoed around the side stage area as all the blood drained
from my head. I felt hot and dizzy as a stagehand grabbed me
suddenly, asking, “Hey are you OK, miss? You are swaying.”

“Yeah I’m
fine.” I brushed away his concern, slightly embarrassed by the
attention I had drawn. Fuck. There was no hiding now. Every time
Alex stepped out there would be a horde of photographer’s waiting
to catch him and his ‘mystery woman’. We had been so careful in the
past. The only people who knew of our relationship were our very
closest friends. Hell, I hadn’t even told my parents—not that it
would concern them either way.

I steadied
myself before I looked back over at him as his eyes locked on mine,
spelling out what I already knew—he was done with hiding. He had
told me once before that he hated keeping our relationship a
secret, and I guess he had decided that one way or another it
wasn’t going to be a secret any more. I didn’t know if I was angry
or happy. Part of me was so elated that he felt that way and he was
happy to share it with the world, and the other part of me felt
like it was somehow the beginning of the end.

I glanced down
at my phone that had started vibrating relentlessly. Yup, so it
begins. Every news rag worth its salt was calling to try and get a
name. Dave took the opportunity to press Alex further. “So, is she
anyone we know?”

Alex gave Dave
a cheeky wink. “Well I know her... but she is a pretty private
person,” he smiled. If James was shocked by Alex’s revelation, he
wasn’t showing any signs of it. He sat beside his friend composed
and relaxed.

My mind raced
as Dave wrapped up the interview with some loaded barbs about being
in a relationship as they went out to an ad break. My pulse was out
of control as Alex sauntered over to my side of the stage, make up
stopping him half way to touch him up.

“Did you lose
your fucking mind?” I seethed as he approached me, his smile not
slipping from his mouth.

“Not the
reaction I was hoping for, but uncertainty is part of the fun,” he
teased.

“Did you think
you might want to have cleared this with me? What the fuck Alex?” I
stormed, struggling to keep my voice down. People milled around us
as they counted the moments before going back live.

“Are you pissed
as my publicist or as my girlfriend?” He eyed me curiously, clearly
enjoying my struggle with restraint.

“Both. I
thought we’d agreed. You can’t just decide something like that
without first at least consulting me,” I jeered through my clenched
teeth. “You know that it’s only a matter of time before they work
it out right? You know they are going to hound us until they get
something to raise the sales of their worthless rags.”

“Lexi, I told
you I loved you and I meant it. I’m done hiding. I’m sorry. I know
if I talked to you about this you would fight me, but you know it
goes both ways too. I am sick of being your dirty little secret. I
am done sneaking around. They will find out we are together and it
will be over and then they will move on to the next victim. Trust
me, next week some Hollywood teenager will flash her crotch or some
member of a boy band will cut their hair and we will be old news.”
He discreetly squeezed my hand, knowing we were being watched by
the people buzzing around us. “Lexi, I want to be with you. I’m not
going to pretend that I’m not in a relationship with you. Besides,
it will be harder for you to break up with me now,” his playful
grin returned.

“You are a real
arsehole,” I smiled as his words of reason slowly began to seep in.
Deep down I knew he was right—the more we prolonged it, the harder
they would dig. Maybe it was best just to get it over with.

“Yes but I’m
your asshole,” he teased before a stagehand ushered him back
to his guitar and the band. The break was over, and it was time for
their second song. Ugh, I hated it when he was right.

I also hated
that there seemed to be a fine line between anger and lust when it
came to Alex and me. It was difficult to determine whether I was
pissed off or turned on, though usually it was the latter. He was
so breathtakingly sexy I couldn’t help myself, or at least that was
my excuse. I shook my head as I watched his usual seductive
display. He had the audience eating out of the palm of his
hand.

I walked back
to the green room to watch the rest of the show in a more
comfortable setting. My phone did not relent. I eventually just
shut it off. It would have to wait until tomorrow.

Someone brought
me what looked to be a refreshing gin and tonic with lime, but I
was disappointed when I brought it to my lips that it was merely
sparkling mineral water. Damn it, I could have used a hard drink. I
would certainly be partaking in an adult beverage or two after the
show.

The band had
closed the show with one of their earliest hits, the crowd jumping
from their seats to enjoy Power Station’s last performance for the
night. As the closing credits rolled, I walked back to the band’s
dressing room to wait.

Security stood
in front of the door that displayed a gold star marked with their
name. He stepped aside once I showed him my laminated
accreditation, and I sat down on one of the provided sofas.

Troy and Jason
were the first to bound into the room. “Hey Lexi,” waved Troy as he
peeled off his damp shirt, exposing his muscular chest.

Dan was next
through the door as his eyes locked on mine. “Sexy Lexi,” he
purred. “You know I’m happy to play the decoy if you wanna throw
the press off the scent.” He raised his eyebrows suggestively at me
and wrapped his arms around my waist.

“Dan, you are
joking right? They’d sooner believe Alex was dating you than you
were dating Lexi,” laughed Troy as he continued to undress,
stripping off his jeans.

I smiled as I
watched Troy walk around, naked except for a pair of thin boxer
shorts and grabbed a cold iced tea. He really had no
inhibitions.

Alex and James
entered, James wincing cautiously when he saw me waiting on the
sofa. “Oh hey Lex. For the record I didn’t know, OK?”

“It’s fine,
James.” I crossed the floor towards him and gave him a hug. “I’m
not happy about it, but it will be fine.”

Relief washed
across his face as he realised that there wasn’t going to be an
explosive confrontation in the change rooms of the Ed Sullivan
Theatre.

Alex moved in
beside me and grabbed me, pulling me in for a passionate kiss.

“I’m still mad
at you,” I breathed as I pulled my lips from his.

“Good, I was
counting on it.” He smirked as his hand slid suggestively down my
back to rest on the base of my spine.

“Get a room you
two,” piped Troy, as he dried off with a towel.

“Says the man
wearing no pants,” mused Alex.

Troy tossed his
used towel at us. “How many times do I have to tell you? It gets
hot behind the kit,” Troy qualified, his grin indicating his lack
of annoyance.

“Well, I’ll let
you guys freshen up. I’ll be out in the hall.” I smirked as I
strode to the door.

While patiently
waiting out in the hallway I fished out my iPad from my bag,
deciding to check my emails. As I suspected, my inbox was inundated
with requests from news agencies. Some even suggesting names for
who it might be. I cringed inwardly at the level of interest Alex’s
love life seemed to attract.

“Hi are you
Power Station’s assistant?” asked a tall, thin, attractive
brunette.

“No, I’m no
one’s assistant,” I bristled, my distaste carried in my tone.

“Oh sorry, I
just saw you there, looking all official and all…” she
flipped her hair slowly off her shoulder. “So do you know them?”
she asked, not reading my lack of attention as a lack of
interest.

“Yes, I do. Was
there something you needed?” I responded curtly. I wasn’t sure
where this was going, but either way I was annoyed.

“Well,
actually,” she paused as she slowly licked her lips. “I was
watching the show on the monitors. I was hoping to meet James and
Alex.”

“Sorry, they
have a busy schedule today. There is no meet and greet. Maybe next
time,” I slurred sarcastically.

“I’m sure if I
can get in there I can convince them to spend a few minutes with
me,” she crooned. “I can be very persuasive.” Her eyes
twinkled as she batted her eyelashes.

Are you kidding
me? It seems no backstage area is safe. In a nuclear disaster I’m
sure the only surviving species would be cockroaches and
groupies—both of which I had an extreme distaste for.

“Firstly, I
don’t know how you got back here or why you would think I would
help you,” I paused as I locked her in one of my death stares.
“Secondly, James is happily married with a baby on the way and Alex
made it quiet clear he is also unavailable. Do you have no
self respect?”

“Gee lady, no
need to be a complete bitch. Fine James is married and Alex has
been dating someone for like five minutes. Who cares? He’ll move
on, like he always does,” she smarted back, clearly unperturbed by
the fact the objects of her desire were in relationships.

As if on cue,
Alex opened the door. He had changed his clothes into casual blue
jeans and a black t-shirt. With his hair slicked back he looked
down right delicious as he pulled his leather jacket on.

“Lexi?” He
questioned cautiously as he stepped into the hall.

“Hey Alex, car
is waiting outside.” I smiled sweetly not wanting him to see my
annoyance.

“Hi, I’m
Kelly.” The attractive brunette, seductively eyed him.

“Hello Kelly.”
He politely shook her hand, unconcerned by her obvious flirtation
as her lips parted slightly and her pupils dilated as she glanced
up at him.

I rolled my
eyes at her response. Like it or not, it was the usual reaction to
meeting Alex for the first time. Regardless of his relationship
status, this was not going to change.

I shook my head
and tried to stifle a laugh as I watched Kelly flirt, dipping her
chin, as she looked up at him under her long lashes. Her thick
brown locks casually being flicked over her shoulder. I found the
whole exchange strangely amusing.

Alex looked at
me bemused, as he gave Kelly a subtle brush off. She pouted as it
became clear that he wasn’t interested. I signalled the security
guard who escorted ‘Kelly’ back to whatever rock she’d crawled out
from under.

“Are you OK?”
Alex smirked. “What’s so amusing?”

“I guess I just
realised that while Kelly there is going to fantasise about having
you in her bed, I’m actually going to be the one fucking you,” I
chortled.

The corners of
his mouth twitched into a grin as he raised an eyebrow
slightly.

“Mm, I love it
when you talk dirty,” he moaned in my ear. His lips tickled my skin
as he slowly kissed my neck. “Ready?” he asked as he pulled me
closer.

I smiled as my
hands travelled down his muscular back to rest on his amazing, taut
behind. “What have you got in mind?”

“Not
that,” he laughed as he removed my hands from his arse and
pulled me toward the door. I stopped, stunned for a second before
he gave me his delicious half grin, his hypnotic blue eyes, sending
shivers up my spine.

“Let’s give
them something worth printing,” he lightly groaned in my ear as he
draped his hands around my waist to lead me to the car.

My head told me
this was not a good idea. Was I ready for this? Was I prepared to
have people talk trash about how I slept my way into my job? Was I
OK with people questioning my integrity or my ability to do my
work? My heart told me I wanted this. It was time. I could do this.
Besides, when had I ever cared what people thought? My work spoke
for itself and in turn would vindicate me.

I grinned as he
opened the door, his arm still firmly fixed around my waist. As we
stepped onto the curb, the blinding flashes of the cameras exploded
like fireworks on New Year’s Eve. I didn’t look at any of the
cameras. My eyes stayed fixed on his astonishingly perfect lips,
and I kissed him. The noise around us erupted and then faded into
insignificance as he returned my fevered kiss. I no longer noticed
the flashes, the people or the questions as Alex gently maneuvered
me into the waiting car.

His questioning
glance and playful smile, spoke volumes as we settled into our
seats.

“Just following
your lead and giving them something worth printing,” I mused as I
flicked my hair over my shoulder.

“Always got to
one up me, huh Lexi?” He smirked as his eyes gleamed and he
playfully bit his lip.

I smiled
sweetly as I scooted closer and grabbed his finely chiselled jaw in
my hand. “Ab-so-fucking-lutely.”
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ALEX SHIFTED
slightly beside me in the bed. His breathing was still level and
even, his beautiful face relaxed and tranquil. I smiled as I turned
my whole body to face him. I loved to watch him sleep. The glow of
the alarm clock illuminated his perfectly sculpted chest. I watched
as it rose and fell with each breath. My eyes followed the line of
his body down to where his muscular V met with a mess of the
blankets and sheets. It amazed me as I watched him. He had no idea
how breathtaking he was and the things he was doing to my inner
chemistry.

I hesitated,
not wanting to wake him, but needing to touch him. I reached up and
let my finger trace his spectacularly masculine jaw, his light
stubble bristled under my soft fingertips. He stirred as my fingers
slid down his neck. His slightly parted lips twisted into his
famous half grin as he slowly opened his tired eyes, their clear
blue brilliance made me shiver.

“Something you
need?” his sleepy voice was playful as he turned to face me.

“Sorry. I
didn’t mean to wake you,” I breathed as my hand rested casually on
his chest. He brought his own hand to encapsulate mine.

“Sure you did,”
he smirked. “You can wake me anytime baby.” He pulled my naked body
into his. “I love waking up with you.”

“I love you
Alex,” I whispered as I brought my lips to his neck.

“Good, ‘cause
now it’s all over TMZ, and you’ll look like a world class bitch if
you leave me,” he laughed as he brought my chin up to look at him,
his sparkling blue eyes filled with mischief.

“Everyone
already knows I’m a world class bitch. That’s old news.” I smiled
as I ran my hands through his sexy, messed up blond hair.

“True.” He
smirked as he shot me a quick wink. “Part of the reason I’m so in
love with you. Do you know how refreshing it is to be with a woman
who knows her own mind and isn’t afraid to speak it?” He locked me
in his hypnotic gaze before continuing, “Even though sometimes your
stubbornness infuriates me, I wouldn’t change any part of you.”

I moaned as his
lips brushed mine, giving me a soft and gentle kiss. There was
nowhere in the world I wanted to be other than where I was. With
Alex. Like this. It was the first time in my life where I felt no
hesitation or doubt. This is where I belonged, with him.

“Ugh,” I
groaned as I looked at the clock, its stark digits alerting me to
the fact that it was five thirty am, and I had so much to do today.
I wanted to get started as soon as possible. After our little
‘display’ yesterday, I’m sure my workload had probably doubled, if
not tripled, and it certainly wasn’t going to do itself.

“That didn’t
sound like a pleasurable moan,” he mused. “Perhaps if I touched you
here…” his fingers traced a line down the valley of my chest and
continued toward my stomach.

“As much as I
would love that I can’t,” I pouted, as I tried not to focus on his
hand continuing on its journey further south.

“Really? It
kind of feels like you can.” His low, sexy voice awakened me even
more as my body betrayed me. As his fingers reached the slickness
between my thighs, I sighed.

“You are not
helping.” I tried to mentally calculate whether or not I had time
to give in.

“I disagree, I
think I’m very helpful,” he smiled, clearly enjoying toying with me
as he slowly slid a finger inside.

“Ahh,” I moaned
involuntarily as I closed my eyes.

“See, very
helpful,” he crooned into my ear as his other hand travelled up my
thigh.

My mind snapped
back into reality, and I hesitantly removed his hand from between
my legs. “It is so easy to forget the crazy world outside, for it
to be just the two of us, but as hard as it is, no pun indeed, we
need to get this day started.” I tried to sound convincing, but I
sure as hell wasn’t buying it.

He groaned as
he rolled away from me. “Fine, have it your way. I just want you to
be aware that a perfectly good erection is going to waste.” I could
tell he was more frustrated than angry.

“Alex, trust
me, you aren’t the only one who is disappointed.” I tried to reason
with him. “I need to work. It’s not like when I worked at Kate’s.
If I had a down day, there was someone to cover for me. Here it’s
just me. It’s a lot to do for one person.”

He turned to
face me, his brows creased into a scowl. “Whatever, Lexi. I’m going
to get a shower. A cold shower.”

“You’re mad
‘cause I won’t have sex?” I fired back.

“No, my
irritation with you has nothing to do with your refusal to have sex
with me,” he responded, his eyes darkened.

“Then what?” I
hissed.

“Lexi, do you
know how many people we had working for us in a public relations
capacity before you came on board?” He questioned, his face
hardened a little as he spoke.

“What are you
saying? I’m not doing my job?” I spat out, feeling my anger rising
as the line of conversation continued.

“No baby, I am
merely illustrating that if you weren’t such a control freak and
maybe hired some staff you wouldn’t have to work such ridiculous
hours. I don’t know maybe we could have a life?” He argued as he
flicked off the sheets and moved his body off the bed.

“Wait,” I
grabbed his arm. I knew he hadn’t meant to be cruel, but he wanted
me to ease off the accelerator. Days of waking early and late
nights, constant phone calls, weekends that were never ours, were
all taking their toll, and I knew I would eventually burn out. I
hated admitting that he was right, but one of Power Station’s
previous PR liaisons, Sydney, had told me that no less than three
people and an assistant were assigned to the band when the company
she worked for had held the account.

Given that
there was a publicity tour planned to promote the new album and a
subsequent stadium tour sometime after Hannah had her baby, there
was no way I was going to be able to do it all myself. I needed
help, and I hated asking for it. I mean, I really hated
asking for help. Where would I even go to hire someone
suitable?

“OK, maybe you
have some validity to your argument,” I muttered under my breath,
my hand still tightly grasped around his arm.

“What was that?
I didn’t hear.” His eyes softened as he moved closer to me.

“You heard me,
don’t make me repeat it,” I grinned. I may have admitted he was
right, but I certainly wasn’t going to admit that I was wrong.

“I don’t know,”
he paused. “It sounded a little like you were agreeing I was right.
Huh... Could this be?” A grin played on his lips.

“I didn’t say
you were right I said that perhaps there was validity to your point
of view. Maybe I will hire someone,” I explained, still not willing
to admit defeat.

“Does this mean
we get more quality time?” he laughed.

“Yes, as soon
as I find someone suitable, which I’m sure is going to be a pain in
the arse, but yes. I want that too— more time,” I smiled. Silently
I was impressed at my maturity. Not so long ago I would have fought
this, no matter how wrong I was. I hate relinquishing control in
any aspect of my life.

“It’s all I
want Lexi, it’s all I’m asking for, more time.” His brow was no
longer furrowed, and his eyes were once again relaxed.

“So… This
shower you speak of?” I mused. “As long as it’s not going to be
cold there is no reason we can’t share. I’m all for multi-tasking.”
My eyes took in his amazing, naked body.

“Oh, so now you
want me,” he huffed. “I don’t know Lexi, I think the moment might
have been lost.”

I pulled him
closer. “I can get the moment back. Want to watch?” I
teased.

He shook his
head as he ruffled his hand through his hair. “I think if you keep
toying with me like this, it might render me ineffective.”

“Suit yourself
then,” I smirked as I got up out of bed and sauntered passed him
naked. I flicked my hair seductively over my shoulder as I got
closer to the bathroom door. I heard his light laughter and heavy
footsteps behind me. Neither of us was very good at saying no to
each other.

 


~~~~~~~~

 


I smiled as I
walked through my apartment. I was glad I had asked Alex to spend
that night at my place rather than his. It meant that I could get
straight to work without having to leave him in the morning. He had
decided he was going to make breakfast while I got started on the
innumerable emails I knew were waiting in my inbox. I paused as I
got to the glass door that lead to my balcony. The darkness of the
early morning was disrupted by the myriad of lights that was
Manhattan. I had fallen in love with the city. No matter what time
of day or night, the craziness below me never stopped. It was
reassuring—a constant reminder that life and time continues to move
forward, with or without you.

I peeled myself
from my view and moved to where my home office was located. I sat
myself down in my huge leather desk chair at my beautiful oak desk,
the light wood lent warmth to the space while the crispness of the
large white monitor loomed above it.
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