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Chapter 1




Reed, Lexi Reed

 


 


 


 


“REED. MY
office. NOW.”

Crap. The fact
that she was yelling to me from her office was a sure sign that
Kate was fuming. I did a quick mental stocktake of the last few
days, wondering which indiscretion I would have to own up to this
time. I breathed deeply and slid off my chair, preparing to face
the music.

“What have you
done now, Lexi?” my desk mate Rachael, smirked.

“Me?” I
questioned, giving my best what-could-I-have-possibly-done look.
Rachael threw her head back into a full throaty laugh. “Kate’s
pissed. I hope it was worth it,” she said, fishing for a scoop on
the latest office gossip.

“It’s always
worth it, Rach,” I grinned and flicked my hair over my shoulder as
I sauntered into Kate’s office.

Kate Cole and I
had known each other since university. Kate was a year ahead of me,
and while we were not friends during our tenure, we were firm
friends now. Kate was a force to be reckoned with, a strong woman
with a keen business sense, amazing style and she saw the genius in
the way I operated. She had built her PR and events company from
the ground up, and the fact that Cole now had partnerships with
offices on most continents of the world was testament to her genius
and a key reason why I loved working with her. The other reason was
that she welcomed my take-no-prisoner attitude, which had been too
full on for my previous employer. He had claimed that I intimidated
clients and thought I was some kind of placard toting feminist or
lesbian. Lord knows, I couldn’t just be a strong opinionated woman
who knew her job.

I closed the
door to Kate’s stylish office behind me. It was a remarkably simple
and sleek space, a reflection of her. She was not what you would
call a ‘girlie girl’. Kate loved sports and had very little
tolerance for drama—a trait that had made her instantly appealing
to me as both a boss and a friend.

“So... anything
you want to tell me Lexi?” Kate paced the room as she deliberately
breathed, a sure sign someone was in trouble. I still had no idea
what I could have possibly done. Let’s face it, the list of trouble
I gotten myself into daily was long, so trying to narrow it down
would have proven a challenge for anyone.

“You want to
give me a hint Kate, or are we going to play mental charades?” I
mused.

“Cut it out,
Reed.” Kate picked up the only file on her desk and came around to
perch on one of the leather conversation chairs she used when she
wanted to try and put her clients at ease. “I’m in a difficult
situation here. You are forgetting I know you, and your history.
Just help me understand if I need to hire a lawyer?” I took a long
breath and settled into the seat opposite Kate. Clearly this was
not going to be a five minute conversation.

“Kate, whatever
it is, I am sure we can resolve it. Don’t stress, OK?” She knew
that this was not the first time I’d been threatened with legal
action.

“Stacy is on
stress leave. Effective immediately. She is claiming you called her
crazy and have been tormenting her. She had a meltdown in front of
our newest client yesterday afternoon during her presentation,
calling us all a bunch of lying C-U-Next-Tuesdays.”

I tried to
stifle my laughter. “Are you shitting me Cole? That girl has been
unhinged since the day she was hired,” I exclaimed. “She is
obsessive and overbearing. And when pray tell was I tormenting her?
I haven’t spoken to her in three months.” While I had done lots of
things which had the potential to lead to trouble, I was not going
to be blamed for something I had had no part in.

“Lexi, I know
the girl is certifiable, but I need to be one-hundred percent sure.
I do not want an HR issue here...” Kate’s pause for breath told me
that she was really worried about this situation. “Did you tell
someone she was on anxiety meds? She claims that you made some
social media comments last month, on Facebook to be exact.”

My head was
pounding with fury. “What the fuck Kate? I didn’t even know she was
on meds. And if she is on meds, then clearly they aren’t strong
enough. As for my Facebook, you are on there – did you see any
comments? I wasn’t even in town last month. I was in New York,
remember? I was too busy screwing and shopping to be on Facebook.
What a fucking whore. She can’t hold her own and she blames me? Get
her on the phone. Let me confront her with these fucking
accusations.”

“Lexi, calm
down, and for god’s sake stop swearing. This is still an office.” I
relaxed a little as Kate clearly believed the truth of my story.
“Look, I had my suspicions that the accusations were unfounded, but
you have to understand my position. For now, she is on stress
leave. It screws me over, as she was supposed to be going on this
exchange program. I have a guy coming in from Texas tomorrow, and
she was supposed to go there on Friday. I’m asking Rachael to go
instead. I’ve already been on the phone all morning trying to sort
this shit out.”

My ears pricked
up with interest. A guy from one of our partners in Texas? I hadn’t
had one of those before.

“Before you
start getting all hot and heavy, he’s off limits.”

Off limits? Oh,
Kate – don’t you know that’s like waving a red flag to a bull?

“I know you are
a sucker for an accent, but I don’t want to have to pick up the
pieces of your sordid romp. Don’t forget that this is my business,
OK? Keep your hands, mouth and other body parts to yourself. We
clear?” I was mentally rubbing my hands together in anticipation.
“Lexi, I can see the cogs in your head turning. Seriously, I need
to trust you on this one.”

I widened my
eyes in a show of false innocence. “Kate, you’re making me out like
I’m some insatiable fiend.”

“Yeah, Yeah,
you are so offended. Remember, I know you. Keep it in your pants,
Reed,” she said trying to force back a smile.

“Kate,
Justin is on line one. The school has called and Sam is at the
principal’s office again,” Jane’s sugary sweet voice through
the intercom burst into the office uninvited.

“Thanks Jane,”
Kate replied, taking a breath and clicking her finger over the
flashing light. I waved silently and decided now was a good time to
take my leave.

“Justin, I
swear, this kid isn’t going to make his next birthday,” she said
over the phone as I shut the door behind me.

I had spent a
lot of time with Kate’s four excitable, rambunctious boys. All of
them were super competitive and sporty. The youngest, Sam, was the
most challenging. He wasn’t a bad kid, just very spirited, and he
was the one I most identified with. Sometimes I wondered how Kate
managed. I think the fact that her husband was so even-tempered was
a calming influence. I really liked Justin. He was an uncomplicated
guy. He worked hard, but when he came home it was all about his
wife and his boys. He doted on Kate, allowing her to be the woman
she was, and he wasn’t threatened by her competitive ambition. She
definitely wore the pants in that relationship, and he didn’t
really care. His tastes were simple – he loved his football, loved
to have a beer and he loved his family. He was the yin to her yang.
As sappy as it sounded, they had a perfect marriage and I hoped one
day if I was ready to settle down—and that was a big if—I would
find someone as honest as Justin.

 


~~~~~~

 


“So. Did Kate
tell you? I’m going to Texas,” gushed Rachael as I returned to our
cubicle. I could tell she had been holding onto her news,
desperately wanting to share, but still trying to respect the chain
of command and not making her announcement. However in true Rachael
style she couldn’t help herself.

“Stacey flipped
out and went all psycho yesterday. Oh my god, so tragic, but her
loss is my gain. I feel kinda bad, but at the same time I’m really
excited. Is that wrong? Shit, I need to pack. Can you imagine the
shopping over there? Everything is big in Texas.” Her
excitement was palpable, bordering on annoying, but it was on par
for the course with Rachael.

“Rach, take a
breath,” I said, sitting down to my meticulously maintained desk
and switching my monitor back on.

“I tell you
this couldn’t have come at a better time. Will is doing my head in.
I went out for coffee the other night, and I had to check in. I
told that man relax, I barely have enough time for you, as if I’m
going to have time to cheat. He wouldn’t listen. The break will be
good for us. It will help me figure out what I want to do. Not that
he’s happy about it. Oh well, I’m so excited. Can you believe this
shit? Oh my god, I swear, I haven’t been this excited since my
sister and I hit up Sydney.”

Watching
Rachael rush around in a frenzy, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge
of jealousy. It would have been nice to jet off to a new city for
six months, but I knew that Kate needed me here, and my role as a
senior team member meant that I would be initiating this new guy
into the office. I wondered what he looked like. I hadn’t even
asked Kate his name. The whole Stacey losing her shit drama threw
me off my usual A-game. I needed details. I would need to take a
walk down to visit Jane and see if I could pump her for intel.
Kate’s loyal PA could usually be persuaded to come up with the
information.

“Lex. Are you
even listening to me?” Rachael’s voice rose an octave.

“Sorry Rach, I
was distracted. What were you saying?”

“I asked if you
had any good book suggestions for the plane? I wanted to load up my
iPad with some trashy novels for the long journey. But, not any
that are too sad. You know I’m a crier. Who knows, I might even
find myself a new romance while I’m there.”

I wasn’t
exceptionally close to Rachael. It’s not that we weren’t friends,
we just moved in different circles. She was effervescent and full
of life and always spoke like she was running a race. She was a
really good person with a great heart, but we just didn’t have a
lot in common. I pushed my jealousy aside, realising that she was
perfect for this new challenge. Those Texans were going to take one
look at her massive personality and accept her as one of their own.
I nodded in my silent resolve and gave her a big hug. “You’re going
to do great Rach, and if Will knows what’s good for him, he’ll
realise what an arse he has been and jump on a plane and hopefully
jump you too.”

Rachael
blushed. “Um. Gee. Thanks. Lexi. Um. Yeah.”

 


~~~~~~

 


What a freaking
crazy morning. I swear there was so much to digest. I still needed
to find out about our mysterious Mr Cowboy. I giggled. The things I
could do with that rope. I wondered if he owned leather chaps and
boots. This fantasy was getting hot. I could already feel the dull
pleasure ache in my lower stomach and the slight moisture forming
in my underwear. I wondered if Jane had a photo. I could totally
Google him. I had to go get Jane a coffee. I’d learned from
previous covert missions that she was a complete coffee addict and
freer-flowing with information after she’d had her fix.

“Yummy. Is that
for me?” Jane’s saccharine voice squealed.

“Yep, I even
got you one of the cookies you like.” I held out the package and
batted my eyelashes slightly. I had danced this dance before, and
while Jane was good at her job, she wasn’t the worldliest of
creatures; she was naive and too trusting. This was going to be too
easy. I could see the partially covered personnel file on her desk.
“So Jane. I’m going to be showing the new guy around,” I said
pretending to look bored. “And I figured I’d quickly go through his
file and see if there is anything I need to cover in his
induction.” Smooth Lexi, very smooth.

“Oh, I don’t
know Lexi, these files are kind of private. Kate would have my
head, you know.” Jane looked very uncomfortable with not giving me
what I wanted, but she knew it would be breaking the rules to let
me have access to a private HR file.

“Jane, do you
think I would be asking if it wasn’t OK with Kate?” I said, looking
straight into her trusting brown eyes. “You saw me talking to her
earlier didn’t you? Remember when Justin called and I was in her
office?” I marvelled at how easily the lies rolled off my tongue. I
was a master of this game and Jane didn’t even come close to being
a worthy adversary.

“Well,” Jane
paused and looked from the coffee and biscuit I was holding out to
the files on her desk. “I guess if you have cleared it with Kate
then it’s OK.”

Jackpot.
I hoped there was some decent information in the file. I passed the
delicious bribe over, and she hesitantly handed over the pristine
manila folder in return, clearly having second thoughts until I
gave her my award winning smile. Yep, entirely too easy. I should
have been a spy or a con artist. Maybe Mr Cowboy and I can play on
that fantasy as well? The list was endless.

I walked into
one of the private meeting rooms. I wanted to do my recon without
being disturbed and, let’s face it, I was breaking company policy
by accessing his personal details. While I was brazen, I wasn’t
stupid. I closed the door behind me and I settled into one of the
comfortable chairs. As I opened the file, a sheet of paper slipped
out. A small passport photo was paper-clipped to the side. Wow
cowboy, you’re hot. The photo was black and white, but I could
tell his hair was dark and his eyes were so clear they were
probably blue. He had a strong jawline with amazing bone structure
that he could have been a model. The photo had obviously been taken
later in the day with a light stubble accentuating his masculine
features. His brows were furrowed and he had a distant,
almost-forlorn look; like he was looking beyond the camera and
straight into my soul. It was like he wasn’t even trying to be
sexy, yet it oozed out of every pore. Damn Kate and her
no-fraternisation policy. I wondered what the outer edges of her
definition would be. After getting a look at this new piece of
talent, I was determined that I was going to find a loophole or at
least skate to the edge of that line because ‘Matthew Burns’, whose
name was printed across the top of his file, would be worth it.



 Chapter 2

 


Well, Hello Cowboy!

 


 


 


MELBOURNE
AIRPORT had always held such exciting memories for me; there was
something about aviation fuel and jet noise that got me excited.
The thrill of an impending trip or a loved one returning, what’s
not to love? And today, I was happily welcoming Matthew Burns into
the Cole fold. I had slipped the file unnoticed back onto Jane’s
desk yesterday. She had been chatting on the phone to someone about
the latest boy band who had captivated her interest, and I was sure
she’d completely forgotten that I’d even taken the file. I quickly
called Kate on my way out of the office, saying I thought it would
be more personal to pick up Mr Burns rather than send a car or
taxi, and while she had her reservations, she reluctantly agreed.
“Don’t make me regret this,” were her parting words to me as I hung
up the phone.

I had leapt out
of bed this morning, throwing items of clothing all over my room in
my haste to pick something suitable to wear. I finally settled on a
fitted back shift dress and my red Steve Madden pumps. I finished
the look with a slim-line jacket in the same red. I gazed into the
mirror feeling a bit disconnected from the woman who stared back at
me. I knew that I was not ugly, but no woman is ever really truly
satisfied with herself. I think it’s some weird glitch built into
the second X chromosome. My big light brown eyes opened slightly
wider as I studied my reflection. I had left my cascading mane of
brunette curls loose, so they spilled onto my shoulders like an
untamed waterfall.

My carefully
manicured eyebrows arched back at me from my reflection. I had been
told so many times I was beautiful, and yet I struggled to believe
it. It was the chink in my armour, my dirty little secret. No one
would ever believe I struggled with self-esteem. It’s not what I
projected. I glanced up and down at my body. I’d worked extra hard
on my fitness over the last few months and the training and working
out was showing results. My long arms travelled up the length of my
thighs and over my firm butt. It was never enough. I would have to
work harder. I mentally chastised myself – Lexi, you are a strong,
successful, beautiful woman. Get over your hang ups. I fixed a
smile on my face, and I walked out the door.

The flight had
landed about an hour ago and people were starting to spill into the
arrivals area where we were all corralled. I had flirted with the
idea of holding up a sign with his name but decided it was too
cheesy. Besides, those eyes – it’s not like I could forget what he
looked like. I spotted him as soon as he walked through the double
doors. He was dressed in grey tailored pants, a light linen shirt,
a matching tailored jacket and no tie. Yum… I likey. He was
just less than six foot, and I could tell his body was toned even
with his clothes on. His broad shoulders and chest filled his shirt
and jacket nicely before his torso thinned to his lower abs and
waist. His muscular arms flexing as he pushed the luggage trolley
in front of him. “Mr Burns?” I questioned him as he came closer. He
blinked in slight confusion at being approached and then a smooth
grin spread across his face as he realised who I was. He had the
same smattering of stubble across his face as he’d had in the
photo. His clear blue eyes fixed on mine. “Hi, you must be
Alexandra. Kate just sent me a text telling me you were going to
meet me here.” Hmmm, what else had Kate told him?

“Actually, it’s
Lexi. No one has called me Alexandra in years.” I still felt like a
naughty child whenever someone called me by my full name.

“Sorry, Lexi.”
His low gravelly voice caressed my name, sending a shiver right to
my core. “I’m Matt,” he crooned, his smooth accent rolling off his
tongue like morning dew off my windscreen. He held out his hand and
gave me a firm but polite handshake.

“Well, Matt.
You got everything? My car is just over here.” I pulled my hand
away from his warm grasp and spun on my heel, leading him to the
parking garage walkway. He followed me, hanging slightly behind. I
wasn’t sure if it was because he was being polite, whether he
didn’t know where he was going, or maybe he was just checking out
my arse. Either way, it wasn’t long before we made it back to my
car.

“Nice ride,” he
smirked, glancing at my silver Honda Civic as he lifted his
suitcases off the trolley. Was he being sarcastic?

“Thanks, it
does the job and it’s easy to weave in and out of traffic.” I
cringed inwardly at my lame response. “So, Matt. Is this your first
trip to Australia?” I steered the conversation back into my favour,
while I helped him load his luggage into the back of my car.

“Yeah, it is
actually, and I have to say my first impressions of this place are
pretty good.” Was he flirting? I couldn’t quite work this one
out.

Usually I could
figure a guy out pretty quickly. Hell, most of the time I knew if I
was going to sleep with him within the first five minutes of
conversation, yet Mr Cowboy had me perplexed. He was standing at
the driver’s side door after I closed the hatch, having carefully
stowed his suitcases away. “Um, unless you are going to drive, you
are going to have to go around to the other side.” I mused. He
glanced inside at the steering wheel that was firmly in place on
the wrong side of the car.

“Oh yeah, I
completely forgot about that. I hear the water runs the opposite
way down the drain down here too.” I couldn’t help but laugh at his
innocent statement. I’d bet my new Mimco clutch, he’d be flushing
the toilet the minute he got into his hotel to test his theory. He
smiled as he sauntered passed me, moving to the passenger side and
getting in.

The ride to the
hotel was surprisingly smooth. He was easy to talk to and pretty
funny as well. He was incredibly well mannered, and I was impressed
by his knowledge of my home city. Chances are he’d probably read a
traveller’s guide book on the plane and was merely regurgitating
it, but still it showed he made an effort. He was originally from
Houston, Texas but went to College in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania at
Carnegie Mellon University. He loved his time in Pittsburgh and
spent a few years working there after graduating, speaking fondly
of the city that was his home during that time. “It’s a lot like
Melbourne in some ways,” he explained. “It has amazing sports
arenas and the city is full of diverse restaurants, born from the
influx of ethnic migration back in the 1920s.” He seemed passionate
about knowing about a city’s culture, and I could see his eyes
light up when he spoke about Pittsburgh.

“Sounds like a
place I’d probably like to visit,” I mused.

“Oh, you have
to go. I could give you a list of things to see and do, an absolute
must is to have a Primantti’s sandwich in the strip district. That
sandwich will change your life,” he grinned. I couldn’t imagine any
sandwich changing my life but I was willing to humour him.

The traffic was
light so it didn’t take too long to reach his hotel. He was only
booked in until he found more suitable accommodation, hopefully an
apartment he explained. He hated living out of a suitcase. I parked
out front in the drop off zone and stepped out to help him with his
bags.

“Lexi,” he
breathed. I glanced up at him. I had to tilt my chin back slightly
to look him in the eyes, even with my killer Madden heels. “It was
a pleasure meeting you and thank you for the ride. I’d love for you
to meet me for dinner tonight and help me go through my schedule
for tomorrow.”

“Sure, I’ll
bring over all your induction paperwork if you like, and we can go
over it together – saves you doing it in the morning.” I couldn’t
peg this one. Was he asking me on a date? Was this business? What
the hell? Was he gay? I must have been losing my edge. Perhaps I
needed to up the ante tonight and try and work this one out. “I’ve
got to stay back tonight to tie some loose ends in the office but
I’ll make it back by eight, OK?”

“Yes, we
wouldn’t want any loose ends,” he smirked, and he turned as he
headed into his hotel. OK that was fucking weird. I was going to be
on edge for the rest of the day.

 


~~~~~~

 


“Oi, Lexi,”
Anna giggled. I looked up from my computer screen to see her dark
eyes staring at me over the wall partition.

“Hey Anna, you
trolling for information to take back to your arsehole boss?” I
smirked.

“Bitch, please,
the arsehole is golfing today. I could be out to lunch for three
hours and he’d be none the wiser. Now, if you’re done assaulting
that keyboard, grab your shit and let’s go to lunch. It’s Taco
Tuesday,” Anna retorted. I grabbed my bag and took my iPhone off my
desk.

“So what’s the
goss, Anna? Any rumblings I should know about?” Anna worked at a
rival events firm, so generally had to get a full pat down and
provide a urine sample on arrival. Kate knew we were friends and
had no issue with us ‘networking’ as long as I exercised
discretion. Still, she insisted Anna leave her phone at reception
and was accompanied to my desk by Jane, who eyed us impatiently as
we left the office.

We made our way
to the cosy little Mexican place down the street and had barely
been seated in our booth when Anna beamed, “I heard some shit went
down in your office yesterday….” She left her sentence trail off
deliberately. I knew it wouldn’t be long before word was out of
Stacey’s undignified fall from grace. Still, Kate would be livid if
I confirmed anything.

“Yeah, we
landed that account you guys have had for the last five years,” I
glowed. “It was amazing how easy it was to convince Reece he was
getting robbed over there at your place,” I smiled as I signalled
the waiter. I was hungry.

“Ha. You
could argue the sky was green and convince people you were right –
why do you think Kate has you as her right hand man? Arsehole would
bring you across to our team in a heartbeat if he thought he stood
a chance.” We both smiled. “But, seriously, no work talk. I want to
hear about Stacey. I heard she went all single white female.
Apparently she was screaming and crying in a client meeting. Did
she really call you all a bunch of C’s?” Anna whispered in a hushed
voice.

“What can I
say? I evoke strong responses in people.” I spat that out more
curtly than I intended. I was annoyed that the crazy bitch was
still on the payroll after all the shit she had pulled in recent
months.

“A truer word
never spoken.” I heard it from over my shoulder. That familiar
voice. I didn’t need to turn around as I could see from Anna’s
wide-eyed expression and pen jaw that Matt was standing directly
behind me. Oh, how I’d love for him to take me from behind, feel
his strong arms reaching around and pulling me close to his strong
athletic frame. “Mind if I join you ladies?” he continued,
oblivious to my hardening nipples beneath my jacket.

“Sure,” Anna
sang out, almost a little too enthusiastically. “Lexi, are you
going to introduce me to your friend?” she asked with a knowing
smile.

“Matt, this is
Anna – Anna, Matt. He’s ‘on loan’ to us for six months and just got
in from Texas this morning,” I explained. I could see Anna mentally
undressing him as she took his hand and shook it politely. He then
sat down and flagged a waitress down for another menu.

“I thought you
would have crashed by now. It’s a long flight—aren’t you jet
lagged?” I queried Matt.

“Yeah, I am,
but I find if I push through and sync with my new time zone I can
usually beat it. I got bored in the room, so I thought I’d take a
walk around, maybe get something to eat. I hate room service,” he
retorted.

“And yet of all
the restaurants in this fine city of ours, you find yourself here,
in the very one I’m at. Are you stalking me?” I purred.

A smile crept
across his beautiful unshaven face. “Actually, I called the office
when I realised I didn’t have your cell number, and they told me
where I might find you. But, if you prefer the stalking idea, we
can go with that.” I was slightly unnerved by his loaded retort. It
had been a while since I had been challenged by man. This was going
to be fun.

“Are you guys
ready to order?” the impatient waitress tapped her foot.

“Sure, we’ll
have the fajitas, the chicken soft tacos and two pineapple
Margaritas.” Our order was always the same; I didn’t even have to
ask Anna. “Matt would you like a beer? There’s plenty of food to
share.” I glanced over my menu at his clear blue eyes. Oh yes, I
have played this game before Cowboy, anything you’ve got—I can do
one better. Men were one thing I understood—I could play them like
a well-strung guitar and when I got tired of them, I discarded them
and went on to the new flavour of the month. I was not a whore,
although I had been accused of being one so many times. So many
people, men and women alike are threatened by a woman who is in
touch with her sexuality and desire; it’s just not socially
acceptable for a woman to want a no-strings relationship. For me,
it was the ultimate. I had no time for relationships, not real
ones. I’d tried those earlier on before I worked out that I wasn’t
ready to play that game because all it got me was disappointment
and a broken heart. I vowed that no man would ever control me like
that again. I would hold the power – it would be about what I
wanted and what I needed.

“Corona please,
with lime.” His silky voice didn’t show any hint of annoyance. Our
drinks arrived quickly and the conversation flowed as easily as it
had earlier that morning. I could tell by the way Anna was looking
at him that she would rather be devouring him than her lunch, but
she wasn’t as brazen as I was, so would bide her time. I cringed
knowing the barrage of questions and requests that would surely
follow.

“So Lexi, are
we still on for dinner?” Matt asked, after he ate his first round
of tacos. I watched Anna visibly deflate in the knowledge that we
would spending the evening together. Anna was beautiful and smart,
but she knew she couldn’t compete with me when it came to men—she
was too nice. I generally backed off when I knew one of my friends
was interested in a guy as this was just sport to me, but to them
an opportunity for happiness. I wasn’t completely callous and
unscrupulous. Matt was different though. I couldn’t place what it
was, but I felt compelled to play this out. Sorry Anna—I can’t
yield, not this time.

“Yes, of
course. I was actually wondering if you would like a home-cooked
meal. I figured it would be easier to discuss business in a more
comfortable setting and will give me time to fully brief you for
tomorrow’s staff meeting.” More like fully de-brief you and get
down to business, I silently corrected in my head.

“Home cooked
meal sounds wonderful, it’s been a while.” The smile creeping
across his face lit up his features.

“Great, I’ll
pick you up at eight.” Home field advantage—this was going to be a
cake walk.

“Well ladies,
thank you for lunch. I’m afraid the jetlag is kicking my ass right
now though, so I think it’s best I head off and try and get some
shut eye.”

“Well it was so
nice to meet you Matt, hopefully I will see you again soon?” There
was still hope hanging in Anna’s voice.

Matt smiled as
he met her eyes, “I look forward to it.” He turned his gaze to
mine. “See you tonight, at eight.” He took my iPhone from the table
and programmed his number in. “Just in case something comes up,” he
said, placing my phone back down before making his exit.

Anna glowered
at me, and I knew how the rest of this conversation was going to
go. I took a deep breath, readying myself for Anna’s verbal assault
when the waitress brought us the bill. ‘Paid in full’ was scrawled
across the receipt. We stared at each other silently. That sneaky
bastard.



 Chapter 3

 


A Little Screwed Up

 


 


 


THE REST of the
day had passed fairly uneventfully. Anna was annoyed and had given
me the silent treatment on our way back to the office. This was
nothing new to me. Hostility, anger, rage, sometimes it was neither
warranted nor justified, yet it rarely bothered me. She would have
to take a number.

I decided to go
home first and change before heading back to collect Matt from his
hotel. I took the opportunity to shower as well, allowing the water
to wash away the day, both literally and figuratively. I pressed my
back to the cold shower tiles as the warm water snaked its way from
my shoulders, down my breasts and across my belly. My hands glided
over my body as the water twisted and turned in different
directions. I breathed deeply and moved my hand further down my
stomach, slowly allowing my fingers to touch the slickness between
my legs. I moved my fingers slowly across my clit and then slid a
finger inside of myself. I imagined it was Matt’s hands all over
me; his mouth and pulsing tongue exploring me; his hard cock
resting against my warm body, teasing me. Ahh. My heartbeat
quickening, the anticipation growing inside of me was like a fire
radiating from the inside out. Every inch of my skin burned, the
stream of water felt like tiny pins and needles biting my sensitive
flesh. I closed my eyes, picturing his searing gaze, his hard body
pressed up against me, as desperate for me as I was for him. I felt
myself tip over the edge. My body twitched and pulsated with
pleasure as I slid down the wall into a hot mess on the shower
floor.

It took me a
few minutes to steady myself before turning off the shower and
wrapping myself into a large, fluffy towel. My wet hair was pasted
against my back as I reached for another towel to wrap my tangled
mane in. I was unsteady as I walked into my bedroom, taking a seat
on the edge of my bed, still feeling the after effects of my
explosive orgasm. I lazily glanced over at my alarm clock. Fuck,
I’m running late. I grabbed my favourite Sass and Bide jeans
from my wardrobe and raced around my room gathering a clean set of
bra and panties. I was intending on displaying them later so I
picked up a sexy black lace push up with miniature red bows on the
straps and matching underwear. I slid on my jeans, towel drying my
hair while pausing momentarily to pull on a pair of boots.

I quickly
applied some light make up and raked a comb through my long locks.
I had no time to dry it so I smoothed on some anti-frizz serum and
threw on a blue cotton t-shirt. I grabbed my keys and headed out
the door.

 


~~~~~~

 


He was already
waiting in the lobby by the time I reached the hotel. He was
standing with his back to me, but there was no mistaking that ass
anywhere. He was chatting animatedly to the concierge, so he didn’t
notice me enter through the double glass doors. He had changed too;
his jeans hung low on his hips, a white t-shirt clinging to every
curve on his back, the fabric rippling when he moved his arms.

“Sorry, I’m a
little late, I hope you haven’t been waiting too long,” I
apologised.

“Not at all, I
was just chatting to Mark,” he gestured with the tilt of his head.
Mark gave me a knowing glance, and I smiled back. I think both Mark
and I had similar ideas about how tonight was going to end. As if
reading my mind he quickly turned to shake Matt’s hand and bid us
good evening as we wandered out of the ornate lobby. He handed me a
small white gilt box filled with Macaroons. “I got dessert. It’s
only fair since you’re cooking dinner.” Clearly his Momma had
raised him right.

“Thank you,” I
flirted. “That’s lovely but unnecessary. It’s a pleasure to have
you.” Or at least I’d hoped it would be. I had planned a different
kind of dessert.

We walked to my
car in silence. The crisp air blew through my hair that was still
damp. It sent a chill down my back. Matt eyed me cautiously,
“Cold?”

“No, I’m fine.
My hair is still a little damp,” I answered, as I slid into the
driver’s seat. He effortlessly moved into the seat beside me. The
hum of my engine broke the awkward silence.

“I really
appreciate this Lexi,” he said, watching the road as I negotiated
through the traffic. “I don’t know anyone here yet, so it’s nice to
get out of the hotel and have some people contact.”

“No problem
Matt, we’re going to be working together so this is a good
opportunity to get to know each other.” We made small talk on the
short drive back to my apartment. The obligatory, getting to know
you chatter; siblings, travel histories, working resume etcetera,
etcetera. I pulled my Civic into its usual spot in the underground
parking.

I loved my
apartment. It was a rental, but it was everything I had ever wanted
in a home. It had two bedrooms and a large balcony that overlooked
the amazing metropolis of Melbourne. I had travelled to so many
different countries, yet my heart remained firmly tethered to this
city. My city, my home. I guided Matt up the stairwell into the
hallway that led to my door. I wrestled with my keys, finding the
right one and then slowly opening the door.

“Wow, this is a
great place,” his eyes travelled over the interior. “You live here
alone?” I walked ahead of him toward the kitchen. Dropping my keys
and handbag on the coffee table on my way through the lounge
room.

“Yeah, sure do.
I’m not a great roommate. I am obsessive compulsive about certain
things, and it’s just easier than dealing with other people’s
issues.” I realised how nervous I was because I was volunteering a
little too much information.

He followed me
through the apartment to the kitchen. “Anything I can do to
help?”

“Nope, all
good. Take a seat.” I gestured toward the bar stool pushed up
against the breakfast bar. “Would you like a drink?”

“Sure,” he
nodded. I pulled a bottle of Absolut from my freezer and poured it
over ice in waiting tumblers on the bench. I added some freshly cut
lime and handed him a glass. I watched him take a slow, steady sip
before I followed suit and raised the cold glass to my lips.

I busied myself
with dinner preparations, Matt’s eyes following me as I moved
around my kitchen. I quickly got some chicken breasts seasoned and
in the oven to bake. While they were cooking, I pulled out a deep
saucepan and placed it on top of the stove. “What are you making?”
he asked.

“It’s kind of
my own creation. A chicken pesto fettuccini. It’s pretty quick but
really tasty.”

“Sounds
delicious.” His smile lit up his face. He continued to study me as
I went through each of the steps, asking me about the ingredients I
was using and whether I enjoyed cooking. He drained his glass as I
reached up to get some plates from my kitchen cabinet.

“Another?” I
tilted the vodka bottle toward him.

“You trying to
get me liquored up?”

“Actually the
freshness of the Vodka and lime goes really well with the dish, but
if you prefer the liquored up idea we can go with that,” I smirked,
repeating the words he had taunted me with earlier in the day.

A smile slowly
spread across his face. “Touché, Ms Reed.”

He took the
fettuccini filled plates from me and carried them to my round
kitchen table while I mixed our drinks. I seated myself across from
him and watched as he waited until I was settled before he eagerly
raised his fork loaded with fettuccini to his mouth.

“Wow, this is
amazing. So good.” He took another bite.

“Glad you like
it, it’s just one of my many talents,” I teased.

“I’ve heard
about your talents Lexi. Your reputation precedes you.” He teased
back.

Instantly my
back stiffened. “What have you heard?” I questioned cautiously.

“Relax Lexi.
It’s all good. My boss Jerry, had the pleasure of working with you
in New York last month. He told me how impressed he’d been with
your work.” He gave me a relaxed smile.

“Yeah New York
was fun. It was great working with Jerry.” I eased back into my
chair and took a small bite of pasta.

“You know we
have a really good team in Houston. Jerry is thinking of expanding
and possibly allowing me to head up the department when I get
back,” his eyes flirted, as he slowly sipped his drink.

“That sounds
promising. I’m sure your exchange with us can only help with your
possible promotion.” I wasn’t really sure where this was
heading.

“Yeah, I think
working closely with you will definitely help my cause. I’m sure
there is a lot you could show me and I’m very willing to learn.
Possibly things I could show you, if you allowed me the chance.
Maybe other opportunities we could share, either here or elsewhere.
Like I said Jerry speaks very highly of you, and I’m beginning to
see why. Tell me, have you ever been to Texas?” I felt anger slowly
building inside me, making me drop my fork. What the fuck?
Was this some aggressive head hunting exercise? Was he supposed to
seduce me like I was some dumb piece of arse?

I didn’t need
to say anything. Panic spread over Matt’s face as he took in my
reaction. “I didn’t mean it like that Lexi, I’m not trying to use
you. Jerry knows you’d never leave Kate. I’m sorry, I know it
sounded bad.” He tried to explain further. “Look, you have made a
name for yourself; this tough talking Aussie who shows no fear. I
could name a hundred agencies in the States that would kill to have
you. You could name your price. You must know that. Jerry just
meant that if someone was going to make you an offer you would
consider that he hoped you would allow us to counter it.”

I raised my
glass to my lips, slowly taking a long sip of the clear icy liquid.
I wasn’t sure if I should be offended or honoured. “So, were you
going to fuck me into submission or were you just going to throw
dollar signs at me and see if I succumbed?” I asked calmly
wondering how far he was going to take this charade.

His eyes
widened. “Lexi, I wasn’t going to fuck you. I, um, I wouldn’t do
that. I mean that’s not how I operate.”

“Why, is there
something wrong with me? Are you not attracted to me?” I shot back
indignantly.

“Are you
serious? I can think of nothing more I’d like to do right now than
throw you up against a wall and screw your brains out,” he panted.
“But we have to work together, and I’m not that guy. I really like
you. I think you’re hard-core in the business world and as sexy as
hell, but I know it would be a mistake – one I am not willing to
make. It just is not an option.”

Anger once
again flared inside me. I was not used to rejection, I was not a
mistake, nor would I ever be. How dare he? It had been a long time
since a man had turned me down. Despite him dressing it up with all
his fancy compliments, all I heard was I don’t want you. My face
heated and my gut turned and twisted.

I decided to
change tactics. I rose slowly out my chair, walking over to him. My
mouth slowly parted as I held his face in my hands, my fingers
twisting through his wavy, dark brown hair. He looked up at me as
he tried to decipher my mood. I gently tilted his head back and
leaned in, the tip of my tongue exploring the edge of his mouth
then my lips feverishly finding his. His lips were soft as they
opened slightly, giving me permission. I grabbed his shirt tight in
my fist, pushing him against the chair back, my legs straddling him
either side. Let’s see how you resist me now, Cowboy.

He tasted
fresh, like the lime, and I thought he was going to give in but
then he stiffened and pushed me away. “Lexi, no. We can’t do this.”
Hurt and anger ripped through me like a tidal wave. I wanted to
throw him out, but I couldn’t formulate words. How did this happen?
How could I have read this all wrong? Damn it Lexi say
something. I willed myself to speak.
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