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      She wants his company, but he wants her…

      

      Nicknamed The Ice Bitch, corporate exec Lana Holt has built her reputation on one thing—winning. Fierce, brilliant, and utterly relentless, she’s worked her way to the top and is primed to become the next CEO of Renault Corporation.

      Until Matthew Renault snatches the position right out from under her.

      The golden boy heir, Harvard grad, and boardroom prodigy has no real interest in running the company—and he knows Lana deserves the job. But board politics are ruthless, and neither of them can fight the decision.

      What Matthew does want is Lana herself.

      When she abruptly quits, he risks everything to keep her from walking away—launching a dangerous, seductive pursuit to claim the only thing that truly matters to him.

      But winning her heart may cost him more than he ever expected… especially when the truth about his deception comes to light.

      

      Two rivals.  One empire. No rules….Business has never been this hostile, or this hot [image: fire][image: fire][image: fire]
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      Senior Vice President, Lana Holt stomped angrily past the cubicles of her nosy employees, ignoring their probing stares and low snickers. They could barely contain their joy. The Ice Bitch was finally gone. They thought she didn’t know what they whispered behind her back, but she did. She knew everything the close to one hundred employees she supervised said about her. They thought she was a sad, lonely, pathetic frigid bitch. And maybe they were right.

      She’d worked for the Renault International Hotel Corporation ever since she’d graduated from college. And over the past twenty years, she’d steadily climbed the corporate ladder, sacrificing everything to achieve one goal—to become CEO of the largest hotel chain in the world. She had always remained professional and distant from her employees, running her division with cool efficiency and precision. The marketing division was undoubtedly the most productive arm of the company. So when Tom Salkind retired earlier that year as CEO, she’d been sure the job was hers.

      She wrenched open the door to her corner office with the amazing view of downtown Atlanta, stepped inside and slammed it behind her. She wasted no time in grabbing a Xerox box full of new stacks of paper. Dumping the unopened packets to the floor, she began to clean out her desk.

      As she haphazardly stuffed her most personal belongings into the box, she replayed the words that had changed her life forever.

      “…So, it is with great pride and enthusiasm that I introduce to you Renault’s newest CEO, my grandson, Matthew Renault.” She had sat there stunned when the owner, Gerard Renault, had delivered the news to the twelve member Board of Directors, the new CEO, Matthew Renault, and to her.

      She gritted her teeth at the thought of him. She was being usurped by a twenty-nine year old Harvard Business graduate who’d only been with the company for two years. He was barely out of grad school and now he was the CEO of a Fortune 500 Company.

      The sound of her office door closing caught her attention and she whirled around to face the last person she wanted to see.

      “Lana, I’m sorry. I didn’t know⁠—”

      She held up her hand to halt his next words. “It’s fine Matthew. I could tell from your shocked expression that it was news to you too. Still, congratulations,” she said stiffly, before twisting back around to finish packing.

      “I couldn’t believe you stormed out of there—hey, what are you doing?”

      “What does it look like I’m doing?” she snapped as she continued to dump her things into the box.

      She froze at the touch of his hand against her arm. Blowing out a long, jagged breath she turned around to face him. And as soon as she met his gaze, and glimpsed the hurt look on his handsome face, she instantly regretted her terse words. It wasn’t his fault. Actually Matthew didn’t deserve any of her anger. Ever since he’d joined the company two years ago as the CFO, he’d been nothing but kind toward her, even though she’d always kept him at arm’s length.

      “Don’t quit,” he said softly.

      She shrugged his hand from her arm, flashing him a weak smile. “I have to.”

      “But, I need you—,” he said, and she almost swore she saw something flash in his eyes that hinted at a more intimate need, but then it disappeared and she figured it had just been her imagination. He cleared his throat. “—to advise me. You have the most experience of any of the senior staff and I need your expertise.”

      “I’m sorry, Matthew, but you know I can’t stay,” she said quietly, holding his penetrating blue gaze.

      “What will you do?”

      She shrugged as a she curled her lips into a wry smile. “I don’t know and for the first time in my life, I don’t care.” It was true. She had lived her life for so long always striving to accomplish her next goal. Well, for the first time ever she had no goal and it felt good.

      The disappointment on his face tugged at her, and for just a moment she experienced a pang of guilt. Feeling compelled to do something she was sure she would later regret, she grabbed one of her business cards and scribbled on the back. “Here is my home number. If you find you have a question just call me.” She shoved her card into his hand and whirled back around to finish with her task.

      She heard him mumble “thanks” followed by the soft click of the door closing shut.

      Contrary to what her employees thought, she did have feelings and she felt bad for dumping her anger on Matthew when he’d had nothing to do with the events that had transpired earlier. But she couldn’t help feeling a twinge of resentment. He now held the position that she’d coveted for the last five years. Still, that had been no excuse for her abrupt dismissal and downright rude behavior. She toyed with the thought of going after him to apologize, but quickly abandoned the idea. He’d be fine. She on the other hand wouldn’t.

      The knowledge that she’d given up so much for a dream that had been snatched so cruelly from her was enough to send her spiraling head first to depression. Painful memories from the past twenty years of all the sacrifices she’d made replayed themselves in her head. The main one being from three years ago when her ex-fiancé walked out on her shortly after she’d miscarried their baby, all the while hurling accusations at her that her workaholic schedule had been the cause. She knew now that Toby was nothing but an asshole and a jerk, but at the time the pain and guilt had only driven her to work harder, making her even more determined to achieve the goal that had cost her the family she’d always wanted.

      Tears burned the backs of her eyes and she drew in a deep breath, as she forced them not to fall. She needed to hurry up and finish packing so that she could get out of there before she did what she so desperately longed to do—slump to the floor and indulge in a good cry. But her pride would not allow her to give into the impulse. The Ice Bitch did not crack, and she certainly didn’t melt.
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        * * *

      

      Matthew Renault flopped down in the plush leather cushions of his office chair and blew out a long breath.

      How could his grandfather do this to Lana—to him even? He ran an angry hand through his close cropped, jet black hair, disheveling it into wild spikes. When Tom retired, his grandfather assured him that Lana would be promoted to CEO. So it had been a shock to him when his name had been announced instead.

      Right after Lana stormed out, he’d pulled Gerard Renault aside for an explanation. “What was that about? You told me Ms. Holt was going to be promoted,” he’d accused.

      His grandfather had shrugged his stocky shoulders and the lines of his face had deepened when he’d spoken. He at least he had the decency to appear remorseful. “I wanted to promote her, but the Board refused to support her bid for CEO. They were really uncomfortable with having someone from outside the family in the position again. I had no choice but to appoint you. I’m sorry Matthew.”

      “It’s not me you should be apologizing to,” he’d whispered angrily before spinning on his heels to follow Lana.

      He leaned back in his chair and stared out across Midtown Atlanta, his eyes vacant. Lana didn’t deserve this. She had devoted herself to Renault Corp, and this was her thanks? If he’d been her he would have quit too.

      He glanced down at the card in his hand, twisting it between his fingers. She’d given it to him and told him to call her if he had any questions. A small grin flashed across his face. He had a question—would she have dinner with him Friday night? That had been the main question he’d wanted to ask her since he’d first laid eyes on the voluptuous older woman two years ago.

      He remembered their first meeting like it was yesterday. She’d been wearing a form fitting white turtle neck Cashmere dress that hugged her gorgeous figure down to her knees, where it teased the tops of her spike heeled leather black boots. The soft white hue of the dress had complimented the warm tones of her rich, chocolate complexion. Her shoulder length hair had been pulled back into a severe bun and she’d worn standard wire rimmed glasses that obscured her beautiful almond shaped brown eyes.

      She’d shaken his hand with a cool authority and he’d been smitten ever since. No matter how hard he tried to invite her to lunch or engage her in small talk, she had always remained polite, but aloof—the epitome of professionalism. Everyone called her the Ice Bitch if they were nice, worse if they weren’t. But he sensed beneath her chilly exterior was a warm and sensual woman who she worked very hard to hide, and it was that woman he wanted to discover. He wanted to get to know the real Lana Holt, not the one she showed to the rest of the world.

      He stared at the ten digits she’d hastily scrawled on the back of the card. What would she do if he called her and asked her out? Or better yet showed up on her doorstep with an invitation to dinner? He knew the answer to both of those questions. She would give him a cool, but polite, no.

      If he wanted to get to know Lana more intimately then he was going to have to come up with something far better than a phone call or a visit.

      A thought popped into his head and he sat up, ramrod straight, in his chair. It was a long shot, a crazy idea even. He curled his lips up into a smile and glanced back down at the card.

      Crazy idea or not, he was fresh out of options. He shot up from his chair and bounded out of his office just in time to see the doors to the elevator close with Lana inside. His smile grew wider.

      Perfect timing.
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      “That’s impossible. It has to be here,” Lana cried as her fingers skimmed across the keyboard of her office computer, her eyes frantic. After several long minutes she finally stopped and whipped her chair around, nearly throwing Matthew off balance, who’d been leaning against it to peer over her shoulder.

      “I don’t know what happened. When I left Thursday it was here. I promise you.”

      “It was your account, Lana. If you don’t have it then no one else does,” Matthew said coolly.

      For several moments she just stared at him with blinking eyes, not really knowing what to say or do. She was at a complete loss. When she’d cleaned out her desk two days ago she had been sure to leave all company files on her computer or on disks in her office. It was company policy.

      Once an employee ended his or her relationship with Renault, they were obligated by law to leave all materials pertaining to Renault accounts at the office. It was to ensure that private information did not somehow end up in the hands of their competitors. Lana hadn’t broken the rules. She had left everything but her personal belongings at the office.

      So, when she’d received a call from Matthew saying that he couldn’t locate the files for the New Zealand account anywhere on her computer or in her office, she’d raced down there on a Saturday still dressed in her “lounging at home on a Saturday morning” attire of faded jeans, flip flop sandals and a canary yellow tank top.

      “I—I don’t know what to tell you,” she stammered. This had never happened to her before.

      She had never in her entire time at the company lost an account.

      Matthew straightened to his full height and of its own volition, her gaze traced the outline of his rippling muscles that strained against his short sleeved white cotton t-shirt. She swallowed the lump in her throat. He looked every bit as young as he was in what appeared to be his gym clothes. But he was still strikingly handsome.

      She used every ounce of self restraint not to let her eyes dip lower where she’d glimpsed the faint outline of his impressive cock through the thin material of his grey sweat pants when she’d first arrived. She was so used to seeing him in suits that his casual attire had jolted her. Being there with him on a Saturday, in plain clothes, gave the meeting a slightly more intimate feel to it. She gulped down a deep breath, trying to ease the furious beating of her heart. His nearness was unsettling in the close space with just the two of them—alone.

      “We meet with the Auckland Regional Council in two weeks. We can’t simply show up there empty handed⁠—”

      “Well that’s your problem, not mine,” she said, shooting to her feet. “I quit two days ago, remember.”
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