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Chapter One

 


Matt Bradford stared across the
conference room table and felt his balls clench. His managers
stepped out for the lunch break twenty minutes ago, but the
glass-walled space was not totally empty. One person remained. One
hot and very off-limits person who broke his concentration just by
breathing – Kari Reynolds.

With straight brown hair, green eyes
and body that even her proper navy business suit couldn't hide, she
qualified as pure temptation. Curvy with big eyes and a full mouth.
Then there was the necklace. She wore a string of pearls every
single day, and every single night he fantasized about her spread
out on his sheets wearing nothing else.

Even now he sat there with his hands
folded on his lap to keep from reaching out and stroking the tiny
circles…and keep stroking until he hit skin.

"You don’t have to babysit me, you
know." She delivered the comment without looking up. Her
fingernails drummed against the mahogany tabletop as her gaze
stayed focused on the yellow legal pad in front of her.

"I'm not hungry." Now that was a damn
lie, but food was not the issue. She was.

She'd come to Coleman Engineering on an
interim assignment and at the insistence of corporate headquarters.
Matt ran the San Diego satellite office but the owner in New York
City, Rob Coleman, set the rules. When a manager there crossed a
line with an assistant a few months back, Coleman instituted a
company-wide human resources campaign on proper workplace behavior.
Matt's division possessed a clean record, but that didn’t matter.
Everyone had to attend the training by the outside consulting
group, which landed Kari and her mile-long legs right in his
path.

Matt had never even dated a woman from
the office. He hadn't wanted to take the chance of having his
advances misunderstood. But keeping his hands off Kari and his
staring to a minimum was killing him. It was as if Rob had invented
this twisted sensual game to torture him.

"I leave on Friday," she
said.

That was news to Matt. That left only a
few more days of watching her and wanting. "Since when?"

"The workshops are finished as of
tomorrow and the Human Resources Guide will be revised and
available for everyone to review before I go. I'll be back for a
follow-up, but the main work is done here." She glanced up at him.
"I thought you’d be relieved to be rid of me after three weeks of
constant contact."

"Admittedly, before you came I wasn't
looking forward to interrupting the workday for lectures on topics
that seemed like common sense, but you made it interesting." He
left out the part where he spent half the night mentally undressing
her as he imagined her authoritative voice guiding him on the
fastest way to make her come.

As if she could read his mind, she
smiled. Leaning back in her chair with her arms folded under her
breasts, she crossed one leg over the other. "In other words, you
got used to me."

That heated look, the dip of her
blouse, the peek of the shadowed valley beneath the open button,
the sexy way her leg swung around in the air. In any other place,
in any other time, he would swear she was sending a signal. But
that would definitely be a violation of one of her many office
rules. Flirting was off the table. He knew he'd read that boring
requirement somewhere in her literature.

Still, desire whipped around the room
and he thought it was moving in more than one direction. He looked
out into the reception area. Except for Lydia sitting in her usual
position answering the phone with her back to him, no one was
around.

"Are you afraid of me, Matt?" Kari
asked.

He swallowed hard to keep from saying
the wrong thing. "What?"

"I think you heard me."

Heard and possibly
misunderstood. "Just want to make sure I'm
not doing anything wrong here."

"Like?"

Kissing her. Licking her. Dreaming up
ways of fucking her. "A smart man knows when to stay
quiet."

"That's a shame."

He blinked a few times. "Excuse
me?"

"I was thinking you might make a
pass."

His heartbeat hammered in his ears. He
shook his head to clear it. "I don't…is this some kind of
test?"

"No."

"Did Rob put you up to
this?"

Her eyebrow inched up. "You think Rob
is concerned about your sex life?"

Matt felt his eyes bulge but he tried
to keep the rest of his body still. "Who said anything about
sex?"

"Me."

Oh, she sure wasn't alone in thinking
about it. He couldn’t really concentrate on anything else. Hell, he
should probably be fired just for the racy pictures popping up in
his head. Heaven knew the thoughts he had about her had nothing to
do with work, unless you counted what he wanted to do with her on
his desk, against his office door…in his chair.

She dropped her arms and leaned in
closer. "Matt?"

"Give me a second here." He balled his
hands into fists. Dug his nails right into his palms as he tried to
think of blood and guts and anything else that would keep his cock
from pressing against his zipper. "I'm pretty sure I'm missing
something."

She stood up. Walked around the table
until she hovered right behind him. With her hands on the back of
his chair, she leaned down and blew a breath of warm air across his
ear. Their bodies didn't touch but heat radiated off her,
penetrating his cotton dress shirt.

He snuck another look into the lobby
and saw that Lydia had gone somewhere, damn her. That left Kari and
endless possibilities for him to fuck up his career. "We
should-"

"I've seen you watching me."

Since she only mentioned the looking he
guessed she somehow missed the near-constant erection and general
stuttering he did whenever she walked by. Just a sniff of the
floral scent wrapping around her and his lower body went into
hyper-drive.

"But I would never act on it," he said,
not sure if his statement was even true.

"That's my fear."

When he spun around, she stepped back
but still stood only inches away with her body well within touching
distance. Way too close.

"You better start over," he said.
"Maybe talk slower this time."

"My work here is done."

"Uh-huh."

"There's nothing keeping us from acting
on all that looking you've been doing."

"You mean…?"

"You're not the only one who's been
thinking about it. About us."

A preliminary copy of her handy new
work manual sat on the table like a glaring reminder of all he
could lose if he stepped one inch too far. "Isn't this a violation
of, I don’t know, something?"

She shook her head. "We don’t work
together. You’re not my boss. There are no prohibitions
here."

"Good to know." Great,
actually.

"Unless one party isn't interested,
then-"

"Not an issue."

She glanced into the empty reception
area before bending down with her mouth just inches from his. "For
me either. I'm more than willing."

"You're-"

"There's nothing wrong with two people
wanting each other."

It was a good thing she kept
interrupting because his brain wouldn't stop misfiring.
"Kari."

She stood up and tugged on the edge of
her blazer to put it back in place. "The next move is
yours."


Chapter Two

 


Kari barely made it down the hall to
the women's bathroom before her legs gave out. She rested her hands
against the sink and watched water drip into the drain. Let the
echoing plop of water against metal put her in a trance. Catching
her breath took more concentration.

Planning a seduction and actually
following through with it had proven to be two very different
things. When she put on her lacy pink panties and matching
underwire bra that morning in her corporate lease hotel room, the
same set that cost her more than her monthly car payment,
confidence flowed through her. But seeing Matt's eyes grow dark and
his cheeks flush as she gave him the green light made it
real.

She'd nearly passed out.

The mix of hot, raw desire and fear of
being rejected had warred in her stomach until it flipped inside
out. How she'd gotten the words out, made her play, without
tripping over her feet or falling over she'd never know.

Even now she stared down at her shaking
hands and swore in frustration. Yeah, feeling a hard kick of desire
for a guy on a job was a first for her but, for heaven's sake,
she'd earned an M.B.A. and worked in a career field she loved.
She'd had boyfriends, though none worth remembering, and was not
one of those women who feared sex or had never experienced an
orgasm. So, she should be over the
hiding-in-the-bathroom-like-a-desperate-teen stage of
life.

Except for the pang of jealousy she
felt every time she saw her best friend model a new shirt that
didn’t require a bra, Kari prided herself on her self-esteem. She
managed to maintain dieting common sense in the size zero world of
Los Angeles despite being a size eight, sometimes ten. She had hips
and breasts and a brain…and a bad case of lust for Matt
Bradford.

"What are you doing?" As if she
conjured him up, his husky voice rumbled off the bathroom
tiles.

Her nerves stopped rattling
around just in time for a new wave of anxiety to set in. There
was definitely a
rule against this sort of thing in her handbook. No men in the
women's restroom. Seemed obvious but she rushed to explain it to
him.

"You can’t be in here." She raced over,
and with a hand on his upper arm, tried to shove him into the
hallway.

Even with all her tugging, he didn't
move. "I run the place."

"Someone will see you."

"We have five minutes." He rested his
back against the door, ruining her escape plan.

Now she had to worry about his job and
hers. "For the record, this isn’t appropriate."

"Practically sitting on my lap in the
conference room was?"

She felt a rush of heat to her cheeks.
"Okay, maybe I could have timed that better. We were alone and you
weren't making a move."

He snorted. "Didn’t know I
could."

"Oh please, I have a feeling you've
come on to a woman before." She knew men like Matt did not have a
hard time getting attention or action.

As if the black hair and blue eyes
weren't tempting enough, this guy had linebacker shoulders, a trim
waist, and if she guessed right, a big bank account. Power oozed
off of him. But what got her was the charm. The rest of the stuff
didn’t matter. He treated his workers with respect and looked at
her like she was the sweetest dessert, and that's what broke down
her defenses.

"I meant I didn’t know I could make a
pass without getting my ass sued." He didn’t roll his eyes but he
looked like he wanted to.

"Oh." Her job title tended to get in
the way of this sort of thing. One guy she went out with
practically leapt out a restaurant bathroom window during a date
when she described her work day. She assumed he had something to
hide and she was better off not sharing the basket of rolls. "Maybe
your office-"

Matt's eyes widened. "Good
idea."

"What are you talking
about?"

He grabbed her hand and pressed her
into his side. "We'll go there. We can have some
privacy."

"Wait." She held a hand against the
door to keep him from flinging it open.

"Why?"

From this angle, she felt tiny. She
never felt tiny. At five-seven guys didn’t exactly tower over her.
But the five-inch difference grew when he stood so close, with his
broad shoulders blocking out the area behind him. "Dragging me down
the hall will seem strange to your staff, don't you
think?"

The corner of his mouth kicked up in a
smile. "I have some restraint."

Since she had to take the first step in
confronting the truth about their attraction, she'd say he had too
much. "You're not acting like it."

"You’re going to follow me."

True but she didn’t plan to be
submissive about it. "What makes you so sure?"

He slipped two fingers close to her
cheek and tucked her hair behind one ear. "Because when we get to
my office, I'm going to lock the door and…"

Her heart pounded against her ribcage.
"Yes?"

"You have to follow me to find
out."

The scene screamed trouble. She
repeated that fact in her mind a good twenty times as she traveled
down the hall with her head up and a fake smile plastered to her
face. His fleeting touch had set off a trembling inside her that
made it difficult to walk in a straight line, but on the outside
she pretended to be all business. She also tried not to trip over
the handsome hottie in front of her.

He didn’t run but his determined stomp
couldn't be described as covert. He'd be more subtle if he made a
general announcement over the office intercom that they were about
to get naked.

Office protocol wouldn't save her
either. Kari knew the unorthodox afternoon rules now. Matt insisted
people not work through lunch, that they actually move around and
not be chained to their desks. That meant the phones rang but were
quickly answered and messages sent to voicemail. Most of the staff
would be outside enjoying the near perfect spring weather and the
office's location right near the marina. The rest would be hiding
from Matt to avoid a lecture on priorities.

The steady office buzz would kick back
up soon…but not yet.

Even in the relative quiet they had to
be careful, so she waited until they were in his office to explain
about the line between correct behavior and not, and how he was
jumping all over it. Or she would have if he hadn't slammed her
back against the door and started kissing her like he'd die if he
didn’t have his mouth on hers.

Their lips met as their breathing
mixed. Strong hands roamed down her back to her hips. His palms
flattened against her, his fingers digging into her skin with a
sting that flooded her with excitement. Through layers of clothing,
lean muscles slid against her softness. The ridge of his erection
pressed against her stomach.

She did this to him. Her and not some
tiny, witless chick with huge breasts. Some men appreciated a woman
with hips and an I.Q.

Take that ex-boyfriend who
said to eat more salads.

The rush of power overtook Kari. With
her body flush against Matt's, she felt beautiful. Wild and free
rather than bound by rules and restrictions. After a series of
recent dates that barely raised her blood pressure, she stumbled
into a guy who should have been nothing more than a paycheck and
found something extraordinary. Around him she couldn't keep her
mind on the job or her hands to her sides.

She clenched fists full of his jacket
against his back as her thigh slid up his nice and slow. When his
mouth shifted to her jawline then down the pulsing vein on her
neck, her head fell back. She gulped for air and inhaled the spicy
scent of his cologne. Not overpowering. Just a trace to lure her
in.

She felt him shift. A second later, the
soft click of the lock registered in her brain. Icy reality
splashed over her. She knew better. A hook-up afterhours by
consenting adults who could separate business and pleasure bent the
rules. Sex in the boss' office in the middle of the workday ripped
the rules to shreds.

"Matt, wait." Her protest got lost when
his lips met hers in a kiss that rumbled to her knees.

His mouth slanted over hers as his
hands slipped under her butt and lifted her tight to his erection.
With her back braced against the door and her leg hitched on his
hip, she pressed hard against him, letting her fingers plunge into
his hair and her tongue touch against his.

"God, I've dreamed about this ever
since you walked in the front door that first day." He whispered
his confession as his fingers slipped past the elastic at the top
of her thigh-highs.

"You've been thinking about my
underwear?"

"Your panties, what's under them –
everything." His rough breaths brushed against the base of her
neck. "Stripping them off you. Getting inside you."

Every word tumbled through her, falling
past her defenses and diving into the churning sea of need deep
inside her. "You make me forget my common sense."

His finger brushed against the wet
crotch of her panties. "Then let me give you something else to
remember."

One minute he held her. The next he was
gone.

He slid down her body to his knees, the
expensive suit forgotten. In a smooth move, he bunched her skirt at
her waist. First with his finger then his tongue, he caressed her
through the thin material that barely covered her.

Her hips bucked but he held her still.
Need slammed into her, making her dizzy. To keep from falling to
the floor, she braced one hand against the hard wood behind her.
The other went to his shoulder. Then into his soft hair. When he
shifted her panties to the side and pressed his lips against her
slick flesh, her hand clenched.

"Matt, yes…" Harsh breathing filled the
room. She didn’t realize she'd chanted his name until her throat
went dry from the rough whisper.

Before she could catch her breath, his
tongue slipped inside her. With each probing lick his thumb rubbed
over her clit. The dueling sensations sent a whip of pure pleasure
rocketing through her. Her head knocked against the door as her
knees buckled.

Still he didn’t stop. His hand and
mouth kept up the sweet torment. When he slid a second finger
inside her sensitized flesh, her hips lifted away from the door.
Blood raced through her until her lower body thumped and her thighs
clamped over his hand.

With one last sweep of his tongue the
pressure building inside her exploded. Her shoulders hit against
the door with a loud thud, but she barely heard it over the roaring
in her ears. Her bones turned to mush as her internal muscles
tightened one last time. Nothing around her mattered but the feel
of his fingers and the wave of relaxation engulfing her.

When she opened her eyes again, the
room blurred. Slowly his desk chair across the room came into focus
then his face was in front of hers.

The tracks from her fingers still
showed in his ruffled hair but the tense lines around his mouth had
eased. Something in his face seemed softer, as if the pressure of
work and the people who depended on him had lifted, if only for a
second.

She couldn’t think of anything else to
say, so she went with the obvious. "Wow."

A warm smile lit up his face. "I was
going to say damn, but wow works for me."

She leaned all of her weight hard
against the door, surrounded by his body with his hands on either
side of her head. She would have straightened up or said something
witty but she didn’t have the strength for either.

Somehow her brain signaled her hand to
move. She gave a playful pull on the bottom of his tie. "You didn't
even wrinkle your suit."

"I came in it, does that count?"

She glanced down, stunned to see a small dark circle on his pants.
"When did you-"

"Hasn’t happened since high school." He
leaned in and kissed her. Let his lips wander over hers until her
breathing hiccupped in her chest. "You are potent."

The shocks kept coming. The idea that
this man, this strong and commanding man, would let her know she
could affect him on that level left her breathless. He didn't have
to act all macho, as if he could control his feelings. Of all the
things she found attractive about him, she could now add
self-confidence and selflessness in the bedroom to the
list.

He traced a finger over her necklace.
"What are you thinking? That sexy smile looks downright
dangerous."

"Are you worried?"

"More like ready." He nibbled on the
corner of her mouth.

"Good."

"What room?"

The sensual haze he spun around her
faded. "What?"

"The next time I touch you, I want you
naked, which means we need a room. Your hotel is closer than my
house, so give me the room number."

She didn't play games or pretend to be
confused. "Eight-eighteen."

Before she could say anything else, he
reached down and pushed her skirt back into a respectable position.
Smug satisfaction played on his lips as he stepped back. His gaze
wandered over her, heating every inch in its path.

"Do I look like I've been tumbled?" she
joked, surprised her voice stayed steady since her emotions jumped
around like crazed ping pong balls.

He winked. "Not yet, but you
will."

Much more of this and she'd throw her
body across his desk and screw the remaining rules. She swallowed a
few times as she straightened out the new wrinkles in her skirt as
much as possible. "I should be done here around seven."

"You have until five." He walked to the
other side of his desk and stood at his chair. "I'll be at your
door by five-fifteen."

He looked very much like the boss now.
Squared shoulders and an adjustment of his tie and he'd morphed
back into proper Matt Bradford, all-business and not line crossing.
A man who looked but didn’t touch.

Now she knew better.

On the outside he exuded control and
looked polished. On the inside he was a naughty boy with fingers
that worked magic. The mix of want in his eyes and confidence in
his step intrigued and compelled her.

But she still had work to do. "I can’t
leave that early. And the idea of you cutting out at five? It will
look…odd."

"Make up an excuse. I don’t care. You
have until five-fifteen."

"Matt-"

"Five-fifteen." He picked up his phone,
dismissing her. "And be naked except for the pearls."

 



Chapter Three

 


Her taste lingered on Matt's tongue for
the rest of the day. Thanks to their office foreplay he'd spent
most of the afternoon sitting in his chair. A few minutes in his
private bathroom solved the wardrobe issues but not the constant
state of semi-arousal. The need to finish what he started kicked in
his gut for hours.

At five-fourteen he banged on her hotel
room door and heard Kari shuffle around on the other side.
Disappointment shot through him when she opened up wearing a dress.
It was feminine and floaty with thin straps that highlighted her
shoulders and enticing neck. Pretty but still not part of his
fantasy.

He'd thought about her soft skin the
entire drive over. Pale and smooth, her legs trembling as he
brushed his fingertips over the tops of her thighs. The memory
would stay with him forever.

She fiddled with her pearl necklace,
twisting it between her fingers as she shifted in her bare feet.
"Is anyone else out there?"

When he didn't answer her eyes widened
in a look caught somewhere between desperation and command. Giving
in, he glanced down the hall. "No, why?"

"Are you sure?" She continued to block
his entrance, standing in the doorway and not showing any signs of
moving.

Sure, he could push his way inside but
he wanted an invitation. He had no clue what was going on in her
head or what he had to do to get inside the damn room. "Kari,
what's-"

The rest of the sentence skidded to a
halt in his head. Heat flushed through him as she peeled the straps
down her arms and let the top dip low. The slow striptease unveiled
the creamy tops of her bare breasts while her hands hid the rest of
her.

"Take it off." This time he stepped
inside and slammed the door shut behind him. His brain screamed to
touch her, but he waited. He didn't want to miss a second of the
slow slide of clothing down her naked body. Whether he'd survive it
was a different question. "Now, Kari."

Heat flared behind her eyes as she
pushed the dress to her waist and let it pool on her hips. "Like
this?"

"No. Don't hide from me." He slid his
fingers around her wrist and pulled her arm away from her upper
body. "I want to see all of you."

After a second of hesitation, she let
her hands drop to her sides, revealing high, full breasts with
nipples pulled tight and hard. She dipped and curved in all the
right places. No skin and bones here. Instead of a scary ribcage,
he saw sexy flesh.

Kari was pure woman, tempting and
delicious.

"Beautiful," he whispered, desperate to
be inside her.

Her skin flushed under his visual tour.
"You’re a good man."

He had no idea what that meant. "That's
funny because I'm in the mood to be very bad."

Words slurred on his tongue. Much more
of her naked with no touching and he'd be babbling and begging. A
replay of coming anywhere but inside her was not on the
agenda.

With his hands on her hips, his palms
smoothing over her silky skin, he backed her up to the queen-sized
bed in the middle of the room. He cupped her full breasts, loving
how she filled his hands and mumbled words of encouragement at his
touch. When his mouth covered her, sliding his tongue over her
nipple and sucking on her skin until a shiver ran through her, she
whispered his name. The sound of her husky voice drove him
wild.

She dragged his mouth up to hers and
kissed him until the air sucked out of his lungs. He spread his
fingers over her back and hugged her close. He didn't feel her
hands on him until his tie came undone and the first few buttons of
his shirt popped open.

Desperate for her, he pulled back only
long enough to rip off his shirt and drop it to the floor. Before
he could pull her into his arms again, she reached for his
undershirt and peeled it over his head. Her fingers moved across
his flesh, scalding him as she went. Everywhere she touched, his
skin burst to life.

"I want you." He rubbed the pearls
between his lips before edging the necklace aside to place small
bites on the skin beneath.

"Yes." Her head fell to the side as her
hands went to his belt. "God yes."

The thundering rush of his blood
through his veins nearly knocked him over. A combination of
adrenaline and need crashed through him until he wondered how he
ever made it through that first day she walked in without dragging
her down to his office carpet.

If she didn’t touch him soon his head
would explode.

She slipped down, sitting on the bed
between his legs with her palm shaping his erection through his
pants. Back and forth, hard then gentle, she brushed over him. With
each pass, his hips rose to meet her hand.

"Now, Kari. Really touch me." He wanted
to be in her hand, her mouth, her body.

The sharp click of his zipper echoed
through the room. With each tick his cock thickened. His body ached
for her.

Then she was on him. Her fingers
wrapped around him as her tongue licked his tip.

Seeing her below him, watching his cock
disappear into her mouth, brought him right to the edge. Before he
lost all common sense, he reached in his back pocket and grabbed
for the condoms he'd tucked in there a few minutes before. He threw
the packages on the bed.

Her hand quickened its pace as she
glanced up at him. "Three?"

His breath pounded in his chest. "I can
get more."

She shot him an inviting smile before
leaning back on her elbows on the bed. With her knees raised, she
hiked up her skirt, giving him a flirty peek at the top of her
thighs.

The promise proved too much. He knew
what she hid under the edge of the dress. Clingy, wet pleasure.
Tight and ready, open for him.

As her hands teased him, inching her
dress up and then pushing it back down, he dropped his pants and
underwear to the floor. He didn’t want anything between them, just
skin against skin, as he entered her.

Kneeling on the bed, he grabbed her
wrists and pinned them to the mattress. "This time will be
fast."

Her head shifted from side to side. "Do
it."

He shoved her dress to her waist,
exposing her bare heat to his gaze. He ran his finger down her wet
cleft and felt the muscles jump in response. She was ready, her
body on fire, as she writhed on the bed.

"Matt, please."

He dipped his finger inside her,
testing her, teasing her. When she pressed her hand against his,
bringing him tighter against her, his control snapped. With his
palms on her knees, he pushed her thighs toward her stomach. The
position left her open and vulnerable.

A primal roar rattled in his chest, but
he kept it inside. He didn’t want to scare her with his raw
emotion. Instead, he slipped on the condom and pushed inside her.
Inch by inch, he let her body envelope his. She closed around him,
stealing what was left of his breath and filling his brain with
screaming need.

His head dropped to her shoulder as he
took her lip between his teeth in a gentle bite. The pearls rubbed
against his chest. His hands roamed all over her, learning every
dip and valley. He wanted to savor every inch but she squeezed him
inside her.

He had to move.

Unable to hold back another second, he
plunged in and let the friction guide him back out. He repeated the
move until he lost his hold over the rhythm and his body moved to
an innate beat. Faster and harder, he pushed and retreated until
everything inside him pulled tight to the verge of pain.

Fingernails dug into his forearms as
her head fell deeper into the mattress. Every inch of her body
strained and trembled. When a tiny "o" formed on her mouth and her
breathing turned to panting, he knew she was about to
come.

Her orgasm touched off his. Pleasure
exploded as he came on a rush, his breath hitching in his chest as
a slow hiss escaped his lips.

His last thought was about how he had
to rest so they could do this again.

 


###

 


Kari came awake in a slow daze. It took
a second for the rumbling in her ear to register. The palm cupping
her breast, the scratch of hair against the back of her legs, the
hot skin pressing into her and around her…Matt.

She opened her eyes and saw only
darkness. The tightly drawn curtains shut out everything and
plunged the room into an infinite night. It could be morning or the
middle of the night. She didn’t know.

Reaching out, she turned the clock on
the nightstand to face her. Shortly past three, which meant they
had made love for hours, twice using only his hands and mouth to
bring her to orgasm, then drifted to sleep. She stretched, working
on the aches and stiffness. Being under a man, wrapped around him,
sucked the energy out of her.

"You okay?" He mumbled his question
against her shoulder.

She had to smile. Even exhausted he put
her needs first.

When she didn’t answer, his arm
tightened around her waist. "Kari?"

She heard the rustle of sheets and felt
him moving around. The light clicked on, sending an unexpected shot
of pain through her brain.

"Ouch."

"Sorry." But he didn’t look it. The dip
in his eyebrows suggested concern.

She rolled onto her back and enjoyed
the feel of him over her. "Why are you awake?"

"Because you are."

Using her thumb, she traced his full
mouth and remembered all the expert things he could do with it.
"I'm happy I decided to make my move in the conference
room."

"You and me both." He placed small
kisses on the tops of each breast.

"Who knew you'd be so slow to catch a
clue."

"In my defense, I never thought you'd
be interested. Women who look like you are always
taken."

"We never talked about that, did we?"
She'd had the advantage on that one. She'd studied his file and
knew the basic facts. No wife, fiancée or kids. That left a
girlfriend, but the office gossip network and a conversation she
overheard in the bathroom on the second day made it clear he was
available. Very much wanted by several female members of the
office, but definitely available.

"Wait." His smile vanished. "You’re
not-"

"No."

His shoulders relaxed.
"Good."

"My last boyfriend was more concerned
about my menu choices than me, so I dumped him."

Matt's head shot up and his finger
froze right above her nipple. "What does that mean?"

"He thought I needed a
diet."

"You’re kidding."

Somehow the outrage in Matt's voice
took the sting of the past away. "Not even a little."

"That asshole needs a fucking
clue."

"Thank you." The swearing made her
smile. Matt was not one to let it fly just because. She'd seen him
angry, watched him handle a mistake a new intern made in a contract
delivery, and stay calm. Having him get all riled up on her behalf
made her happier than she wanted to admit.

"Any guy who can't appreciate this." He
ran his hand over her nipple and smiled at the way it puckered in
response. "Or this" His fingers lingered on her belly before
dipping lower. "Is not worth getting naked for."

The words registered in her brain. She
said them often enough to her friends and in the quiet of her
condo, but she didn’t always believe them. Until tonight she
thought the point was to find a man who didn't talk about diets.
Now she realized a real man, the right man, wouldn't even think she
needed one.

In just a few weeks Matt had given her
that. His unwavering attraction and inability to hide it, the way
he stared at her, letting his gaze wander all over her at even the
most inappropriate office times, had wiped away her remaining
doubts about her looks.

She wrapped her arms around his neck.
"I agree. His loss."

"About the naked part, too? You up for
that?" A flashing fire leapt back into Matt's eyes, filling them
with a dark sensuality.

She eyed the last condom on the table
and shoved against his chest until he rolled onto his back. "I
thought I would be in charge this time."

"Oh, really?"

She straddled his waist as she held his
hands against the mattress. "Any complaints?"

"Only if you stop."

 


 


 


 




 



Chapter Four

 


Matt picked today to sit at the back of
the room. Until this morning, he'd listened to her workshops while
standing at the door, as if ready to run off if an engineering
emergency happened. Whatever that might be.

This morning, every time Kari's gaze
drifted to the left, there he was, all alone and set off from
everyone else in a row he created by putting two chairs together.
The knowing smile and irresistible way he tugged on the bottom of
his ear almost did her in. Much more of this and she'd give the
room full of engineering professionals – twenty guys and four women
– a show they'd never forget.

A repeat of the scene in his office
could not happen. Stumbling over her words or giggling like a
preteen didn't work for her either.

To prevent a career implosion, she
raced through the presentation, thrilled when the moment came to
show a short film on appropriate versus inappropriate comments in
the workplace. Heaven knew she should watch the damn video. She'd
lost sight of the difference since meeting Matt. But she needed
space, a second in the hallway pretending to be on the phone while
she really caught her breath.

She turned on the television and hit
the remote. Sound blasted through the room, but she didn't turn it
down. She got two steps toward the door before Matt's voice stopped
her.

"There's a seat here, Ms. Reynolds." He
sounded professional but those eyes sparkled with what could only
be called mischief.

That fast she was transported to
seventh grade and a make-out session with Chuck Beemer in the
closest in study hall. The naughty moment had made her feel
grown-up. What Matt did to her went well beyond childhood
experimentation. He shredded her good judgment and had her thinking
dirty thoughts during the workday for the first time since she
started collecting a paycheck.

Most eyes in the room focused on the
large flat screen on the wall. Except Matt's. His heated gaze
burned through her as she walked. Excitement pinged around the room
but only she seemed to feel it. If anyone on Matt's staff felt the
waves of desire, they hid it well.

Not Matt. If it was possible to sit and
stalk at the same time, he managed it. His hands rested on his lap
but an air of attack hovered around him.

She slipped into the seat next to him,
careful to shift the chair a few inches from his. No need to test
temptation. He knew the rules and getting all gooey in the middle
of a sexual harassment seminar broke them. But he wouldn't stop
staring. She focused on the screen, pretending to watch the video,
while he looked at her profile.

When his fingertips brushed over the
back of her hand she nearly jumped out of her seat. His fake cough
covered the scrape of her chair against the hardwood
floor.

"What are you doing?" She whispered
without moving her lips. Keeping the shake of anger out of her
voice proved harder.

"You started this."

"In private."

"That's not how I remember it." He
rested an arm on the back of her chair as his other hand passed in
front of his mouth to cover his words.

To anyone watching, the move probably
came off as casual. Just a boss leaning and listening. But the way
his warmth wrapped around her, the way his scent filled her head,
amounted to a seduction. With every breath against her cheek her
heart thumped louder. She couldn’t believe the man in front of her
didn’t turn around to check out the noise.

"We can't." Her words came out as
little more than an exhale.

"My office in ten minutes."

"No."

His fingers trailed up the back of her
neck to play with the clasp of her necklace. "Are you
sure?"

A shiver shook her hard enough to
rattle her teeth. "Later. My hotel."

"Five-fifteen."

This time she didn’t argue about the
hour. The earlier the better.

With a quick nod, she stood up and
walked to the front of the room. The video played on and a few
people glanced in her direction, but she ignored everything except
the strength it took not to slump against the wall. Sweaty palms,
liquid knees and a jumpy heartbeat, she had it all. Control, well,
that was in short supply.

 


###

 


Energy buzzed through Matt as he walked
down the hall to his office. He rarely took a vacation and never
lost an afternoon to drinking or playing golf, but writing off the
rest of the day to think about all the things he planned to do to
Kari tonight tempted him. Concentrating on work instead of the
woman sitting a few doors down struck him as impossible.

He had no one else to blame for his
state. He had pushed his control to the edge by touching her during
the video presentation. While his gaze had roamed around the room
making sure no one picked up on the flirting, his hands had gone
wandering. A dumb choice but he still couldn't regret it. At least
he had a date for tonight.

He stepped through the doorway and ran
right into someone's back. "What the hell?"

"Interesting greeting for your boss."
Rob Coleman smiled as he walked over and sat down on the edge of
Matt's desk.

"Who also happens to be related to me
by blood." They shared the same dark hair and athletic build. Rob
inherited his green eyes from his father, but the ambition came
from the women in the family.

Their mothers were sisters and they'd
built a dessert delivery company from scratch and ran it until a
company offered huge money for their interest. Seeing their mothers
work so hard with a drive born out of family ties and talent
inspired Matt to throw in with Rob when he made the offer five
years ago.

"You earned your job." Rob smiled. "I
never handed you anything."

That was one insecurity Matt never let
fester. "My mom will be thrilled to hear that."

"How is Aunt Sue?"

Examining the family tree didn’t
interest Matt right now. "Fine. Now tell me what you’re doing here
and why you didn’t call before you flew across the
country."

Rob let silence settle through the room
for a few seconds before answering. "Kari Reynolds."

"Excuse me?"

"The human resources
expert."

"Yeah, Rob. I know who she is. She's
been in the office for weeks." And he'd been all over her for hours
the night before, but Matt wasn't ready to share that fact. He and
Rob had been raised more like brothers, but Matt was not the
kiss-and-tell type.

"You still upset about the workshops?"
Rob asked.

Matt had been pissed…but that was
before he met Kari. "No."

Rob's head tilted to the side. Those
eyes assessed and analyzed. "What do you think of her?"

Matt sensed a trap and refused to wade
in and get caught. "Rob, what are you talking about?"

"I sent her here to get your thoughts
on her."

Matt closed the door behind him,
shutting out the steady rumble of the office.
"Thoughts?"

"Are you always this slow?"

"Apparently."

"I want to hire her, bring her in as
our specialist. I wanted you to get to know her and give some
feedback."

Matt's mind refused to jumpstart. Just
hearing Kari's name threw him off. His personal and professional
lives collided and he couldn’t figure out how to pull them apart.
"You're saying this whole exercise was some sort of informal job
tryout?"

"She didn’t tell you?"

Anger flooded through his head,
crashing through the confusion and wiping it out. "She
knew?"

Rob's eyebrow lifted. "Am I missing
something here?"

The pounding started in Matt's head
then spread through his entire body. If he understood Rob, this had
all been some sort of set-up. The seduction, the sex, it was all
her way of snagging a fucking job.

Thought made Matt's stomach flip.
"Enough with the questions. Just tell me what's going
on."

"I interviewed Kari and told her, since
she's in California and would be in this office, she needed to meet
with you about the job before I could hire her." Rob crossed one
ankle over the other in a relaxed stance that showed how clueless
he was about the walls crumbling down around them. "She was out
here to impress you."

Matt shook his head but the reality
remained. None of it had been about him. About them.

"Did she?" Rob asked.

Matt tried to push out the waves of
red-hot anger and crippling disappointment and focus on the
conversation. "What?"

"Did she do whatever she needed to do
to win you over?" Rob lowered his head until he got eye contact
from Matt. "Look, I know you like to have control over all the
hiring and firing in this branch. I appreciate that, but I was
hoping you'd like her. Did you?"

"I thought I did."

 


 


 



Chapter Five

 


Kari vowed not to look at the clock
again. She sat on the edge of the bed in her silk robe and stared
at the television. Probably would have worked better if she'd
turned it on.

Her gaze wandered to the green glowing
numbers. Six-thirty.

Last night Matt basically ran to her
hotel from work. He'd showed up on time and ready to go. Tonight he
didn’t bother to come over at all. No call. No
explanation.

The worst-case scenarios ran through
her mind. Car accident or emergency. She pushed them back out,
refusing to believe he'd been hurt.

Or maybe the explanation rested on
something more mundane, like he got stuck and lost track of time.
Office gossip included numerous stories of how he'd stayed at the
office only to be found nursing a cup of coffee and huddled over
his desk the next morning.

She didn’t like the idea of being
forgotten in favor of a work project, but she could live with it.
Her work often called for late nights and a lot of traveling. She
could be understanding even if it meant wasting the shower and prep
work to give her skin a soft glow.

She ran her fingers over her necklace,
rubbing the pearls against her collarbone, as her gaze once again
moved to her cellphone. Thanks to his employee file, she had all of
his numbers. Working in a secure building meant getting locked out
loomed as a possibility, so she made sure she could reach him if
needed. And once she'd met him she'd wanted to know everything
about him. That led to internet searches and listening for snippets
of information in the ladies' room. The administrative staff liked
to talk about Matt, to guess about his personal life, which he
protected like a government secret. The office grapevine made her
job of collecting data easy.

"This is ridiculous." She mumbled the
thought to the quiet room as grabbed the phone and
dialed.

He picked up on the third ring. "Matt
Bradford."

She couldn't tell anything from his
distant tone. "It's Kari."

The resulting silence made her stomach
plummet to the floor. When he didn’t say anything else, she tried
again. "Matt?"

"I talked with Rob."

She had no idea what that meant.
"Okay."

"Goodbye, Kari." He hung up without
saying another word.

She stared at the small
screen for a few seconds until reality shot through her
brain. He'd blown her off.

Icy cold splashed through her. She
didn’t realize she was shaking until the headboard slapped against
the wall.

She had no idea what happened. One
minute he'd risked everything for a simple touch of her hair and
now he acted like she didn’t matter. She wrapped her arms around
her middle and rocked back and forth, replaying every minute of the
day in a vain attempt to find a reasonable explanation.

When that failed, her shock turned to
rage. It bubbled and festered until her skin burned with
it.

She jumped off the bed and found her
briefcase. A few clicks later and she had folders spread out on her
comforter. Scanning the documents she found what she wanted. She
crumpled the paper with his address in her hand as she reached for
her purse. Slipping on her shoes and a short raincoat, she was
ready to go.

He thought he could hide? Well, he was
wrong.

###

 


Matt ignored the doorbell the first two
times it chimed. Living in a condo near the baseball stadium in the
middle of downtown San Diego meant living in a security building.
No one should be on his floor or at his door without his
permission.

The logical answer was Rob. He was one
of three people on the pre-approved visitor list along with his
mother and Lydia, for those times when he needed something brought
over from the office.

When the ringing turned to knocking,
Matt decided he had to face Rob. Explaining how he got taken, how
he fell for Kari's convincing act, didn’t appeal to Matt's battered
ego at all, but better to get it over with and move on than let the
situation sit.

"I'm coming." He opened the door.
"Damn, Rob. Can't you tell when someone…"

"It's not Rob." Kari pushed past Matt
to stand in the middle of his living room.

"What are you doing here?"

"Fighting with you."

Despite the hollowness in his chest and
burning in his throat, his heart jumped at seeing her. Long, bare
legs stuck out from beneath a short khaki jacket. The trench belted
at her waist and skin peeked out everywhere, making him think she
wasn't wearing much, if anything, underneath.

He ignored the tightening of his lower
body. "I'm not in the mood."

"I don't care."

He heard the fury in her voice and it
ignited his own. "What, you want one last round on the
mattress?"

"Don't do that."

"I'm willing." He held her arm under
her elbow and guided her toward the bedroom. "Why not?"

She dug her heels into his thick
carpet. "Matt, stop."

Emotions, raw and wounded, swirled
around him. "Isn't this what this was about? Sleeping your way to a
job?"

Her mouth dropped open. "That's what
you think?"

"You could have leveled with me." Even
now he wanted to wrap his arms around her and carry her to
bed.

She stepped closer and put her palms on
his cheeks. "Listen to me. I'm not sure what you think you know,
but you’re wrong."

God, he wanted to believe. He looked
into those sweet eyes, saw that full mouth, and he fell right into
a pool of pure male stupidity. It was as if she walked in and his
brain cells checked out. No woman had ever had that tight of a hold
on him before, certainly not after only a few weeks.

He put his hands over hers thinking to
push her away, but they covered her soft skin instead. "Rob told
me."

"You think I tricked you with
sex."

"You did."

"Then why haven’t you kicked me out of
here?" She leaned in closer.

"No idea."

"I think it's because part of you knows
this is bullshit."

Or because he was a stupid jackass with
no sense of self-preservation. "You should have been honest with
me."

Her big eyes pleaded with him. Her
hands warmed him. The coat opened just enough to entice him with
the tops of her breasts.

"I did," she said.

He was lost. "Shit, forget it. I don’t
even care what you did right now."

He kissed her. Long and slow, hot and
demanding, his mouth pressed over hers as his fingers slipped
through her hair. With her body pulled tight against his, nothing
else mattered except getting her naked and under him.

"God, how I want you." His hands went
to the belt on her coat while his lips pressed against the base of
her neck.

She ran her palms over his shoulders as
her head fell to the side, giving him more access. "Tell me you
believe me."

"Later." He peeled the coat to the side
and felt something silky underneath. Then he touched soft skin.
Dipping low, he pressed his mouth against her exposed nipple and
sucked until her shoulders shook.

Her hand held his head close to her.
"Matt, tell me."

"You’re beautiful." He mumbled the
praise into the deep valley between her breasts as his hand cupped
her fullness.

"I didn't lie to you."

He blocked out her words as he opened
the trench and the robe, unveiling every inch of her bare body to
his eyes and his hands. Her stomach dipped beneath his touch.
Fingertips brushed lower until she trapped his hands in
hers.

"Matt, look at me."

The sensual haze threatened to drag him
down but her voice brought him screaming to the surface.
"What?"

"Tell me you know this – us – was never
about a job."

He finally looked at her, saw the fire
building under her skin and the dark anger in her eyes. "I don’t
care."

"I do."

She slowly released his hand, letting
it drop in front of him. With extreme care and without ever looking
away from his face, she re-tied the belt. "It was real."

"Kari, look-"

"Now I know." She crossed her arms in
front of her, blocking her body to his gaze and throwing up a wall
between them without taking a step.

"What?"

"This is why you don’t date people at
work." She gave him a sad smile. "It never ends well."


Chapter Six

 


He'd been an ass.

Matt stepped through the office doors
and rushed past Lydia at the front desk. He limited his greeting to
a short wave. He didn't trust his voice and didn't have time for
the usual rounds of non-work chatter. He didn't care about last
night's television shows of even who had called looking for him
this morning. He had a bigger job: operation apology.

He wished he could claim he realized
his mistake immediately after Kari left his condo, but no. When it
came to Kari, he apparently wasn't that smart. The deadly
combination of an aching sense of hurt and wounded ego had blinded
him. It had taken him three sleepless hours to come to his senses.
He had wallowed in his rage, letting it boil in his stomach and
blind his brain, until it all burned off, leaving behind only the
sharp stab of loss.

In the lonely hours of darkness, he
turned over each moment with Kari, examining her actions for clues
so he'd be smarter with the next woman, only to have the nefarious
scheme he invented for her dissolve under the scrutiny. A woman
eager to use a bedroom to win a job wouldn't have turned him down
last night. And he refused to believe she was so cold-hearted as to
act interested, to lose her mind beneath him as she chanted his
name into his bare shoulder, all while plotting for a corner
office. There were easier ways to jumpstart a career and he knew
from investigating her life before she came to the office that she
didn’t need him for a paycheck.

He should have listened. Shouldn't have
assumed.

He turned down the main hallway and
walked past his office on his way to hers. This, her last morning
here, would require endless begging. He had to grovel, possibly hit
his knees to do it, and then actually listen to what she had to say
this time. She tried to talk last night but he was too busy working
out his disappointment through a bout of angry foreplay to
notice.

Opening the door to the small
conference room Kari had been using as a makeshift office, he vowed
to use his brain this time around. "We need to talk."

Rob leaned back in the chair with his
arms folded behind his head. "I take it you were expecting someone
else."

Matt took in the empty desktop and the
closed blinds. The place looked abandoned except for Rob and his
stupid grin. "Where the hell is Kari?"

"Los Angeles."

"Why?"

"She had an emergency. Said her
workshops were done here and that she could finish the manual from
her regular office." Rob leaned back far enough to topple over, but
somehow managed to stay upright. "Also turned down my job
offer."

"She did?"

"Apparently, she never intended to take
the position and thought she had made that clear. She said
something about how she wants to start her own firm. Guess that
means we either keep using her as an independent contractor or we
try to hire someone else for this position."

Matt held up his hands. The big speech
he'd practiced in the car on the way over kept playing in his head,
but his intended audience had left the building. "Shut up for a
second."

"Problem?"

He finally focused on his cousin. The
relaxed shoulders and I've-got-a-secret smugness struck Matt as
over-the-top for eight in the morning. "Why are you
smiling?"

"Because you're a dumbass."

Yeah, tell him something he
didn’t know. "Care to be more
specific?"

The front legs of Rob's chair hit the
floor with a thunk. "Do you honestly think no one noticed you were
hot for Kari?"

The blood drained from Matt's head. He
didn’t care what people said about him. He knew his personal life
proved a great attraction for the staff, but he refused to let Kari
become part of the office gossip train. "What? Who?"

"Hell, I could tell from the way you
talked about her on the phone." Rob brushed his hand across the
desk as if removing a non-existent piece of lint. "Then there was
the look on her face this morning."

"What are you talking
about?"

"She's attractive."

Matt tried to count to ten but couldn't
even start without sputtering. "Rob, I swear I'm going
to-"

"Here's her contact information." Rob
pulled a piece of paper out of his shirt pocket and slid it across
the desk to Matt. "As part of her contract, she's obligated to
provide ongoing assistance to Coleman for six months. So, you lucky
bastard, she has to take your call."

"What the…" The sinking feeling in
Matt's stomach turned to a sucking void. "Are you
matchmaking?"

"Doesn’t sound like me."

"Why did you really come out
here?"

Rob shrugged. "To check on you. To
offer her a job."

"And?"

"You’re paranoid." He tapped his finger
on the paper with Kari's number. "You should see if she can help
with that."

 


###

 


Kari could think of a thousand places
she'd rather be than standing at the threshold to Matt's office.
Lydia had called insisting there was an employee problem at Coleman
and citing the clause in her contract that required Kari to return.
She would have asked for a replacement to fill in, but explaining
the delicate situation to her boss guaranteed her termination. He
was not the rule-bending type. Since she planned to strike out on
her own as soon as her business plan was in order, there was no
reason to cause trouble now.

Trying to gain the advantage today,
she'd arrived early and asked Lydia not to buzz Matt and let him
know she was here. Standing there now, seeing his sleeves rolled up
and his body bent over a thick file, she remembered the first time
she'd met him. His eyes promised intelligence while his smile
signaled something a bit naughtier.

Since she'd left him, a small almost
invisible flame of hope had flickered inside her. She'd been
desperate to believe he felt something more for her than a quick
release for an unwanted erection. But three weeks had passed
without so much as a text. The man accused her of sleeping her way
to the top then pretended she didn’t exist.

She wanted to write him off as a loser
who sucked the life out of women and deserved a slow, painful death
by castration, but her heart refused to go there.

"You called about an employee issue,"
she said into the silent room without warning.

Matt jumped in his chair.
"Kari."

She ignored the husky thread to his
voice and the way his mouth kicked up in the corner as if he were
happy to see her. Oh, no. She'd fallen for the handsome hottie
routine once and was now immune. Or at least she'd promised she
would pretend to be.

He waved to her as he got up from his
chair. "Come in."

That was close enough. She intended to
keep at least a half-room distance between them at all times. "I’d
prefer to work out of the conference room. If you could
just-"

"Shut the door, Kari."

The rumbling tone licked at her senses,
but she beat down the attraction that refused to die. "I don’t work
for you."

"Only because you turned down Rob's job
offer."

She refused to defend her actions. That
resolution lasted for all of two seconds as he stood there staring
at her, his gaze dipping down the front of her silk blouse. "I
turned it down when Rob offered it to me in New York and when he
said it again before I left San Diego three weeks ago. I wasn't
looking for a job here, except on a contract basis. Whatever he
told you-"

Matt came around to the front of his
desk and leaned against it. His legs stretched out, resting only
inches from the edge of her open-toed pumps. "Let's try this
again."

"That depends on whether you're going
to interrupt me every time I speak."

He had the nerve to shrug.
"Probably."

Her control expired. It was either
leave the room or pound on his chest. She turned on her heel and
headed for the door. "Goodbye, Matt."

"I have an employee problem that falls
squarely within your contract."

At the rise in his voice,
she stopped. She was a professional. She could handle this.
She would handle
this.

She slammed the door shut and faced him
again. "Fine. What's the issue?"

"This man, he acted like a complete
ass."

She held her briefcase in front of her
like a shield. If he said the wrong thing, she just might smack him
with it. "I'll need more details. I can start with interviews of
everyone involved."

"There were only two people. The ass
and this amazing woman he treated like crap."

Something in his voice, in the way his
head dropped to the side, clued her in. "What did-"

"He let his ego get bunched up and hurt
her."

Her gaze shifted to his hands. He
clenched the edge of the desk hard enough to turn his knuckles
white. His voice sounded steady but everything else about him
stiffened, even the muscles in his face tensed. "Matt, I
don't-"

"He had feelings for her and he
panicked. He latched on to an innocent comment made by his boss and
decided she'd deceived him. See, this guy had never dated a woman
at work before." Matt shot her a sad smile. "He wasn't exactly
smooth this time around."

His words came at her in an echo. They
registered in her brain, but the fog surrounding her pulsed until
it shut out everything else.

When she didn’t say anything, he
cleared his throat and continued. "But he fell for this woman, so
the idea she might be using him sent him spinning."

"He should try a little communication."
She mumbled the response, not sure what else to say or how much to
believe. Every word fanned that stupid, tiny flicker of hope until
the flame burst to life again.

"In his defense, he tried but the lady
in question ran before he could apologize and explain."

She stood up straight, letting him know
he had to fight if he wanted to win this one. He couldn't say a few
words and make it all better. He needed to take responsibility. "I
didn’t run."

He pushed away from the desk and stood
in front of her. They didn’t touch but she saw the lines of stress
around his mouth and the uncertainty in those bright blue
eyes.

"You didn’t stick around either," he
said.

The accusation kicked hard against her
heart. A rush of denials and defenses filled her brain, but she let
them fall away. When he had launched into his madness three weeks
ago she could have shaken him, called, made him listen, but she
wanted him to just know she was innocent without her having to say
it. Part of her knew that wasn't quite fair.

She swallowed a lump of pride. "I guess
I have to own that."

Those rough lines smoothed and he took
her hands in his. "I apologize for being a dick."

"You were that."

He lifted on of her hands to his mouth
and kissed each knuckle. "I'm sorry for leaving you alone in that
hotel room."

The memory snuck up on her and pummeled
her all over again. "That sucked."

"But mostly I apologize for not coming
to you and telling you the truth." He pressed a warm kiss on the
palm of her hand.

She fought back a shiver and
concentrated on his words. "Which is?"

He lifted her arms and put them around
her neck, bringing her body tight against his. "I don’t know what
we have here, but I know it's not going away just because we have a
manual that spells out how and when we can date."

Light flooded through her. The memory
of all those pathetic hours of wondering what she'd done wrong
vanished. "I still don’t work for you."

"Meaning?"

Her fingers slipped through his hair.
"It's not a violation for us to see each other."

"I'm hoping that means you want
to."

"Well, someone has to keep you from
slipping into giant ass mode. I have a feeling it's a full-time
job." She pressed on his head to get his mouth close to
hers.

"One that requires round-the-clock
monitoring." He whispered the words against her lips.

"What woman could resist
that?"

She barely got the question out before
his mouth slipped over hers. The slow kiss burned through her.
She'd missed this. He answered a desperate need she didn’t even
know she'd had. Touching him, feeling his hands and mouth all over
her, filled her with a confidence and settled happiness that the
long hours on the road failed to provide. When he broke off the
kiss, her heart continued its wild beat.

Short of breath with his hands sliding
up and down her back, he rested his forehead against hers. "What
about the distance? You live a few hours away."

"My work is portable. The bigger
question is what your staff will say."

His hand slipped under her waistband.
"Probably that it's about time I found a good woman."

"And Rob?"

"Trust me. That's not a
problem."

Matt had an answer for everything. The
idea he had been thinking about her, plotting while he was without
her, washed away the rest of her worries. "So, now
what?"

"I believe we have an unfinished date."
His fingers went to the tiny white buttons on her shirt. He slipped
one after the other through their holes until her shirt hung open
to the waist.

She felt a brush against her camisole
then her breasts were free and in his hands. "We'll never make it
to the hotel, but your desk chair looks pretty sturdy."

"I thought there was a rule against
that sort of thing." He pressed a trail of kisses down her neck as
he spoke.

"You know what they say about breaking
the rules."

He lifted his head long enough to smile
down at her. "Lock the door."
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