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Chapter One

 


Alex slid her key card through the slot and
gasped as the door swung open to reveal the luxurious interior of
the hotel room. It wasn’t so much a room, but a suite. She whistled
through her teeth even as her unease grew.

This … this was too much. What on
earth was she expected to do for this? The dress draped over
the sumptuous bed caught her attention. A shimmering concoction of
flowing aquamarine silk, it was beautiful. As she held it up to
her, goose bumps broke out on her skin when she noticed the lacy
underwear set, sheer stockings and garter belt, plus the killer
stiletto sandals she also spotted.

A far too visible reminder of what this job
would entail.

“You are not expected to sleep with the
clients.” Marissa’s instructions rung in her ears. Alex sat down on
the bed with an inelegant thump, as she recalled that particular
conversation. “Having said that, you might want to. This client is
to die for sexy, or so I’m told. He had very particular needs for
this assignment. I’ve been desperate to meet him, and if it weren’t
for this damn chest infection I would be, but you’ll be perfect.
We’re the same size, so he’ll never need to know you’re not
me.”

Therein lay the problem. Alex was indeed not
Marissa. Despite her flatmate’s reassurances to the contrary, this
client would clearly expect her to have sex with him. No man paid
for a hotel room as swish as this one, provided such risqué
underwear and not expect payback of some sort. Alex didn’t even
want to contemplate how much it must have cost him to pay for the
agency.

Premiere Companions were the elite
escort agency in London, or so Alex had been led to believe. She
hadn’t quite managed to bring herself to check past the glossy
landing site her Internet search had led her to. She’d had a hard
enough time getting her head round the fact that her flatmate did …
that.

Alex was no prude, by any means. She enjoyed
sex as much as the next girl, but the whole getting paid for it …
that was wrong, wasn’t it? Which of course begged the question as
to what she was doing here in Marissa’s stead now? The buzz of her
phone in the back pocket of her jeans made her jump. She grimaced
at the display, and swiped across the screen to take the call.

The coughing fit in her ear reiterated why
she was here. She pinched the bridge of her nose, and waited for
Marissa to be able to speak. When she did, the hoarse croak down
the line bore little resemblance to her friend’s usual bubbly
sparkle, and Alex sighed.

“Did you get there all right?” Marissa
asked, before promptly dissolving into another coughing fit.

“Yes, I did. I’ve never felt so embarrassed
in my life as when I walked up to reception and gave your name.
Jeez, Marissa, this isn’t just a room, it’s a freaking suite. This
dress alone must cost more than I make in a month at the pub. This
is insane. I’ll never pull this off.”

“Of course you will. You grew up in that
mansion after all, and—”

“I was the housekeeper’s daughter, Rissa,”
Alex interrupted her friend.

“So? The point is you know this stuff by
osmosis. You’re far more refined than me. That’s why you’re perfect
for this job. Perfect for the agency, period. You’d earn a damn
side more than you do in that pub—”

“Stop it, Rissa.” Alex interjected again.
She had to grin at Rissa’s exasperated huff down the line. “If I
told you once, I told you a thousand times, this is not the way I
want to earn my living. Nothing against those that do, but I’m an
actress, dammit, not a…”

She couldn’t quite bring herself to finish
that sentence. When there was no response down the phone, other
than Rissa’s wheeze of trying to draw air into her lungs, the
silence grew oppressive.

“Forget I said that. Look, I’m here, I’ll do
this … this thing for you, but that’s it. You don’t sound too good,
so get back to bed, let those antibiotics kick in and don’t worry
about a thing. I’ll muddle my way through this somehow.”

“You’ll do more than muddle through.” Rissa
sneezed down the line, and groaned. “Just remember what I said. The
agency carefully vets their clients. He’s a regular. All the girls
talk highly of him. I never would have asked you to fill in for me,
if I didn’t think you’d enjoy yourself, and fuck the money I lose.
I…” Another coughing fit stopped whatever else she was going to
say. Alex sighed.

“It’s okay. You need the money. I’ll be
fine. Go back to bed. Bye, Rissa.”

Before her friend could add anything else,
Alex had hung up. She turned her phone off for good measure. Enough
of this second guessing stuff. She would just have to get her head
in the game, pretend this was a role. Yeah, that should do it.

After all, she hadn’t attended one of the
best stage schools for nothing. It was just a shame, that talent or
not, London was swamped with more than capable actresses. Minor
parts in plays notwithstanding, her big break still eluded her.
Alex pushed the disturbing thought of it perhaps always eluding her
firmly to the back of her mind, as she headed for the bathroom.

Time to get ready to play the part of this
mysterious businessman’s girlfriend for the night. Though, if he
was such a hunk, as they all made out, why did he have to pay for
some girl to hang off his arm for the night? Surely he’d have them
queuing around the block?

Alex gave a short laugh at her thought
processes. Sinking into the bathtub, she sighed in relief, her long
blonde hair already piled on top of her head. If nothing else, she
would enjoy the luxuries surrounding her for one night. If this
fellow got frisky … well, killer stiletto sandals would make a good
weapon, as long as she didn’t break her neck wobbling along on
them.

That thought buoyed her along as she made
short work of her preparations. She had to give it to the unknown
client. The man knew a thing or two about women’s undergarments. It
was just as well, Marissa and she were the same size, as everything
fit like a glove. Not only that, it made her feel sexy and
decadent. Once she’d slid into the shimmering silk dress, she
gasped at her reflection in the mirror.

With the heavier eye makeup Marissa had
applied for her, and dressed to kill in this finery, she barely
recognized herself. She certainly looked the part. As long as she
didn’t make any sudden moves she could even walk in the torture
objects on her feet. Alex stuck her tongue out at her reflection,
and giggled. Shutting her eyes, she took a deep breath in.

What was it her coach always said? To act
you need to become that person in your mind.

Alexandra, femme fatal, that was her
tonight. Not Alex, who lived in jeans and t-shirt, who couldn’t
care less about how the rich and famous did things. Her breathing
evened as she cleared her mind and let her worries go. When she
opened her eyes again, her mask was firmly in place until the
impatient knocking on her door sent her tummy into spasms
again.

“I’m coming, just a minute.”

A grunt and more knocking was her answer.
Seriously? He was early, so what was his hurry? At least she
assumed the man trying to knock the hotel room door in was her
client. Then again, if he was he would have a key, surely?

With one last look at the strange woman
staring back at her from the full length mirror, she took another
deep breath in, wrenched the door open, and promptly wished she
hadn’t, as she stared up into a face from her past.

“Alexandra?”

Nathanial Longton’s scowl changed into a
grin as he slowly ran his gaze over her body, leaving heated
awareness in its wake. Her world came crashing down around her ears
with a speed that left her breathless.

No, not you, this is a nightmare.

Of all the clients, it had to be him.
The menace that had hounded her childhood self, had been her
teenage crush, and the man who had ultimately broken her heart that
awful night all those years ago, when she’d overheard him talking
about her. She’d sought him out for his help. Instead she had heard
him utter those fateful words. She’d known then it was useless. In
her mind she still heard his voice, as though it was yesterday.

“Mine? Don’t be daft. I don’t fuck the
help…Feel free to have a go.”

****

Nathanial’s dark mood lifted somewhat. He
couldn’t believe his eyes, when the door opened to reveal
Alexandra. A very grown-up, sophisticated, sexy as fuck version of
the young woman he remembered. The housekeeper’s daughter had
always been beautiful, once she’d left the awkward teenage phase
behind, making his libido sit up to take notice of little Alex.
However, this older version of her was stunning … and furious. Her
green eyes flashed fire, and Nat narrowly saved himself from having
the door slammed shut in his face by jamming his foot in the gap in
the nick of time.

He winced at the sharp pain that shot up his
leg at the sheer force she’d put behind the movement of the door.
Putting all his weight behind it, he shoved the thing open. Alex
teetered precariously on her high heels in a bid to get out of the
way. Acting on impulse he grasped her around the waist, and
stepping into the room, kicked the door shut behind him. Alex
gasped at his action and Nat allowed himself a moment of quiet
admiration of the fragrant bundle in his arms
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