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Luke Tasker placed down the newspaper and gazed around the hotel lobby. These conferences were always the same: donors lined up and pitched for money, African business and political leaders assembled for smoky backroom deals that abandoned the needs of their people and enriched themselves, and western government representatives clucked their tongues while they quietly acquiesced. Southeast Asia was much the same though not nearly as dire. He had covered Africa and Asia for ten years now, shuttling between his base in London, his hometown of Sydney and the exotic locales where he filed his stories. It had already cost him one marriage, no children, but then he had never wanted kids. That wouldn’t sit with the life he led.

The overhead ceiling fans whirred quietly: they were just for show: a nod to the colonial past, because they relied on air-conditioning in this modern hotel. He was about to get up and leave when he spied Doctor Muturi near the elevator. She’d looked good on the back cover of her book, but she was positively statuesque in person. She stood shifting her weight from foot to foot. He let the paper drop an inch and watched her for a while, surreptitiously following her movements as she shuffled her feet in place. What a woman. He put down the paper and decided now was an excellent time to catch the lift.
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Though Rachel Muturi was used to traveling alone, she felt more distant than usual at this particular conference. Most of the other attendees were much older and she was nervous about the idea she'd eventually have t0 speak in front of much more distinguished names. Her latest thesis on development economics had been published in Nairobi and it was time to gain an audience in Pretoria. She had spent a good portion of the last conference in Luanda just listening to tables. She had to wonder why it was so tough for a young African development economist to get noticed at an African development conference. At least Bono wouldn’t be taking the floor this time.

Pretoria was the furthest south she had ever been, though she had traveled to Washington, New York and Dubai for work and had studied in London and backpacked around Europe in her younger days. Younger, she smirked. She was only twenty-eight, but her aunts were always on her back about being unmarried. Her biggest problem at the moment was being unfed. She toyed with the idea of room service: getting something at the restaurant in the hotel would she too expensive and she wasn’t in the mood for eavesdropping anyway. While she was trying to make up her mind, she saw him and wondered briefly why the man was walking in her direction.

He was certainly an eye-catcher. Standing at well over six feet, he exuded a brand of quiet confidence that almost caused somersaults in her belly. He walked through the hotel not like he owned it in that pompous self-important sense, but like he truly owned any space he occupied at that moment. He was a lion, a silverback: alpha. His sandy brown hair was neatly trimmed in the back and sides and rakishly slicked on the top; his chiseled face was covered with a slight stubble that made him look both mature and somewhat reckless. His eyes were a soft blue and if she had to guess, she would say he was over forty. Though he was dressed casually, in well-fitting jeans and one of those white field shirts with the epaulets; a bead necklace and leather bracelet, his outfit looked like it was relatively expensive, right down to the brown suede shoes. Altogether he looked like he’d stepped out of one of those pilot’s watch ads from the fashion magazines – perhaps he really was a dashing bush flyer.

She was surprised at how well he seemed to have aged. His broad shoulders and flat stomach suggested regular exercise and a lack of excess. She sighed inwardly, wistfully. It had been years since she’d had a real boyfriend, not since university in fact. She’d always liked older men but even then her relationships had been hampered by her career. She took him in one last time as she turned to check the lift’s progress. She let her eyes linger on him a little too long however and was surprised to notice he returned her gaze.

Rachel’s cheeks felt flushed as she coyly looked away. Was he going to take the same elevator? She couldn't believe that just a mere sight would cause such a heat down in the pit of her stomach. Perhaps if she was lucky she wouldn't see him again at the conference. What if he turned up when she had to speak and she had to do the whole presentation in wet panties? Yet he wore no nametag as the other delegates did. He certainly wasn't dressed as a donor or an academic or government official. Yet every step he drew nearer she could feel her pulse quicken. How long was the lift going to take? Finally, she heard the ‘ding' of its arrival and allowed herself a relieved sigh. Yet she realized with elated disappointment that the tall man had already arrived at the door.
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Luke masked his own emotion with a purposeful stride and stepped into the elevator behind the delicious ebony goddess ahead of him. He really did not need to go to his room but feared he would never get another chance to ride alone with this exquisite creature. She was a delicious shade of molasses, with long black eyelashes eyes and a ski-slope nose, and just the hint of a coy smile on full red lips. She stood about five-seven and was mostly all legs. They were long and slender, with just a hint of muscle underneath. She had a smooth, sleek stride that reminded Luke of a savannah gazelle. He imagined there had to be some real power in those legs.

‘Are you going to the ninth floor too?’ At the sound of his voice, her head shot up and her eyes were wide, like a deer in the headlights. His accent was Australian, but educated, not the broad suburban drawl of the surfer-boys she'd met traveling around Europe.


‘Well yes, that’s my...’ she started nervously and then remembered basic common sense. ‘I’m stopping off there for a bit.

‘I’m Luke,’ his hand reached forward. ‘Luke Tasker.’

Rachel gingerly wrapped her slender hand around his and offered as firm a handshake as she thought polite. Her heart was pounding in her ears. ‘Rachel Muturi. It's a pleasure to meet you.’

‘I know, I’ve read your books. So, what brings you to Pretoria?

Then the penny dropped.

She could tell from his rugged tan, his easy manner in a strange town, his tribal-chic accessories and untucked field shirt what it was: He was the press. Not that overweight, chain-smoking Bangkok correspondent's club expat sort who spent his days at the bar grilling his drinking buddies in the diplomatic corps and his nights whoring around Patpong and Soi Cowboy, but the real deal: the kind of correspondent who'd spend a week under siege in Kabul or fortnight hiking the Virunga national park in search of mountain gorillas. A man of action – the kind to get his feet wet.


‘I'm attending the conference.’ She confirmed, knowing that was what he was doing too. She’d not often been approached by journalists and was flattered that she’d found one who knew her on sight – especially one as dishy as this.

Luke’s thick brows shot up in surprise. He was here for the same conference, but he decided not to let on about it just yet. ‘Oh really? You weren’t on the list of speakers.’

In fact, she did have a talk in a closed event the next day. She would have been less nervous if it were a whole auditorium rather than a panel of judgmental experts. In any case, it was not the moment to boast. ‘Just trying to make contacts and pick a few brains.’

Luke was impressed enough by her brains as it was. She wore a crisp, form-fitting suit and three-heels that were not so high they’d bring her above everyone else. A lot of tall women didn’t get that, not that it would much affect him at six-two. She was Kenyan, this he already knew, and her accent reflected that, but also carried the refinement of the master’s degree she earned at Cambridge and slightly extended American vowels that she might have picked up from a previous lover.

‘I'm in town for...well, for business as well. It was a pleasure meeting you Rachel. Perhaps we will see each other again soon.' He turned and walked down the hall toward his room, leaving Rachel to stare after him outside the elevators. Her room was in the same direction, but she demurely waited until he was out of sight. She watched his long thighs and tight ass in jeans turning the corner that would take him to another wing that his room was in before she slowly made her way the few steps down the hall toward to her room.
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Closing the door behind her and leaning back on it before she latched it, Rachel let out a wistful sigh. She walked over to the bed, shaking her head at herself. Of course, he had only been making small talk. How could a man like that otherwise notice a bookish woman like her? She was an economist, a thinker, a nerd. Guys like that dated platinum blonde weather girls, one of those prim Asian-American field reporters or the kind of sultry Indian newsreaders she saw on BBC and Al Jazeera. He probably thought of her as a boring provincial academic. Yet the way he had looked at her had made her knees weak. Sitting on the bed, Rachel kicked off her heels and lay back with another sigh.

Rachel wondered if she would bump into Luke again. She certainly hoped she would. His voice lingered smooth and sensual in her ears, the mere memory of it stirring a hot melting feeling down below. She had to admit that white men hadn't really been her thing until now, but this guy had made her consider a change of...pace. In fact, for the first time in years she realized that if he came to her door right now, she'd probably just tear off her clothes and throw herself at him. Of course, that wouldn't happen. She knew she was too shy to come on that strong and she couldn't imagine him knocking on the door any time soon. He didn't even know her room – at least not yet. So she would have to settle for the fantasy instead. Her hand strayed across her belly, around the top of her thighs and closer to her core as she recalled that deep and sensual voice.


Her hands wandered across her breasts, hard nipples already poking through the soft cotton of her slip. She stroked her dark chocolate torso, massaged her firm mounds and her fingers found the areoles as the wind rustled through the open window. An urgency took Rachel that she could not deny. She frantically unbuttoned her jeans and pushed her hand under her white panties to the shaved strip that waited hungrily beneath. Her fingers stroked between warm, slick folds and her hips began to buck in response. Her digit swirled around her hardening clit and a moan escaped her full Nubian lips.

The African breeze serenaded Rachel as she probed her deep wet furrow and ran her hand up over her pelvic bone. She rubbed over the thin strip to find her erect clitoris, swollen and begging for attention under a glistening hood. Her eyes clamped shut, imagining Luke’s
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