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Chapter One

Taking a Chance

 


“Issy’s arrived.”

Jeb’s heart
rate went from steady jog to flat-out sprint. Knowing he’d see his
sexy little power-pack patient in just a few minutes did that
to him. Every. Single. Time.

“Thanks.
I’ll be out shortly.” He put the phone down and tried to control
his hammering heart and some anatomy
further south. What was it about her?

He’d met,
and put his hands on, plenty of attractive women during his physio
career, but none had sent him into such a
turned-on state. Not like this. Just hearing her name gave him a
hard-on. No one had done that since…

Nope, he
refused to go there. Refused to descend into that dark place.
Closing his eyes, he did some slow, deep yoga breaths until he got his heart beating at a somewhat
normal speed.

Jeb pressed
his palms flat onto the smooth, cool desk
top and stood up. He adjusted himself and strode out of his
treatment room, down the corridor, and into the waiting
area.

His
eyes zeroed in on Issy sitting amongst
the sea of clients, her wispy, asymmetrical haircut cool and
unique. Just like her. God, how many times had he imagined running
his fingers through the silky blonde strands. “Issy? Come on
through.”

She glanced
up from her phone and smiled. And what a
fucking seductive sight, her pouty pink lips saying “kiss me, I
know you want to.” Fuck, did he want to, but she was so off limits.
Issy had to remain a fantasy. Maybe if he repeated the phrase over
and over, like a mantra, he’d believe it and finally convince his
dick.

The tempting
woman got up, graceful as ever, and made her way to
him, a seriously stunning, petite little
package. He towered over her at 195 cm. She’d be lucky to reach 155
cm and weigh more than fifty kilos. He could practically bench
press her one-handed.

“Hi, Jeb.”
That sultry voice, it did things to him, struck some
resonating chord deep in his soul.

He pushed
the door open and waved her through, ahead of him. His gaze drifted
to her toned little ass. Control yourself! If he didn’t,
he’d be forced to work on her with a massive boner. And wasn’t that
just the most uncomfortable, unprofessional thing ever.

Her wild
hair and sensual strut totally matched her personality, going by
their conversations over the past six
months. Maybe it was the hands-on treatment, but as a physio people
seemed to open up to him, tell him their worries, their desires,
their secrets.

He didn’t
reciprocate, instead keeping his heart padlocked and protected.
He’d become a master at focusing on
others and distracting them from delving below his safe,
superficial surface. All part of being professional or so he tried
to believe.

She walked
into his treatment room and took her usual seat by the window
overlooking The Rocks. She knew the drill.

He sat opposite. “How have you been?”

“Great. You?”

“Same.” His
standard, guarded, me-physio-you-client answer. “How’s the hip and knee?”

She leaned
forward in her seat, her big jewel-blue eyes sparkling like the sun
reflecting off the ocean outside the
window. “Better, thanks to you.”

“Good to hear. So what can I help you with
today?”

“I need a
thorough physical review to make sure I’m
ready to return to training.” Her smile suggested things other than
physio treatment. Sexual things. Or maybe it was him wishing so
hard, he’d read into her body language.

He fucking
had to stop his dick railroading his rational thinking. He glanced at the Sydney Harbour Bridge,
hoping the big sturdy steel structure would give him strength. As
much as he wished he and Issy could get together, even if she
proved to be equally attracted to him, they couldn’t act on their
feelings. “Have you been doing the exercises I
prescribed?”

“Yes, and I haven’t even felt a twinge.”

“Excellent.
Okay, hop onto the plinth, lay on your
front, and I’ll check things out.” If only he could check things
out in a much more up-close-and-personal way. Stop it.

He sucked in
a long, steadying breath and slowly blew it out. “I’m going to
start with your glutes.” Before he touched anyone,
especially in such a usually off-limits
area, he made sure he always gave them a heads-up, obtained their
consent.

“Go for it.”

He pressed
around her hip and butt, watching for any signs of discomfort and
feeling plenty of his own, in the groin region. The woman
was pure sculptured beauty. Trim, firm, yet
curvaceous. Concentrate. “How does that
feel?”

“Wonderful.”

His hands
agreed. “Good. Did you end up doing that
audition?” For some renowned overseas contemporary dance company,
from memory. Who was he kidding—he remembered every single word
she’d ever spoken to him, like some obsessed, infatuated teenage
boy.

“Yes.”

He dug into
her butt and she moaned.

“Sore?”

“No, feels great.”

He rubbed
and activated some pressure points and she moaned again. Would she
sound like that during sex?
Fuck, fuck, fuck. “How did the audition go?”

“Perfectly.
No pain, and I just found out this week, I got accepted.”

Great way to
tame his over-eager cock. His heart sank to the pit of his stomach,
but he forced what he hoped passed as a
cheerful tone. “Congratulations. When do you leave?”

“I fly out to New York in a month.”

“A month?”
That kept things real. And gave him an
end date. Forced him to move on from his infatuation. “You must be
ecstatic.”

“Yeah, it’s
pretty awesome. Exactly what I’ve been
working towards. I’ve dreamed of joining them for years. Even
though I’ll hate leaving Sydney, there’s no way I could turn down
such a fabulous opportunity.”

Of course she couldn’t. He understood that
logically, but emotionally…

“What are
you doing Friday night?”

“Friday
night?” Nothing. After work he went to the gym and then home. No
dating, no dinners, no pubs, no clubs,
just his regular routine and the odd catch-up with his good mate,
Cole.

“Yeah. Are
you free? I’m having some celebratory drinks with friends and so, I hoped you’d come.”

Me too. “I shouldn’t. I’m you’re
treating physio. It’s unprofessional. But thanks for
asking.”

She sat up
and stared into his eyes, her face so close he could almost feel
her breath on his skin. “It’s not unprofessional if we end our client-physio
relationship.”

She must
have seen the confusion in his eyes and continued. “This is my last session, so after today, you’re
no longer officially my therapist.”

Oh. “True.”

She grabbed
his hand, her gaze fixed on his. “Come
on, please. You’ve helped me so much and I’m so
grateful.”

Grateful. A
friend. Nothing else. Of course. What did
he expect? She was breathtaking, bubbly, full of life, whereas he
didn’t even know how to flirt. “I don’t know.”

Her eyes
pleaded and her mouth stretched into her
characteristic sensual smile. “Please. I want you there. You’re
incredible. And I want everyone to know.”

If any other
woman had given him that compliment, it’d just about confirm her
interest. Not with Issy. She treated everyone the same, from what he’d seen. And she went through men
like used, discarded tissues. But even knowing that didn’t stop him
from having a massive crush on her.

“Thanks. You’re too kind.”

“Not at all.
It’s the truth.” One of the things he loved about
her. Loved? What the fuck? Appreciated.
Yeah, appreciated. He admired a person who could speak openly. He
wished he could, but he had too many soul-destroying
secrets.

“I’ll think about Friday, but I’m not
promising anything.”

She smiled
like she knew she had him, knew he’d
already given in. Her confidence and charm were almost impossible
to resist.

“Now,
stand up for me and walk toward the
wall.”

She did as
he asked and he tried to focus on her muscle engagement, her gait
pattern, but couldn’t help appreciating
her lithe physique. “Good. How do you feel?”

“Strong, free. No stiffness or pain.”

“Come and
stand in front of me. Bend over and touch
your toes.” Mmm … he could never get sick of that view.
Fucking stop.

She looked
at him between her legs. “What do you
think?”

What did he
think? He’d love to push her up against the wall, kiss her hard on
the lips and sink into her. He cleared
the lust clogging his throat. “The alignment looks
good.”

“Please tell
me it’s massage time now?” Her eyes flashed with
mischief.

“Hmmm …
well, seeing you’ve been doing your exercises and this is your
final session, sure.” Like giving her a
rub down was doing her
a favor.

Her
sapphire-blue eyes lit up and she smiled. She effortlessly lifted
herself back onto the plinth and sat, swinging her smooth, toned legs and waiting for further
instructions.

“All right,
top off, lie face down, and undo your
bra.”

She did as directed and he rubbed some
massage oil into his hands and placed them on her upper back.

“Mmm…” she
groaned and he hadn’t even started
pressing around yet.

He ran his
hands up her fair skin, curled his fingers over her
shoulders, and used his thumbs to
manipulate the muscles in her neck. “So tell me, any man
news?”

“No.”

The tension
he hadn’t even realized he’d been holding
drained from his body. “No? It’s been over a month. What’s going
on? Lost your touch?”

She
laughed. “Not sure. Maybe.”

He found a knot in her trap and pressed.

“Oh God, yeah, that’s it. That’s the
spot.”

His
imagination went wild. He wanted to close his eyes and succumb to the daydream of him and Issy
writhing and naked but forced himself to drag his attention back to
the present, reality. No matter how tempting, he had to remain
clear-headed, appropriate.

He kept
pressing and kneading and the muscle tension released.

She relaxed into the plinth. “Actually,
there’s this guy…”

Fuck, he
knew it’d just be a matter of time before
she got more seriously interested in someone. Probably a good
thing. Definitely a good thing. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. I’ve
had my eye on him for a while, but I’m
not sure he’s interested.”

The
correlation between relieving muscle tightness and freedom of expression fascinated him.
Relaxation seemed to release a person’s inhibitions. Some people
laughed, some cried, and others spoke openly. Would she reveal the
identity of this mystery guy who’d caught her attention? “Why don’t
you ask him? You don’t seem the shy type.” Why was he encouraging
this?

“I’d planned to, but now that I’m
going…”

“You could
just have a fling.” She did that all the time, had expressed to him in detail about her various
conquests, highlighting her casual-sex history. So why not indulge
now?

“Not with this guy. I’m pretty sure he’s not
the fling type.”

Oh. Fuck.
This was serious. He swallowed the fireball of jealousy and
disappointment rising in his throat. “But you don’t definitely
know. Just ask him. You might be surprised.” He grit out every
supportive, go-for-it-with-this-guy word, but he cared about her,
ultimately wanted her to be happy. And if that meant she hooked up
with another man, so be it. Even if it hurt.

“Maybe. I’ll think about it.” He dug into
the muscles along her scapulae and she whimpered. “You have to come
on Friday, please.”

If she was
so interested in this other guy, why did
it matter whether Jeb came to her drinks? It didn’t make sense
unless she wanted him there for support. But could he stand by and
watch her pick up someone else?

What if the
dude didn’t show? Should he have a crack? After today
he’d no longer be her physio, and she’d
leave the country soon—if things didn’t work out, it wouldn’t
matter. So what was stopping him?

Fear. Plain
and simple. He wanted her to like him. He wanted her to stay. But
he couldn’t guarantee either. He’d just turned twenty-eight, and she was the first woman he’d desired
since… Even more reason to push past his fears and reservations or
he’d remain afraid and regretful and celibate for the rest of his
life. “Okay.”

“Okay?” She sounded surprised and totally
rapt.

“Yeah, just let me know where and
what time.” If things didn’t pan out with her, he may meet someone
else who could end up being the true love of his life. It was all
about taking measured risks, making the most of each situation. Or
so everyone said.

He
finished the massage. She fastened her
bra and sat up, looking relaxed and dreamy. “Give me your mobile
number and I’ll text you the details.”

Jeb recited it to her, and she sent him a
test text.

She squeezed
into her body-hugging top, hopped down onto the floor in front of him, and tilted her head up until their
gazes locked. “Thanks, Jeb. For everything. I’ll see you Friday.”
Her silver tongue ring glistened and set his heart
racing.

He’d never
been a piercing type, but something about that stud made him
think dirty, X-rated thoughts. Like how
it’d feel if she sucked his dick into her mouth and blew him off.
He took a long blink and tried to regain some control over his
hyper-aroused body.

Fuck. Had he done the right thing
accepting her invitation? She stirred up his libido, his emotions,
just from her close proximity. What would happen when the work
boundaries were removed?

What would
happen if he had to stand by and watch or, even worse, help her
hook up with some other guy? Maybe he should have kept
things professional, less complicated,
less likely to lead to heartache.

Jeb
refocused on her irresistible eyes and the way she looked at him,
all happy and hopeful, he couldn’t change his mind about attending.
It wouldn’t be fair to either of them. He couldn’t continue to let his heightened anxiety sway him from
making personal connections with women, couldn’t let guilt and
unease keep winning.

Going ahead
with this would be stressful—his heart ramped up to overdrive just
at the thought—but he refused to be flaky, refused to go back on his word. He’d made a promise,
and now he had to make the effort to see her. It might be his last
chance.


Chapter Two

Getting Close

 


Issy slipped
into her sparkly silver sling-back sandals and did a little victory
dance. Finally, she’d convinced Jeb to
come out. And she couldn’t wait to see him.

Her mobile
rang and she rushed into the living room. Jeb had better not be
piking. She’d sensed his hesitation like it was a living entity
creating a barrier between them. She snatched her phone off the coffee table and glanced at the
screen.

Mum. Great. Just what she needed.
The woman seemed to have a sixth sense when it came to spoiling
Issy’s fun. She debated whether to answer, but decided to get it
over with now rather than send her mum to voicemail and stress
about returning her call later.

Issy slumped onto her couch, head in hand.
“To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Hello, darling. Can’t I just check how my
daughter’s going?”

No. She only
ever rang when she wanted something. “What is it, Mum? And please
make it quick. I’m on my way out and
don’t want to be late.” Issy eyed her most recently completed WW2
model plane, the B-17D Flying Fortress “Swoose” sitting proudly in
her display cabinet by the window.

It never
failed to calm her: choosing one, making it, remembering the
wonderful times she’d had sharing the
experience with her WW2-mad dad. He’d always been her rock,
grounding her even in death.

“Before you
desert your mother and take off overseas,
I hoped you could do me a favor.”

Issy’s
mother, on the other hand, was the total opposite, like now. She’d gone straight into battle with
the big guilt guns. Her mum must really want this
thing. Who
was she kidding? Her mum always wanted things over
people.

“I thought
you were happy for me? Didn’t you always want me to reach an
elite level? The only way to do that is
to go overseas. Australia doesn’t have the same opportunities or
reputation.” She’d let her mum get to her again. The urge to
explain herself always hovered on her lips. Flying to the other
side of the world suddenly seemed like Issy’s only viable option,
not just for career advancement but to keep her sane.

“Darling, you know I’m proud.”

But. With
her, there was always a but.

“But I’ll miss you.”

She’d miss
the attention. She’d miss taking all the credit, basking in all
the glory for pushing Issy into dancing
in the first place. “And?” Issy’s leg shook. Speaking to her mum
consistently brought on a bout of anxiety. Like a boiling kettle,
the building pressure needed an escape.

“You know
Gerry from The Sydney Morning Herald? He
wants to write an article, a mother-and-daughter piece.”

And there it
was. She wouldn’t miss her daughter. She’d miss the limelight. “I’m
flat out. I’ve got no time to come up





































































































tmp_863f6bc239f695d152ece78c77ccae8e_Ut5Ggz_html_7ace8fdb.png
)
[

BXxX xt

!
|

.o





tmp_863f6bc239f695d152ece78c77ccae8e_Ut5Ggz_html_becb850.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING o

A
o %

SANDRA CAP\ME L
N






tmp_863f6bc239f695d152ece78c77ccae8e_Ut5Ggz_html_449c17e4.png





cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING
> L
=
..

“&ﬂ//l/;é 5
e OVE)

> -

SANDRA CARMEL
N





