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      There’s always one, isn’t there?

      And he was it; Matt Brodie. The one that sabotaged my biggest opportunity.

      I picked my ass up and changed the game plan, I found another way. But I never would have had to, if he hadn’t stepped in and blocked my path.

      I thought I’d put it behind me and moved on with my life, but when he steps in before the elevator doors close, I know I haven’t.

      It’s been five years and now I’m trapped in an enclosed space with the biggest obstacle I’ve ever faced.

      Will I be forced to work with my unresolved feelings? Or can he find his way back in to my good graces?

      

      Charming Daphne is a steamy rock star romance and is a companion novella to the Rhiannon series. Can be read as a standalone.

      Join Daphne and Matt trapped in the elevator and watch the sparks fly.
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      This book contains adult themes and is intended for a mature audience. If you wish to read the specific trigger warnings for this book, please click here.
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      Eyes widened when I blew into the lobby of True Platinum International. I mean, I couldn’t blame them. A soaking wet woman wasn’t your typical sight in the swanky, marble-and glass-covered space at any time of the day, let alone 8 AM.

      It probably didn’t help that I limped past reception, cursing out London cabbies and my new heels.

      I raced into the mercifully empty women’s bathroom and started digging through the cabinets. There had to be a hairdryer in there somewhere. There was one on the twentieth floor where I worked.

      If I set foot in my office looking like a bedraggled mess, right before I had to chew out Casey Jackson for his latest stunt, I’d never live it down.

      Who the hell thought it would be a good idea to go on a rampage at an award show with thirty-eight cameras available to capture every tiny detail, and livestream it to millions of watching fans?

      “Casey fucking Jackson,” I growled beneath my breath.

      Friday mornings were supposed to be sedate. I’d dealt with enough fires in the last week. I didn’t need an extra surprise right before the weekend.

      “Inconsiderate rock stars.”

      My hand snagged on a black device buried behind a week’s worth of loo roll. Packages scattered as I hissed, “Yes,” and grabbed it before scooting out of the cupboard with care.

      Definitely didn’t need to add a concussion to today’s shitshow.

      No, I needed to get my hair dry and my skirt back into some semblance of appropriate for the walk across the busy lobby. Totally doable. Then I looked in the mirror.

      Well, shit.

      Maybe keeping my hair to my waist had been a bad move. The lot of it hung in drenched strings around my face. My makeup ran down my face. Not quite the look I wanted, even if panda circles did set my icy blue eyes off really well.

      I glanced at the time on my phone.

      “Fuck.”

      Ten minutes. Ten minutes until I had to put an idiot know-it-all musician in his place.

      The elevator would eat at least five of those while it stopped at every single floor.

      “Shit.”

      I pulled a wad of paper towel from the dispenser, turned on the tap, and frantically scrubbed my face. All the while, my gaze stayed fixed on the clock.

      A minute down, and my heart was racing far too flipping fast to be healthy.

      I dropped the crumpled-up, blackened tissues into the bin, chewing my lip while I tried to sort through the best course of action.

      No point wasting time drying my suit. I kept a change of clothes in my office. I just had to face the mortification of the looks I’d get in the lift.

      My face could stay bare, too. My boss might not like it so much, but needs must.

      Four minutes.

      I scooped up the hairdryer and rammed the plug into the socket, then I nuked my hair with the highest heat setting. The door opened while I bent over with my hair flung over to one side creating a curtain around me, muttering a string of curses.

      “Are you alright?” a strong Scottish voice asked.

      I straightened fast, directing a perfectly sane smile at her. She looked barely twenty-five, and if I didn’t look too closely, she could have been my sister.

      Only I didn’t have one.

      So really, letting her vaguely familiar features slow me down would be a stupid idea…

      “Fine. A cab got me.” I shrugged before turning my back on her.

      I tracked her in the mirror while directing the hairdryer back to the unruly mop of hair.

      She frowned but said no more before disappearing into a stall. I’d been so fresh and optimistic when I was her age. Newly passed the bar and the perfect job lined up. An amazing boyfriend who also worked at the record label. We could have commuted together and shared our woes on hard days with very little explanation.

      I have no idea why I romanticised it like that. It would have just been work… but I’d wanted things to fall into place so badly.

      Until he sabotaged my chance of getting that job.

      Pressure prickled behind my eyes and I glared at my reflection.

      What the hell do you think you’re doing, going there?

      I’d promised myself five years ago that I’d stop torturing myself with what might have been. I’d meant it then and I meant it now. Traitorous Matt Brodie had no place in my thoughts.

      With my hair mostly dry and the clock screaming that I had less than two minutes, I swept my hair into as clean a bun as I could manage.

      Handbag in one hand and phone in the other, I rushed out of the bathroom, my painful heels clattering against the hard floor while my fingers flew over the keys, texting my work wife.

      Daphne: SOS. Got caught in the rain. Can you pull out my spare suit for me?

      Dots danced in the chat box and I willed it to move faster.

      A message pinged on the screen just as I barrelled into a hard surface. My heels slipped out from beneath me and I tipped backwards. My phone slipped from my fingers, clattering to the ground. Probably cracked the screen.

      For fucks sake, give a girl a break.

      Arms wrapped around me, strong fingers dug into my sides stopping my downward trajectory.

      “Sorry, lass. I wasn’t looking. Are you alright?”

      My heart stopped as that voice swept over me.

      With great hesitation, I lifted my head. My stomach churned with the certainty of what waited for me.

      What the hell did I do to deserve this level of shit in one morning?

      Matt’s familiar green gaze stared back at me with concern. Five years had aged him well. A scruff of a ginger beard covered his jaw, somehow making him hotter. How the hell was that fair?

      His concern quickly morphed into something I couldn’t read. He righted me and I stepped away from him so fast you’d think he’d burned me.

      “Matt,” I spat.

      He rubbed his neck. Despite his rugged professional vibes, in a suit that hugged him a little too well for my imagination, old habits died hard. He’d held on to his tells, and I made him uncomfortable.

      Too right he should be uncomfortable. Rat bastard had used his sway to keep me out of a job.

      “It’s been ages, Daphne.” The way that brogue licked at my name almost sent a shiver down my spine. Almost. He knelt and picked up my phone. “I didn’t know you were working in the building.”

      My eyes narrowed on him as he straightened. “Why did you need to know? You can’t get me fired from this one.”

      I took the phone and brushed past him, striding towards the bank of elevators with determination. And maybe a slightly too aggressive swing of my hips.

      I’m well within my rights to torture the ass.

      A quick glance at my phone didn’t settle my nerves. My heart raced, the pressure centred in my throat, making it incredibly difficult to breathe or think.

      Ivy had my suit, and Casey hadn’t arrived yet, so I had time. That should have relieved me.

      Yet if I held my hand still, it shook.

      Fucking Matt Brodie.

      I’d worked in the building for six months, handling the legal damage control for the biggest of True Platinum’s artists. Of course, I’d known Rhiannon were signed to Pryderi Records, which TPI owned, but that didn’t mean I had to see Matt. Band managers didn’t spend their lives in this place.

      Why was he even here?

      I stopped in front of the elevators. A crowd of people gathered, eyes fixed on their phones, feet tapping impatiently while the lifts took their sweet time arriving.

      A throat cleared next to me, and my eyes fell shut on a desperate plea for control. I couldn’t start shouting at my ex in front of the staff. He knew better. We’d closed this lid. He wouldn’t…

      “Could we catch up later, Daph?”

      “Not a chance,” I muttered, trying to keep my voice low.

      I may as well have shouted it. Heads came up, and backs tensed in front of me. Every damn person in my vicinity was listening intently. Fuck.

      I shot Matt a look filled with murderous warning. He just stared back at me with confusion.

      The lift pinged its arrival and the doors opened. People in front of me filed on, and I edged forward, willing there to not be enough space for us both.

      No such luck, of course. I don’t know why I expected anything more. The universe had decided to
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