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Chapter One

 


“A-Plus Temporaries sent someone to fill in for
Marisol while she’s on maternity leave. The girl is waiting in the
lobby.” Susan, the receptionist, placed a résumé on his desk.

Fucking brilliant.

“Is she absolutely atrocious?” Konrad glanced at the
bright white sheet of paper, noting only the education section.
Bachelor’s in Business Administration. There was no real work
experience listed. Fantastic.

Why did his assistant have to go into labor just
when he was working on an important property sale? Konrad was
married to his work. No question there. But he knew life happened,
and not everyone felt the same way about employment. He pushed the
résumé back to Susan, who didn’t take it.

With a nervous laugh, Susan said, “God, I hope not
for her sake. And yours.”

Konrad grunted. Incompetence was not tolerated at
Korr Corporation, or in any other aspect of his life. This temp had
better be immaculate.

He waved his hand. “All right then. Send her
back.”

Susan nodded and moved toward the door, and then
closed it behind her. Konrad watched her hips sway from side to
side through the glass wall. Not to check her out, because Susan
was like a sweet aunt to him, but to count his heartbeats. He
didn’t necessarily hate change. He simply hated losing something
that worked for him. Obviously, he’d already deemed the temp a
failure before she even stepped foot in his office. He also knew
that wasn’t fair.

Breathing in deeply, he decided to chill out. What
was three months? Barely ninety days. Just twelve weeks.
Hell.

An email notification chimed through his laptop,
taking his attention. He scanned the sender’s name. Tamsin.
He sighed. For fuck’s sake. He’d cut her loose the night
before. It would have gone smoothly if she hadn’t disagreed with
his decision. Of course, he had to remind her they’d never been
exclusive. The night they met, he’d told her point blank he only
wanted a bit of fun. With an expiration date. He’d had two other
women on rotation, not including the hookups he indulged in as he
saw fit. With his work demands, Tamsin had become too much to
handle.

Easy. Fun. Hot. Fleeting. That was how he liked his
women. That was all he knew and felt comfortable with. Exclusivity
and commitment weren’t his game. Never had been. Pilar, his date
for that evening, knew how to be easy, fun, hot, and fleeting.
Plus, he was on her rotation of men as well. So, all was
fair between them.

Konrad opened Tamsin’s email, dread passing through
him.

 


To: Konrad Korr (konrad@KorrCorp.biz)

From: Tamsin White
(Tamsin.White@huntergreenewhitelaw.biz)

Date: Monday, September 4

RE: Meeting at L’Atelier at 8:00 PM

Konrad— After last night’s discussion, I would like
to meet to discuss the situation further. I’ve made us reservations
at L’Atelier tonight at 8:00 PM. I expect you to be there.

Kind regards,

Tamsin White

Junior Attorney

Law offices of Hunter, Greene, and White

 


Situation? What fucking situation? Tamsin did
not know how to get rejected. Konrad blamed himself, though. She
was a lawyer, after all. Every attorney he’d ever dated couldn’t
just let it go when their dalliance expired. Always an argument to
be had. Always a headache he didn’t need. He sighed. Some flings
just couldn’t leave as quietly as they arrived. Thank God there
hadn’t been many of those. He’d have to blackball lawyers going
forward. Unless they approached him with an arrangement…

Just as he set his fingertips on the keyboard to
type a polite kiss-off response, his office door opened. Susan and
a mousy petite woman stood under the doorjamb, peering at him. At
first, he was disappointed the agency didn’t send over a bombshell.
He wasn’t a monk, after all. But he was feeling much more jerkish
than usual that morning.

“Well, don’t just stand in the doorway. Come in.” He
waved them in, a bit annoyed at the way they cowered. If this was
any indication of how the temp worked, he’d need a new temp for
tomorrow.

Susan led the parade of two deeper into his vast
office. “Konrad, this is Scottine Roberts from A-Plus Temporaries.”
She practically shoved Scottine toward the desk.

Scottine? An unusual name he’d heard only
once when he was in boarding school in the UK. She was a French
teacher. And very hot. He glanced at the résumé again to verify the
name. Scottine Roberts.

“Scottine, is it?” He lifted his eyebrows for
emphasis.

She avoided his eyes. “I go by Scottie.” Her voice
wasn’t as bland as he’d assumed it would be. At least there was
that. She looked uncomfortable, her hands behind her back.

He considered her, taking in her face. On further
inspection, he’d decided she was rather cute in a librarian sort of
way. And a touch exotic. Hazel eyes, wavy, dark hair, smooth olive
skin, full pink lips. All things he normally liked in a woman.
Sadly, her loose black trousers and button-up blouse didn’t do much
for her shape.

Making his British-German accent thicker, he said,
“Okay, Scottie. You can call me Lord Korr.” He held back a laugh.
She, on the other hand, was deadpan.

Susan laughed. She’d always appreciated his jokes.
Clearly, this Scottie Roberts had no sense of humor. Square on him,
her eyes narrowed. She didn’t seem impressed. A spike of
unprecedented excitement worked through his body.

“He’s just kidding. It’s his German or British
humor. I think. None of us have figured it out yet.” Susan tried to
lighten the mood.

Konrad waved his hand in mock defeat, still feeling
the sensation of intrigue in his body. “Fine, you can call me
Konrad.”

The steady tingles continued to surge through him as
his gaze met Scottie’s, who still did not seem impressed. No
indication of interest. No beaming. No blushing. No trying to
please him in anyway. Scottie might very well think he was a
jackass. He zeroed in on her face, trying to find some inkling of
an emotion. Instead, he admired the freckles on her nose, her thick
dark lashes and high cheekbones. My God. She was not cute or
librarian-ish at all. In fact, she was actually quite beautiful.
Aphrodite could have been standing in his office.

She looked away first, though, which made him feel
oddly triumphant. She’ll come round.

Susan reminded them of her presence with her
interjection. “Very well … I’ll show you to your cubicle, which is
just outside. Mr. Korr…?”

“Mr. Korr?” Konrad paused. Susan had never called
him Mr. Korr before. He hated to be called Mr. Korr. His father
demanded it, and Konrad was not like that man.

A nervous laugh slipped between her lips. “Right.
Sorry. I don’t know why I’m being so weird.” She glanced at
Scottie, who waited intently and looked bored. “Do you want Scottie
to have full access to your email?”

Full access… That was a phrase he liked on most
occasions. Yes, he very much preferred full access. But Susan was
talking about something very different, and he should not be
thinking about full access to anything with the temp. “Give her
limited access. She can edit my calendar. Make sure she has her own
email address.”

“The korrtemp@KorrCorp.biz address?”

“That’s the one.”

When he glanced back to Scottie, she’d had her
attention on him. A different look in her eyes that time. Not
annoyed, not unimpressed, not bored. Curious, maybe. Still not the
usual interest he’d get from women.

“Come back to me when you’re done getting sorted
out. I want to go over some minor requirements.” Konrad waved his
hand at them. “Off you go.”

The women left him in the buzzing silence of his
office. He stared at the computer screen for a moment,
discombobulated and not sure what the hell had just happened. Had
she really not been dazzled by him? All women were dazzled by him.
It was a fact, not anything he’d claim on his own. Seriously, this
was a first for him.

An email notification chimed from his computer
again, interrupting his ridiculous thoughts. He’d received an email
from a potential buyer for an East Downtown Houston warehouse
property he’d put up for sale. The “EaDo” property was in demand. A
microbrewer, Bayou Sling, wanted to set up shop in EaDo, but Konrad
had hopes for Ortho-Sync, a small medical device company, who
wanted to build a manufacturing plant in Houston. If they offered
him the money he wanted, he could buy another EaDo property he’d
had his eye on. The thought of growing his real estate empire
thrilled him.

Just then, his private direct line rang. He punched
the intercom. “Konrad Korr.”

“Mr. Korr, please hold for Mr. Fabian Pallis.”

Konrad rolled his eyes. Fabian had only been partner
at his father’s engineering firm for a month, and he’d already had
some poor woman waiting on him hand and foot. Not that Marisol
hadn’t waited on Konrad hand and foot, as would Scottie. The notion
made him chuckle.

“Well, hello, Mr. Korr,” Fabian said in his
professional voice.

“Are you serious with your assistant calling on your
behalf?”

He laughed. “I’m just having some fun.”

“You better hope Antonia doesn’t find out you’re
using that poor girl.”

“She won’t find out. Besides, I think my secretary
likes to be used.” He laughed.

Scottie didn’t seem like the type to like to be
used. Why did he keep thinking about her?

“What do you want?” Konrad stared at his emails
again. He’d forgotten about his kiss-off email to Tamsin. “I’m
working, unlike you, I’m sure.”

“Doubtful!” Fabian laughed again. “Toni and I are
having a dinner thing tonight at her penthouse at eight. You
coming?”

“A bit last-minute, no?” He glanced at his naked
wrist, sighing. He’d lost his favorite watch. A Richard Mille that
cost more than a townhome in the Museum District. Now he only had
the Rolex, which he didn’t care for.

“And…?”

“Fine. I suppose I could move things around.” He’d
have to figure out what to do with Pilar. Perhaps they’d have a
nightcap instead of dinner. She liked nightcaps just as much as he
did.

“Bring a date.”

“Good God, mate! Just because you’re coupling up
doesn’t mean everyone else is. You know my opinion on that.” He sat
back in his chair. How many times could he tell Fabian he was not
interested in a relationship? Since Fabian “fell in love,” he’d
been impossible to talk to.

“Oh right. You believe in love, for everyone
else.”

Konrad sighed. “That’s right. I’m a bachelor for
life. I’m saving some poor girl from a lifetime of loneliness and
depression.” The word depression settled in his stomach,
making him nauseous for a second.

“So you say.”

The line was silent, and Konrad would not say
another word about it.

Fabian continued when he seemed to get the hint.
“Everyone else is bringing a date. Tylund and Dallas said they have
dates.”

Konrad snorted. Those guys always had dates.
They weren’t too different from Konrad, though he knew they’d end
up like Fabian eventually.

Worst-case scenario, Pilar would meet his friends
after he’d briefed her on the situation. He suspected she’d get the
picture without much explanation. She was the daughter of a Mexican
diplomat and knew how to behave appropriately. Thank God for
noncommittal women like Pilar.

“Fine. I’ll be there.” Konrad disconnected the line
because he knew Fabian absolutely hated to be hung up on. After
springing that couples’ dinner on Konrad, Fabian deserved
worse.

Hell. He rubbed his eyes, feeling tired. He’d
been working overtime. Keeping up with his three companies, Korr
Corporation, Korr Properties, and Korr Solutions, had proved to be
a challenge. Nothing he couldn’t handle though. His bastard father
was a workaholic. He’d learned from the best.

With slow hands, he pulled out his cell phone from
his desk drawer and dialed Pilar’s number. She answered on the
fourth ring, just when he was about to end the call.

“Hey, guapo. I missed your accent.”

Konrad smiled. She had her own sexy Spanish accent.
And yeah, he was handsome. Paired with his German-British accent,
he wasn’t sure why Scottie’s knees hadn’t buckled upon meeting him.
Okay, that was too much. Even for him. “Did I catch you at a bad
time, love?”

“No. I’m just walking to class.” Pilar was an
international student at the University of Houston. She’d decided
to complete another semester before transferring to UCLA in the
spring, which Konrad was glad about. He wanted to enjoy her a
little bit longer before they said goodbye. “What’s up?”

“There is a change of plans for tonight.”

She paused. “Okay…”

He waited, and he tried to come up with another plan
that didn’t include his friends. Why did he feel so much anxiety
about the dinner? The issue wasn’t Pilar. He knew she’d go with the
flow. But his friends … could they forget her as quickly as he’d
ask her to forget them?

“Kon? Are you okay?”

He looked at his computer screen, catching his
reflection when the screen went black into sleep mode. Fuck
it. “My friends, Fabian and Antonia, are having a sort of
dinner party thing tonight. It’s all very last-minute, but he’s
expecting me to go. So … I thought you’d come along with me, since
we already have a date planned for tonight.”

The ensuing silence made him think she’d hung up,
but her choppy breathing let him know she’d been walking.
“Sure.”

No enthusiasm in her response made him confident
that all would be well. She didn’t seem to have an expectation that
would worry him. “Fantastic. I’ll send you a text when I’m on the
way to the campus. It starts at eight.”

“See you. Ciao, ciao.” She hung up with her
signature farewell sentiment, leaving him sucking in a deep
breath.

That went well. He hoped the dinner would go
seamlessly as well.

Before Konrad could decide what to focus on next,
the door opened. Scottie walked in. She’d not knocked and waited
for his approval to proceed. He frowned at her boldness but felt
the same exhilaration from earlier. Their eyes met, hers blazing
like amber fire with green flames. She had the most incredible eyes
he’d ever seen.

“Konrad, are you ready for me?” She walked
reluctantly to the chair across his desk, a notepad in hand.

“Sit,” he said, leaning back in his chair. The
sturdy back stabilized him as he watched her. She sat, her knees
together and both smooth, tan hands on her lap. He noticed she
didn’t wear any jewelry. “We told A-Plus Temporaries that we wanted
the best they had to offer. So, I expect you to be the best.”

Her eyes widened. She didn’t look so bold then.
“Well, sir, I will try my best.”

Her seemingly sudden desire to please him didn’t
satisfy him as he thought it would. Konrad wanted her to be
cockier. He wanted her to tell him to piss off.

“Well, that’s all any of us can do, right?” He
continued at her nod. “I have the typical office requirements, such
as answering my public line for Korr Properties. I also have a Korr
Solutions line, which is my other company two floors down, but you
won’t have to do anything for that. Side note, if you aren’t aware,
Korr Corporation is comprised of Korr Properties and Korr
Solutions. So, I have three companies total. But, you need only
worry about Properties.”

“Got it.” She wrote on her notepad.

“So, to summarize, just filter calls to me, schedule
meetings, help with presentation slide decks, compile reports and
comps for properties as instructed, copying, and filing, just to
name a few. Nothing eccentric, if that’s what you’re worried about.
I will, however, need you to do … personal tasks for me.”

Her eyebrows furrowed.

“Does that scare you?” Why did I ask
that?

Scottie met his challenging eyes. “Should it?”

He chuckled. There was the cockiness he wanted. “Not
at all.” He’d have to think of a personal errand for her to run
just to get her feet wet.

“Can you give me an example of these personal tasks?
The agency has rules.”

And clearly, she didn’t like to break rules.

He leaned forward, opening his drawer again to fetch
out a business card. “I’ll do better than an example. I’ll give you
a task straight away.” He handed her his florist’s card. Yes, he
had a florist. “Send flowers on my behalf. A dozen roses to two
different individuals.”

With her mouth partly opened, she took the card, her
warm fingers grazing his, shocking his system. She glanced where
they’d touched. “Two?”

Their eyes met.

“Yes. Two different women.”

A look of disbelief colored her face. “Oh…”

“Will that be a problem?” He sat back again,
enjoying her reaction to him. Yes, he was indeed in a jerkish mood
that day.

“No, sir.” Her mouth said the words, but her face
betrayed her.


Chapter Two

 


Not one, but two women? Who the hell did this guy
think he was? Don Juan? Okay. Scottie had to give it to him. He was
way above average in the looks department. And body department. In
fact, he might have been the best-looking man she’d ever seen in
person. But what irked her was he just knew it. He flaunted it as
if there was nothing else to him. Or maybe she was being down on
him because she couldn’t stand good-looking, rich men like her
absent father, which wasn’t really fair. In her eyes, hot, rich
guys could always get anything they wanted, and it didn’t matter
who they might hurt in the process. Well, it was a good thing he
didn’t want her because he’d be in for a rude awakening.

She stood from the chair, his smirky lips still
annoying the crap out of her. God, this guy really thinks he’s
the shit. If only she could stop looking at his lips, jaw, and
broad shoulders. Maybe she shouldn’t have stood yet.

“I’m not done, Scottine.”

She sat. Did he have to say her name like that with
that hot British accent of his? Was it British? She wasn’t sure.
She grumbled, “Sorry.”

“Send a dozen red roses to Tamsin White. Her office
address is in my contacts. The note shall say, ‘Tamsin, please
forgive me. I won’t make the reservation tonight. Let’s reconnect
during the holidays when work slows down. All my best,
Konrad.’”

Scottie wrote quickly, scoffing with each word. This
was a kiss-off note, probably the nicest kiss-off she’d ever heard.
After she’d written down the details, she looked back up at him,
catching his amused gaze on her.

Maybe it was the sun that beamed rays through the
floor-to-ceiling window, but he somehow managed to get even
better-looking than before. How was that even possible? His
crystalline blue eyes stared at her with an intensity that made her
want to look away. She refused, feeling the need to relent in her
stomach. He would not scare her. He would not bully her with his
handsome ways.

“Ready for more?” His question was as insinuating as
the other one.

“Umm … yes.” Her throat went dry, to her dismay.
Damn. She averted her gaze back to the safety of her
notebook.

“Send a dozen white roses to Antonia Robuchon, to
her home address, which is also in my contacts. The note shall say,
‘Looking forward to dinner tonight.’”

Scottie’s eyes snapped up to him. Anger bubbled
inside her. How could she participate in this? His very blatant
lies. Clearly, he was playing both of these women. Antonia
apparently won the prize. Did she know what prize she won? Scottie
pitied the women.

“Problem?” He didn’t seem affected in the least.

Are you an idiot? Of course she had a
problem. What woman wouldn’t? Or ethical person, for that matter.
But she’d have to pipe down. This was not her problem. Leaving this
job because of her moral dilemma would be a problem for her.
Rent wouldn’t be paid. She’d have to suck it up.

Back to her notepad. “No problem.”

“Make sure the flowers are delivered before the end
of the day. Okay, Scottine?” He turned to face his computer before
she could answer him.

What a pompous jerk. She stood up in relief
and with an urgency to get out of his office. “Yes, sir.”

He waved her off without so much as looking at her,
his attention on his computer screen.

“One more thing,” Scottie said just before she
reached the door. He looked up, surprise on his face by her brazen
tone. “I go by Scottie, not Scottine.”

His lips curled up to smirk at her again. “And I go
by Konrad, not sir.”

Her eyes zeroed in on his lips, which were parted
and seductive like he kissed on a regular basis. She turned from
him before her face betrayed her bold thought and escaped his
office, her heart beating wildly.

By the time she got to her cube, seconds later, she
was completely unsettled. Off balance. For her first job out of
college, this was not what she expected. For some reason, she
imagined her first job would be making coffee for some old guy.
Collecting his mail and teaching him how to use the Internet. Maybe
that was a bit unfair and dramatic—exactly how she’d been feeling
lately. Truth was, Konrad might be too good-looking to work for.
And when she’d been in his office, underneath the annoyance she’d
felt toward him, she was intrigued.

Just focus on the work. Scottie had to remind
herself and get Konrad and his smirking lips out of her mind. She
did as she was told and found the women who would receive Konrad’s
flowers, all the while sighing at her part in his player’s game.
Because, clearly, he was a player.

She hated players with every fiber of her being. It
made her think of her father. Her mother was indeed a cautionary
tale that Scottie remembered every time she got close to a guy.
That was why she never got close to a guy.

Scottie better just send the damn flowers and let it
go.

Thirty minutes later, the flowers had been ordered.
She glanced at the clock. Close to lunch. She was lucky she had
some cash for a sandwich at the lunch kiosk she saw when she’d
first entered the Korr Corp building. As she ran through her
options, the sharp shriek of the phone startled her. Panicking, she
stared at the phone. This being her first job, she’d never used a
multi-line office phone before. It was terrifying. Like something
out of the NASA command center.

She lifted the receiver, hoping the caller hadn’t
hung up. Stumbling over her words, she answered, “Mr. Korr’s
office. How may I help you?”

“It’s Tamsin. Put me through to him.” The voice was
sharp and not in the playing mood. Scottie suspected the caller
Tamsin and the Tamsin White she’d just sent flowers to were one and
the same.

Scottie hesitated, glancing to his office across the
aisle. She could see him through the glass wall typing on his
keyboard. “Umm…”

“Are you daft? Patch me through.” The British accent
came through strong with her angry question.

“Let me see if he’s available.” Scottie pushed down
hard on the hold button. Calm down. Just calm down. She
could do this. She could figure out a telephone for God’s sake.
Taking in a breath, she scanned the other buttons, some labeled,
some not, and set her flickering gaze on a button with Konrad’s
name printed on it. Relief came when she managed to call him on a
second line without hanging up the first.

“What is it?” His clipped tone annoyed her. Had he
no appreciation for screening angry women for him?

“Tamsin is on line one. Can I transfer her to you?”
Shit. Scottie would have to figure out how to do that
too.

He sighed heavily. “Ah, fuck.”

His swear startled Scottie.

Konrad’s inappropriateness continued, but his swear
was exasperated. Dread laced his voice. Scottie turned to face him
through the glass wall, watching him rake his free hand through his
dark golden hair. She felt sorry for him in a way, though he didn’t
deserve it. Tamsin, if she was indeed the same Tamsin White, had
every right to call, ready to rip him a new one.

Finally, he said, “Tell her I’m on a call, and I’ll
get back to her when I can.”

“She seems really upset…” Now Scottie felt sorry for
Tamsin and actually wanted someone to rip Konrad a new one. He
needed to be brought down a peg, of that Scottie was most
certain.

“That’s not my concern,” he barked, meeting her gaze
from across the aisle. “Do as I said, and tell her I’m on a call.
Understand?”

Scottie looked back at the phone. She didn’t want
her face to betray her. Not on day one. She was suddenly hot in her
black pants and long-sleeved, button-up shirt. What a complete
ass. As far as Scottie was concerned, Tamsin losing out to
Antonia was the best thing that could’ve happened to her. In an
even tone, she said, “I understand.”

“Fantastic, Scottie.” The dial tone charged
through the line with his dismissal.

Cursing under her breath, Scottie pushed on line
one, bracing herself for another round of verbal melee. “I’m sorry.
Mr. Korr is on a call at the moment. May I take a message and
call-back number?”

“But of course he is.” She grunted, drawing in a
noisy sigh that hurt Scottie’s ears. “You tell that tosser I’ve
made a reservation for dinner at L’Atelier tonight at eight. He’d
better be there.”

Good luck with that.

Scottie wanted to tell her the truth. It pained her
that she couldn’t. “I will relay the message.”

I’m a bad person.

Tamsin hung up with a swear and not a goodbye.
Again, left with the dial tone raging in her ear, Scottie sighed,
placing the receiver in the cradle. God, it was going to be a long
day.

****

Almost five. Scottie counted down with her
computer clock, relief coming every second. When five came, she
finally relaxed. Every muscle in her body loosened. Working sucked.
This was not what she expected. It had been almost four months
since she’d graduated, and she expected to be in a real career, not
desperate for a temp job because she’d run out of the money her
grandmother had given her for college. Scottie kicked herself for
not getting an internship in the spring as many of her fellow BBA
classmates did. Scottie should not have dragged her feet to find a
real job. Totally her own fault. She probably deserved a jerk boss
for not getting her shit together sooner. Still, that seemed too
cruel, considering how much of a jerk her boss had proven himself
to be.

Scottie filled in her A-Plus Temporaries timesheet,
writing in six hours of work. Six hours was better than no hours.
The pay was decent, but she knew this would be temporary for sure.
She’d need a permanent job. A career. She needed to take control of
her adult life, now that her finances were her own problem and her
struggling single mom wouldn’t be able to offer any support.
Scottie didn’t want her to. Her mother had sacrificed enough for
Scottie, her only child.

Scottie’s gaze fell over Konrad Korr’s name printed
at the top of the timesheet. His signature authorized her paycheck.
She’d have to remember that when he was being an ass and she wanted
to tell him where to get off. But for some reason, she smiled when
she thought about him, her body thrumming with light sensations.
Her muscles tensed again with the realization of how much she was
still curious about him despite his rollercoaster moods. No, you
can’t think of him like that. He was a womanizer and an
arrogant ass. She should know better.

Standing from her desk, she pep-talked herself.
Tomorrow would be better. She knew what to expect. She knew how to
appease Konrad. Satisfied with the acceptance of her predicament,
she stepped out of her cubicle. Konrad, moving around the corner,
slammed into her at near full speed. She yelped, his large hands
going for her, grabbing her under the armpits.

“Verdammt!” he said, his gaze wide. Never
mind the awkward way he held her. “Are you all right? Did I knock
the wind out of you?”

Scottie couldn’t find a word. Language left her
completely. Only the hot hands under her armpits, fingers too close
to her nipples, had her full attention. To her dismay, waves of
heat ran straight down where they shouldn’t have been. She was
turned on. No denying this blatant fact. Oh God.

Hot and humiliated, she wiggled free from him. “I’m
fine. Did you have to come around that corner so fast?”

“You’re right. I apologize for almost knocking you
over.” He stepped back, and stupidly she wanted his hands on her
again.

Stop it.

The curve of his lips caught her attention. “I …
uhh…” She stumbled over her words, still grappling with the way her
body responded to him. Meeting his eyes again, she knew he’d caught
her staring at his mouth. Shit. What am I doing? Taking her
attention from him, she bent over to pick up her purse, which had
fallen to the floor. “It’s fine. No worries.”

“Well, have a good night then. Sorry again.”

“Thanks. You too.” She slipped from under his
magnetism and dashed out of the office. For the first time, she’d
felt his male power. His sexual power. The power that made women
gravitate to him. Despite how much she fought it, Scottie could
understand it. She could totally understand why Tamsin was so
pissed. If Scottie had met Konrad out in a bar, she might fall
under his spell too.

She needed to get out of the Korr Corp building
stat, and away from Konrad.

Thirty minutes later, Scottie eased her ten-year-old
Nissan sedan into the driveway of the duplex house in the Heights
she rented with Tara, her childhood friend.

Fresh-baked bread scented the small house. Tara was
a chef, trying to get her catering business off the ground. She’d
been an apprentice to a well-known chef who owned L’Atelier, the
most upscale restaurant in Houston. Unfortunately, few of his
patrons had called for her services once she’d struck out on her
own. By the smell of the apartment and the bags and boxes all over
the kitchen, Scottie concluded she’d finally gotten a gig.

“Tara,” Scottie called, tossing her keys on the
small dinette table. Tara stood from behind the island separating
the kitchen from the dining area, a pissed-off look on her face.
“Are you okay?”

Scottie grabbed a banana from the counter and peeled
it.

“Those are my bananas,” she snapped, stopping
Scottie mid-bite.

Scottie lowered the banana. What the hell is her
problem? “Thanks, Tara. I had a great first day at my new temp
job. Thank you for asking.”

Tara released a noisy breath. “It’s the fourth of
the month, you know.”

“Yeah…” Scottie knew what this was about.

Tara glowered at Scottie, her lips pursing, holding
back terse words Scottie knew had been festering since September
first. Scottie stalled. She wasn’t in the mood for Tara’s
complaints. Not when she still felt her new boss’s hands on her
side-boobs.

The silence irked Scottie. She hated when Tara got
that way. And, as usual, Scottie spoke first. “I get paid next
Friday. You know I just started this job. Can you just spot me
until then?” Scottie put the banana back on the counter. She wasn’t
hungry anymore.

“That’s the fifteenth, Scottie. Rent is considered
late on the tenth. You know that.”

Scottie pushed her hair back. “So, you can’t spot me
until then?”

Tara’s hand shot down, slamming against the counter,
startling Scottie. “You still owe me a hundred dollars that I
covered for you from last month’s rent.”

“Jesus, Tara. You know the money my grandmother left
me ran out two months ago, and I just got this job after looking
all summer for one.”

Tara grunted. “Hardly.”

Scottie’s anger simmered. They’d had this hanging
between them for months. “What is that supposed to mean?”

Tara shook her head. “You really didn’t try,
Scottie.”

Crossing her arms over her chest, Scottie thought
she might cry any moment. She hated fighting with Tara. “I’m sorry
I couldn’t find something suitable in your acceptable time
frame.”

“It’s called being an adult, Scottie. You do what
you have to do.” Tara scrubbed her face. “Look, I can’t cover for
you this month. I’m barely making it, as you already know.”

Scottie sighed. Tara was right. “What do you want me
to do?”

Tara turned back to the cluttered counter. “I’m
catering a last-minute dinner tonight, and I couldn’t find
affordable last-minute help. You can pay off the hundred by helping
me tonight.”

Hell no! Scottie groaned. Hospitality wasn’t
her game. With her luck, she’d trip and spill red wine on some rich
woman’s white couture dress. But did she really have another
choice? “How long is it?”

Tara’s eyes turned to slits. “It doesn’t matter. You
owe me.”

She was right. Scottie did owe her. And she’d still
owe her once the night was over. “Fine. I’ll do it. But I’m not
wearing an apron.”

Tara tossed a folded apron at Scottie’s head. “You
will wear one. And you’ll enjoy it.”

Scottie sighed. There was no other choice.


Chapter Three

 


Konrad glanced at Pilar, the purr of his prized
sports Mercedes coupe engine vibrating through him as he eased the
car through the underground garage of the Museum District high-rise
where Antonia lived. He caught Pilar uncross her long tan legs from
the corner of his eye. Was he really about to take a woman into his
inner circle? The circle he kept only for himself?

“You’re not okay, are you?” She smoothed down her
curtain of straight dark hair over her shoulder.

He parked the car, his gaze dancing over the tiny,
fitted white dress barely covering the tops of her thighs. Thighs
he knew like the back of his hand. “I just don’t want to give you
the wrong impression. That’s all, love. You know I’m not the
committing type.”

She laughed, putting him at ease. Her black eyes
twinkled in the dim garage light coming in through the windshield.
“And I’m not either. I’m only twenty-one! So, don’t worry. I know
this doesn’t mean anything.”

Twenty-one. Seven years his junior. Sometimes
he thought she could be older with her maturity. She was right
though. It didn’t mean anything. None of the women he dated meant
anything. Not to be cruel, but it was a fact. All women he pursued
knew this upfront. They all agreed, though some women later decided
they couldn’t be casual. Pilar hadn’t been one of those women.

“Off we go, then.” He
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