
        
            
                
            
        

    Dedication
For Slick. Because she is beyond incredible. And Bianca Sable. For reviving the un-revivable.



Chapter One
Jaxon Campbell wasn’t sure whose naked thigh lay across his bare chest, or whose hand cupped his morning wood with gentle possession. Come to think of it, he wasn’t really sure whose bed he was in either. Could be Sarah’s. Could be Samantha’s. Whoever’s bed it was, he had to get out of it.
For one thing, he had to take a leak.
For another, from somewhere in the drawn-curtain dimness of the room, the sound of the minions from “Despicable Me”
was emanating from his mobile phone, which meant his manager was calling.
For a third, he had a vague recollection he was meant to be somewhere that wasn’t Sarah’s or Samantha’s bed.
And finally, there was someone knocking on the door.
“Honey?” a muffled male voice punctuated the sharp raps. “Are you still asleep? Is your sister in there with you?”
At Jax’s side, the owner of the thigh draped across his chest grumbled something that sounded alarmingly like Dad.
At Jax’s hip, the owner of the hand cupping his groin mumbled something like go away, followed by another Dad.
Jax struggled to sit up. It wasn’t easy, what with the thigh across his body and the hand on his dick, but he did it. On either side of him, two stunningly identical young women pushed themselves into slumped upright positions, their pouts both disgruntled and sleepy.
Jax looked at the one on his right. Sarah? Samantha? Fuck, he had no idea. “Did you say Dad?” he asked, his voice a croaked whisper.
The blonde attempted to brush the strands of hair from her face, nodding without opening her eyes.
Jax spun his stare to the blonde on his left. “Dad?”
“Who else would it be?” Samantha or Sarah mumbled, equally as dozy.
Jax returned his attention to the door. The door on which the identical twins’ father was once again knocking. Actually, more like bashing now.
“Sarah!” the man’s shout wasn’t quite so muffled this time. “Who’s in there with you and your sister?”
“Dad!” the blonde on Jax’s right—Sarah, it seemed—yelled, eyes still closed, petulance twisting her gorgeous, make-up-smeared face. “We’re twenty-one now. Stop being so overprotective.”
“Twenty-one?” Jax’s heart smashed into his throat. “I thought you were—”
A deafening crash filled the room as the door smashed open. Light flooded the shadows, turning the hulking man on the threshold into a menacing silhouette. “Who the hell are you?”
Jax scrambled for the tousled sheets. Shit, he still had a hard-on.
“Go away, Daddy,” the blonde on his left—Samantha—grumbled, dropping back to the mattress.
“Daddy,” Sarah wriggled up the bed until she was pressing her naked—holy fuck, naked—body against Jax’s side. “This is Jaxon. Jaxon, this is—”
“Detective Simon Seers,” the menacing silhouette snarled, stepping into the room. “Homicide.”
Jax straightened as much as he could, went to slap Samantha’s hand on his dick away and then paused. What was better? A father seeing the morning glory of the man in bed with his daughter, or seeing one of said daughters holding it?
Probably neither.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing with my daughters?” the menacing silhouette/enraged father continued to snarl, approaching the bed. Close enough now Jax could make out the murderous rage in his eyes.
When all else fails, charm ’em.
Jax’s own father’s words of advice whispered through his head. He held out his hand in the universally recognized greeting and smiled. “Please to meet you, sir. I’m—”
Homicide detective, Simon Seer leapt at him.
Jax scrambled out of the way and off the bed just in time. It helped Jax had plenty of practice avoiding such an attack. Also helped Simon Seer had to be at least two hundred and fifty pounds.
With a yelp and a laugh, Jax scooped up his jeans—discarded only a few hours ago when he and Sarah and Samantha had kissed their way to the bed—and mobile phone from the floor and bolted for the door.
Seer’s roar, coupled with the wailing protests of either Sarah or Samantha and the pleas for Jax to call from whichever sister wasn’t doing the wailing, followed him through the house.
House. With its obvious Pottery Barn décor and suburban domesticity.
House. How the fuck had he missed all this last night?
Too drunk on the idea of living out every red-blooded man’s fantasy of having sex with identical twins. And scotch. Way too much scotch.
“Going—” Seers bellowed close behind Jax. Closer than Jax liked.
He ran for what he vaguely remembered was the front door, dodging—just in time—the startled woman who looked like an older version of Samantha and Sarah as she stepped from an open door.
“Morning.” He tossed her a grin over his shoulder, dropped her a wink and burst into a sprint at the sight of Seers thundering down the hallway after him.
“—to kill—” the detective roared.
Jax charged through the living room, weaved around the comfy-looking sofa—hmmm, did we make out on that last night?—and slammed into the closed front door.
“You!” Seers screamed, his footfalls a pounding tattoo of doom behind Jax. “Going to fucking kill—”
Shoving his mobile phone between his teeth, Jax grabbed the knob and turned it to the right.
The door opened.
Yes.
With a quick look over his shoulder, he gave the man running at him with two protesting twenty-one-year-olds clinging to his sizeable frame a nod. Snatching his mobile free of his mouth, he smiled. “Sir.”
Seers charged.
Sarah and Samantha wailed.
Mrs. Seers let out a yelp.
And Jax launched himself through the door, half-running, half-stumbling down the stairs, all too aware he was stark naked and still—surprise, surprise—sporting wood.
He let out a laugh of sheer joy, propelled himself into a sprint and woke up his phone. “Siri, dial Pepper.”
Seers yelled behind him, a distant shout.
Vaulting a low front gate, Jax let out a jubilant woop followed by a grunt as his feet hit the ground. He scrambled for balance, checked behind him for Seers and then cut across the front yard of the corner house, pressing his phone to his ear as he did so.
“You’re not here, Jax,” Pepper Kerrigan, band-manager extraordinaire admonished on the other end of the connection.
Jax jumped a low hedge, his bare feet landing on the sidewalk with a sharp slap. Damn, he’d left his favourite boots behind. “I’m not. But I’m on my way.”
“Why are you panting?”
“I’ve taken up jogging.” Man, he needed to start working out again. Risking a look over his shoulder, he let out a relieved chuckle. Not a sign of Homicide Detective Simon Seers.
Pepper groaned. “Who’s bed were you busted in this time, Jax?”
He laughed. “No idea. They were identical twin sis—”
“I don’t want to hear it,” Pepper cut him off, steely disapproval in her voice. “Just get your ass here ASAP.”
“Yes ma’am.” Jax flipped off a jaunty salute. “ASAP.”
“You just saluted me, didn’t you?”
“Yes ma’am,” he repeated, taking another glance behind him for irate pursuing fathers with the legal right to carry a gun.
None in evidence. Phew.
“And you’re fleeing from certain death, aren’t you?”
Jax chuckled. “Yes ma’am.”
“And let me guess.” Resigned exasperation threaded through Pepper’s New York accent. “You’re naked?”
He grinned, glancing at his cock—thankfully now only semi-hard—slapping against his thighs and stomach as he ran. “You betcha.”
Pepper groaned in his ear. “Oh, Jax. What are we going to do with you?”
A siren burst into jarring life behind him, shattering the early morning suburban silence. Adrenaline surged through Jax’s veins. He tightened his grip on his jeans. “Organising a rescue party comes to mind,” he puffed, willing more speed back into his legs. Yep, definitely needed to start working out again. “Any chance Bruce and Brutal can come save me? I think this may be a two-bodyguard rescue job.”
“I think I should teach you a lesson and let you get your own way out of whatever mess you’re in,” Pepper answered. “Without the aid of even one bodyguard.”
The siren wailed again, louder this time. Heart thumping way too fast for his hangover, he sprinted down the driveway of the house on his immediate left, across its backyard, sidestepped a pile of dog shit and—with a quick, “Hang on for a sec,” to Pepper—clenched his teeth on his phone, tossed his jeans over the back fence and then scrambled over it, landing in another backyard with a thud.
“You can ground me for a month, Mum,” he said, after snatching up his jeans and ramming the phone back to his ear. “I promise. But for now, can Bruce and Brutal come save me? Please?”
Pepper’s sigh told him his manager had more than a symbolic grounding in mind. He heard her say something to someone else, most likely Samuel Gibson, Synergy’s lead guitarist and owner of the walking mountain of muscle that was Brutal the bodyguard, before she sighed again. “They’re on their way. Where are you?”
Hurrying down the driveway toward the quiet street before him, Jax shrugged. “No idea. Let me see if I can find a sign.”
He pivoted on his heel. And blinked when he came face-to-face with Detective Simon Seers.
The cop stared at him. He stared at the cop. A gentle breeze chose that moment to dance down the street, ruffling Jax’s hair and flowing over his sweat-slicked skin, sweat-slicked cock and sweat-damp pubic hair.
“Jax?” Pepper prompted in his ear. “Any idea where you are yet?”
Jax looked at the snarling cop with murderous rage in his eyes and grinned. “Detective Seers. Any chance you can tell me what street I’m on?”
Seers’s nostrils flared.
Jax raised his eyebrows. “No?”
“Detective Seers?” Pepper’s exasperated voice sounded in his ear. “Jax, what have you done?”
Still holding the cop’s gaze, Jax aligned his phone’s mic closer to his mouth. “Nothing illegal, Pep, I promise.” He nodded at Seers. “That’s right, isn’t it?”
Seers’s nostrils flared some more. “Think you should put your pants on.”
“Good idea,” Jax agreed. “Here, hold this for me.”
He tossed his phone to the glowering man.
Seers caught it. If the shocked look on his face was any indication, it was by sheer reflexes alone.
Jax knew he was a few seconds away from a world of pain. But then, when wasn’t he? With the way he lived, the beds he woke in and scrambled from?
He dropped a wink at Sarah and Samantha’s father as he shook out his jeans. “Say g’day to Pepper for me. Tell her you’re not going to kill me.”
Surprisingly, Detective Seers raised Jax’s phone to his ear. “Whoever this is, I’m about to teach the man in front of me a sizeable lesson.”
Pepper said something. Jax had no idea what. All he could make out was the faintest whisper of his band manager’s voice emanating from his phone’s tiny speaker.
Shoving his right leg into his jeans, he watched the detective’s face.
A rollercoaster of reactions crossed the man’s craggy visage as Pepper spoke. Surly rage, contempt, suspicion, disbelief and finally excitement.
Jax shoved his other leg into his jeans, did that peculiar jiggle-jump everyone on the planet did when pulling on jeans and then tucked his cock into the crotch. By the time he yanked up the zipper of his fly, Detective Seers was grinning and nodding like a little boy.
“Yes, ma’am,” the cop said, not a trace of murderous intent evident in his voice. “Surely will. Thank you. We’ll be there in thirty minutes. No, we’re not that far away.”
Jax raised his eyebrows. What the hell had Pepper said to the guy?
With a wide, goofy smile, Seers nodded once again. “Thank you, ma’am. See you soon.”
He offered Jax’s phone back to him.
Jax took it, like a man taking a loaded mousetrap ready to snap.
“You’re coming with me, Campbell,” Seers stated.
“I am?”
Seers nodded.
Feeling more than a little bamboozled, Jax raised his phone to his ear. “Pep?”
“You owe me, Jaxon,” his manager declared, her voice one-part stern admonishment, one-part laughter. “Big time.”
Casting Detective Seers a curious look—the guy was damn near quivering with what could only be called excitement—Jax cocked an eyebrow. “What did you do?”
“Agreed to introduce your friend there to Bruce Springsteen.”
Jax blinked. “Do you even know—”
“Of course I do,” Pepper cut him off. “Now try not to fuck up in the car trip here.”
“What car trip?”
“The one you’re taking with Detective Seers. He’s personally driving you to the Crowne Plaza. You know, that place you were meant to be thirty minutes ago?”
A sheepish grin pulled at Jax’s lips. “Ahh, gotcha.”
Killing the connection, he gave Seers a nod. “So, road trip?”
The boyish smile on Seers’s face evaporated. “I’m not talking to you, Campbell. Don’t care who you played keyboard for. And just as a warning, if I even see you thinking about going near my daughters again, I’ll break both your legs. Understand?”
Jax flipped off a salute. “Loud and clear.”
Seers pointed a slow finger at him. “Stay put. I’m getting the car.”
Thirty minutes later, after Detective Seers sneering at him the whole time, Jax climbed out of the back of the squad car that had been wailing up a storm earlier. The entire duration of the drive from Seers’s home to the Crowne Plaza, Seers had watched him. If Jax didn’t know any better, he’d swear the detective was enjoying seeing him sitting in a seat normally occupied by criminals.
Leaning down to peer into the front passenger window at Seers, Jax smiled. “Thanks for the ride, Detective. Feel free to give the clothes I left in your house to charity.”
Seers’s nostrils flared. “Both your legs, Campbell. And all your fingers.” He turned to the uniformed cop sitting behind the wheel. “Go.”
Jax straightened just as the squad car took off.
With a chuckle and a scratch at his belly, he turned on his heel and ambled into the luxurious hotel’s foyer. The fact he was barefoot and dressed only in a pair of jeans didn’t cause a ruckus. He was Jaxon Campbell after all. It wasn’t the first hotel he’d walked into semi-naked and shoeless.
The ride up to the executive suite was long enough for him to check his phone—three messages, one from Sarah begging him to call her, one from Samantha requesting he call her, one from Pepper telling him he better put his jeans on before arriving at the hotel. He deleted Sarah’s and Samantha’s messages and laughed at Pepper’s. Then, with a grin, he took a photo of his exposed stomach and low-slung jeans’ waistline and posted it on Instagram along with a smiley face. By the time the lift dinged its arrival on the top floor, he was adjusting his package.
His bodyguard stood waiting for him on the other side of the lift door.
The intimidating ex-marine ran a silent and thoroughly judgmental stare over him.
Jax held his arms wide. “Heya, Bruce. I’m alive.”
“Not for long, Mr. Campbell,” Bruce rumbled, “if Ms. Kerrigan has her way.”
Waving a dismissive hand, Jax chuckled. “She’ll be right, mate. Noah will save me.”
“Noah won’t save you,” Pepper’s voice—with its subtle New York accent and husky tones—floated from behind Bruce.
The ex-marine stepped aside, revealing a petite woman wearing a Yoda for President, Vote For T-shirt, faded denim jeans and an exasperated scowl. “I’ve told him he’s not allowed.”
And before Jax could say another word, she pivoted on her heel and strode through the executive suite’s open door.
Jax’s gut clenched. “Okay.”
Bruce gave him a pointed look. “Told you.”
Jax whacked the bodyguard’s chest with the back of his hand. “Shut up, Bruce. Damn, what the fuck are you made of? Concrete?”
Bruce—who in Jax’s opinion had no discernible sense of humour—shook his head. “Shit and piss, Mr. Campbell. Now if I were you, I’d get in there before Ms. Kerrigan loses her temper.”
Letting out a sigh, Jax dragged his hands through his hair, sucked in a deep breath, straightened his shoulders and adjusted his cock once more. “And I thought running from a murderous homicide detective was hard,” he muttered.
Bruce snorted. “I told you not to go home with those twins.”
Jax pulled a surprised expression. “Not go home with them? Ahh, shit, I thought you said go home with—”
“Jaxon,” Pepper’s voice came from the suite.
He grinned at his bodyguard. “Gotta go. Tell my mum I love her.”
Bruce snorted, shadowed him across the private foyer and into the suite and closed the door behind them with a soft clink.
Spying his fellow band members on the balcony, Jax hurried outside and flopped into the vacant seat next to Samuel Gibson, Synergy’s lead guitarist. “Guess what I did last night,” he said, plucking a slice of watermelon from the fruit platter sitting on the middle of the glass table.
Samuel’s eyes narrowed. “Do we really want to know?”
Jax grinned. “Twins.”
He tossed the melon into his mouth and chewed with utter satisfaction at both the delicious sweetness of the fruit and the memory of Sarah and Samantha’s devotion to showing him a good time. A really good time.
On his left, Levi Levistan—bass player and award-winning Hollywood composer—let out a chuckling sigh. On his right, Noah Holden—the best drummer in the world and Pepper’s one and only—burst out laughing. And yet Jax noticed a strained energy in Noah’s body. His leg thrummed up and down and he tapped his fingers against his rising and falling knee in a blur.
It had been a while since Jax had seen the ADHD-suffering drummer in such a state. Since Pepper had entered his life, Noah had been so much more calm and centered. Come to think of it, where was Pepper now?
As if he’d conjured her up with the curious thought, their manager strode out onto the balcony, two steaming mugs in her hands.
“Where’s mine?” he asked with a smile as she placed one in front of Noah and kept the other in her hand.
“You don’t get one,” she answered, taking a seat in the empty chair next to Noah.
He pouted. “Because I broke curfew, Mom?”
She rolled her eyes. “One of these days, Jaxon Campbell, you’re going to find yourself in a situation you can’t joke your way out of. Now please put a sock in it, there’s a reason for this meeting and it isn’t just to eat breakfast together.”
Jax straightened in his chair. “There’s breakfast coming as well? Excellent.”
Levi picked up a strawberry and threw it at his head.
“Thanks, mate,” he said, catching it mid-air.
“Okay, okay.” Pepper shook her head and shifted in her seat, stiffening her back a little. “Time to be serious.”
Jax frowned, studying everyone at the table. Holy shit. Why were they all so serious? “Has someone died?”
“Synergy,” Samuel muttered, glaring at the tall glass of juice on the table in front of him.
Jax couldn’t stop his eyebrows shooting up his forehead. “We’re breaking up? What the fuck?”
“What Strings is saying—” Pepper shot Samuel an exasperated sideways glance, “—is the notion of replacing Nick for the Dead Even 2 soundtrack seems unlikely, given the studio wants the song in four weeks.”
“And we’ve had fuck-all luck finding a new lead singer to sing the bloody song,” Samuel continued, lifting his stare from his juice. “So unless one of us is going to take front and centre—and we know that’s not happening or we would have done it when Nick first retired years ago—this wonderful experiment we called Synergy has run its course. Told you it was impossible to replace the bastard.”
Jax gaped at the group of people who were closer to him than family. “So that’s it? The reason for all the doom and gloom? Geez, don’t do that to me. I seriously thought someone was dead.”
Levi let out another shaky sigh disguised as a laugh. “Think this group has had its fair share of death, don’t you?”
“Yeah, I think we have.” Jax gave his friend a warm smile. The shit the bass player and his partner, Corbin, had been through this year…man, Jax didn’t know how he’d coped. Jax sure as hell couldn’t. What he could do, however, is save Synergy.
Maybe.
Hopefully.
Leaning forward, he picked up Noah’s untouched coffee, took a sip and then settled back in his seat. “I know a guy.”
Pepper narrowed her eyes. As did Samuel. Noah’s knee stopped thrumming. Levi raised an eyebrow.
“You know a guy?” Samuel echoed.
Jax took another sip of Noah’s coffee. Damn, how many sugars did the guy put in the thing? “Well, more like a girl,” he said after swallowing. “And she hates me. At least, she did the last time I had anything to do with her, but—”
“Jesus,” Samuel burst out, “you’re not talking about who I think you are, are you?”
“I am.”
Pepper frowned at him, then at Samuel and back to Jax again. “Who?”
On Jax’s right, Noah threw back his head and laughed. “Oh man, this is going to be fun.”
Pepper’s frown deepened. “Who are you talking about? Can someone please tell me what the hell is going on?”
Jax grinned at his fellow band members, his stomach tight, his heart fast and his groin…well, his groin liked the idea a lot, even if it was damn near suicidal. “Hey,” he said, doing his best to ignore the image of the sexiest woman on the planet suddenly filling his head. “It’s worth a shot, right?”
Noah laughed again.
Samuel snorted. “It’s your funeral, Liberace.”
“Who?” Pepper repeated.
Levi sniggered, reached for the glass of juice in front of him and raised it in a toast. “To Jax. He was a brave if somewhat stupid man. We knew him well.”
Pepper gaped them all. “Who?”
Stomach knotted, cock well on its way to making his jeans too tight, Jax took one more sip of Noah’s coffee. “Natalie Thorton,” he murmured. “God help me.”



Chapter Two
Natalie Thorton knew going all fan-girly over Nick Blackthorne was pretty damn woeful, given she was the Dean of the Sydney Conservatorium of Music, but it was hard not to. She’d thought by now, two months into his son’s studies there, she would have gotten the highly teenage-like reaction out of her system, and yet every time Nick rang or visited the Con, Nat went a little silly.
The most annoying thing about it all was the fact she knew Nick personally. Knew him just as Nick, not Nick Blackthorne, mega rock god. Of course, she’d known Nick back in the early days of his career, when he and her no-good, lying, duplicitous, stealing ex-boyfriend had performed together. Before she’d gotten wise to the fact Jaxon Campbell wasn’t anything more than the most amazing sex of her life. She’d thought he was her one and only for a while, but truth be known, she’d also thought One Direction were the next Beatles, so her judgment skills back then weren’t exactly stellar.
What was stellar, however, was Nick Blackthorne’s son. Damn, Josh Blackthorne could sing and play guitar. The twenty-one-year-old’s voice was a smoky mix of sex, sin and velvet, and he left his father for dead when it came to playing the guitar. The trouble was, Josh was only at the Con because his true love—soccer—had been taken away from him. Which made for an unsettled and at times surly student. A student inclined to rest on his laurels and cause a ruckus in class.
In his two months at the Conservatorium, he’d been in more than one drunken fight, more than one argument with lecturers and teachers, and more than one situation with fellow students—which essentially was Nat’s euphemism for Josh Blackthorne being busted having sex with a female student in the choral assembly hall, or the music café or the Director of Vocal and Choral studies’ office.
The last time he’d been caught, the situation had been taking place in the east recital hall as Nat was taking the Federal Minister for Education and the Federal Minister for the Arts and Culture on a tour of the Con. When they’d walked in on Josh and his situational friend, Josh had raised his head from between Emily Duncan’s thighs, grinned at the federal ministers and asked if his performance was worth a standing ovation.
For Nat, it was the last straw.
Either Josh straightened up, or he left. Simple.
Hence Nick Blackthorne’s imminent arrival in less than fifteen minutes. The retired rock star was going to have a talk with his son. Nat suspected, based on his tone of voice during her last telephone conversation with him, that it wasn’t going to be a calm one.
A knock at Nat’s door raised her head from the paperwork she was paying no attention to on her desk.
“There’s a man here to see you, Ms. Thorton,” the pixie-like brunette on the threshold said. “Says he knows you.”
Nat frowned. “I know a lot of men, Dory. What’s so special about this one?”
Dory Boone, Nat’s assistant and the spryest person Nat knew, grinned. “Think Jensen Ackles meets Henry Cavill meets Vin Diesel, and you’re not even close to how yummy he is.”
Nat’s frown deepened. Did she know anyone that delicious? Surely not. If she did, she’d never let him out of her bedroom. “I think you might be exaggerating a tad.”
Dory shook her head. “No way. This guy…” She fanned herself, eyes twinkling. “But if you don’t want me to send him in, I’ll gladly deal with him myself. I may have to take the rest of the day off to do so, mind you. Given that I plan to strip him naked and tie him to my—”
With an exasperated sigh, Nat waved her hand in the air. “That’s enough. I get the picture. Show him in. But come and save me in five minutes. Nick Blackthorne is due any—”
“I always knew you had a thing for Nick,” a tall, lean man with dark-brown eyes and messy brown hair strode past Dory, oozing devilish charm. “Shame it’s too late for a threesome, eh? What with him being married and respectable now.”
Nat gaped up at her old boyfriend as he crossed to her desk, her heart slamming up into her throat. “Jax? What the hell are you doing here?”
Jaxon Campbell dropped into the chair directly in front of her desk, legs spread, grin wide. “I’m here to see you, Boxhead.”
Tummy knotting, pulse pounding, pussy fluttering—damn it—Nat scowled. “How many times have I told you not to call me Boxhead?”
Jax shrugged, threading his fingers behind his head. “Five?”
Her scowl deepened. “Try five hundred.” Damn it, why the hell was her body behaving like he was the second-goddamn-sexual coming?
His dark eyes found hers, the twinkle in them as dangerously sexy as the smirk dancing on his lips. “So you have missed me,” he stated. “I figured as much.”
“Sure,” Nat shot back. “I miss the drunken groping behind the stage between sets, the vomit on my shoes after you’ve partied too hard. I miss the empty promises of being home for dinner, your birthday, my birthday. And I definitely miss the women trying to climb into our bedroom window hoping to become a…what did your groupies call themselves? The Jaxontops?”
“The Jaxonfires. Man, they were a wild bunch, weren’t they? Do you remember when three of them tried to strip you during our first concert in Perth?”
Nat stared at him, gobsmacked. Behind him, lingering at the door to Nat’s office, Dory gaped at them both, mouth open, excited disbelief on her face. Disbelief and impatience.
The knot in Nat’s stomach tightened. Dory was the biggest gossip at the Con. This situation would be around the staff and students before Nat had a chance to kick Jax off the premises, no doubt sprinkled with creative embellishment.
Her tummy twisted some more and, deciding it was better to get the inevitable over and done with sooner rather than later, she waved her assistant away. “Have at it, Dory,” she said. “I know you’re going to burst if you don’t.”
Dory quivered on the spot, grin wide, for less than a heartbeat and then—with a little squeak of delight—spun on her heel and hurried away.
Hands still behind his head, Jax shifted in his seat, craning a look at the fleeing woman as she pulled the door close behind her.
“She’s cute,” he said when he turned back to Nat.
“She’s nine,” Nat stated, making her voice as flat and threatening as possible. “And dating a cellist.”
He raised his eyebrows. “I just said she was cute.”
“And I know what she’s cute translates as in Jaxon Campbell speak.”
He studied her, lips curled, eyes…ambiguous. “You know I never said you were cute, don’t you, Boxhead?”
Nat closed her eyes. “Please don’t call me Boxhead.”
He didn’t respond. Silence stretched between them, long enough for Nat to open her eyes and cast him a cautious look. Jax rarely passed up a chance to shoot off his famous mouth.
“Want to know what I said you were, Nat?” he asked when her gaze found his, not a hint of flippant jest in his voice. Ah, his voice. She could come over and over again just listening to his voice.
She pulled a breath, the knot in her stomach now a full-blown granny knot. “Gullible?”
“Mine,” he answered.
Goddamn it, where did all the air go in the room? Where did all the ants crawling all over her body come from? And more to the point, where the hell did Jaxon Campbell—the guy who stole not only her heart but also her rare, mint-condition, fully-signed AC/DC Back in Black vinyl LP—come off pretending what they’d had was anything more than sex to him? Huh? Huh?
Shoving aside the sudden and all-too-vivid memory of sex with Jax—hot, wild sex, explosive, exhibitionistic sex, slow, soul-melting sex, playful, let’s-include-toys sex—she rolled her eyes. “I think I prefer Boxhead.”
He grinned at her. “Of course you do.”
Another surreal stretch of silence claimed them. Nat couldn’t help but study him. It had been twenty-one years since she’d seen him. Not just on the TV or in a magazine, but actually seen him, in the flesh. He hadn’t lost his boyish sexiness, but the passing of time had left its mark on him. The laugh lines on either side of his eyes were distractingly wonderful, as was the faint crease between his eyebrows and the hint of silver in the stubble dusting his jaw and chin. He wasn’t as sinewy and lean as he’d been when they were together, which only transformed him, in Nat’s begrudging opinion, into a delicious mix of sculpted muscle and natural early forties strength.
Damn, she’d love to feel those muscles sliding under her palms again. Would dine out on his newness even as she indulged in the familiarity of his body, a body she’d never ever forgotten.
As frustratingly annoying as he’d been—and still was, if this brief encounter was anything to go by—he was still the most amazing, talented, no-holds-barred lover she’d ever had. And she was so missing amazing, talented, no-holds-barred sex. Nothing had come close to Jax in all the years since they’d parted.
Nothing.
He’s still the utterly sexy rock star though, Nat. That hasn’t changed.
Letting out a slow breath, and killing the very naughty notion of a for-old-time’s-sake tumble forming in her head, she leant forward and rested her elbows on her desk. Time to be the professional, aloft woman she was known to be. She was the Dean of the Sydney Conservatorium of Music, not a Jaxonfire. “What do you want, Jax?” she asked, holding his gaze. “I’ve got another appointment in a few moments and I’d like to be done with this reunion ASAP. Are you here to return my AC/DC record?”
Jax wriggled deeper into his chair, his eyes glinting. “Your next appointment is outside with his son. I’ve already said g’day.”
Nat blinked. “Nick Blackthorne is here already?”
Jax nodded. “I left him in the waiting room—nice ficus in the corner, by the way—chewing Josh a new one. That’s an angry father out there. And a disgruntled son.”
Before she could stop herself, Nat half-rose to her feet. Goddamn it, she was in here thinking about sex with Jax and the Con’s biggest financial benefactor was on the other side of the door?
Jax burst out laughing. “Geez, Nat, you really do have a thing for Nick. How did I miss this all those years ago?”
Dropping back into her seat, cheeks hot, she picked up a pen and glared at Jax. “I don’t have a thing for Blackthorne. It was only ever you, dickwad.”
So much for being professional.
The smile Jax gave her at her unplanned confession sent a flutter of traitorous suggestions through her body. Suggestions involving things like rope and whipped cream and handcuffs and open windows…
Nat squeezed her thighs together and ground her teeth. She had to get rid of him now. Before she did something stupid.
Just one for-old-time’s-sake bonk, Nat. Just one? Right here on your desk would be good.
“What are you doing here, Jaxon?” she asked, ignoring the increasing throb between her thighs. If she touched her clit now, she’d probably come right there and then. “And please, just a simple, straight-to-the-point, honest answer would be appreciated.”
He regarded her, an uncharacteristic seriousness falling over his face. Her heart pounded. Jax rarely was serious, but when he was…damn, he used to rock her world.
She fidgeted on her seat, mouth going dry, pussy growing damp. “Jax?”
His Adam’s apple slid up and down his throat and then, like a burst of charged energy, he leant forward in his seat and pinned her with a wide grin. “I want you to find me someone better than Nick Blackthorne.”
Nat blinked. She hadn’t expected that.
But when she’d arrived at work this morning, she hadn’t expected to find herself sitting in her office having entirely dangerous thoughts about entirely unwise sex with Jaxon Campbell either, had she?
She frowned at her ex. “Excuse me?”
Jax’s grin grew wider. “We’re looking for a new lead singer. And by we, I mean me, Strings, Levi and Noah. You remember us, right? The band behind the man that is Blackthorne? Anyways, Levi got us a gig writing and recording the end-credit track to the next Chris Huntley movie, Dead Even 2, and we’ve spent the last few months trying to find someone to replace Nick with fuck-all success. The guys are about to give up and I said you’d be able to find us someone because you are incredible at recognising talent. Oh, the guys say hi, by the way. Shit, I’ve just realized something. I owe Noah ten grand.”
Nat stared at Jax, not sure what to say. “Why?” she croaked out, head spinning.
Jax flashed his teeth at her in one of those boyish grins that always led to them bonking like rabbits when they were together, no matter where they were. “Because he reckoned you’d deck me within five seconds of being in my presence.” He paused, cocking an eyebrow at her. “And you didn’t.”
She didn’t say a word. Once again, she really didn’t know what word she should say.
Say yes.
Jax’s grin grew more devilish. A debauched promise she remembered all too well danced in his eyes. “C’mon, Boxhead,” he murmured. “I’ll make it worth your while.”
“Sex.”
The word blurted from her before her brain registered it had formed on her lips.
Jax’s eyebrows shot up his head. “What?”
“I’ll find you a replacement for Nick Blackthorne,” Nat said, her voice a raspy, rapid breath. It was as if she was having some surreal, out-of-body experience, except she suspected it was actually her body in charge of her brain and mouth and tongue and voice box. Her body, after all, had never forgotten what sex with Jax was like. And never forgave her for denying it more. “On the condition you give me—”
“Sex?” he cut her off, lips twitching.
Nat’s pussy pulsed. Her nipples pinched tight. Her belly fluttered. Damn, there was no backing out of this lunacy now. Now, all she could do was take the upper hand, take charge of the situation and make him suffer. And by suffer, she meant make him make her come more times than she could ever hope to count.
The way he used to.
“Not just sex, Jaxon,” she corrected, her brain slowly catching up with her body’s licentious intent. If she was doing this—and it appeared she was—she was doing it big. The bastard had stolen her AC/DC album, after all. It was high time she got something back. “Mind-blowing, earth-shattering sex. Let’s call them a series of sexual challenges, shall we? For each challenge you achieve, I’ll introduce you to a possible candidate to replace Blackthorne.”
Jax studied her, his expression ambiguous. But there, in his eyes, was that promise. It made her sex constrict and her breath quicken.
Nat sucked in a slow breath. Damn, this was a risky move. But if she played it right, kept her heart protected, the payoff would be amazing. The best sex of her life with the only man who had ever truly satisfied her. She’d come dangerously close to falling in love with him all those years ago. It had only been a stubborn sense of self-preservation that had saved her, but she was older now, wiser, more jaded about romance. She didn’t want romance from Jax. She wanted sex. And he’d just presented her with the perfect way to get it.
Unattached, no-strings, make-him-suffer sex.
She bit back a soft whimper at the unnerving, enticing thought and cocked an eyebrow at Jax. Who she noticed hadn’t uttered a word since sex. “Well?” she said, leaning closer to him, heart fast, lips curling. “You said you’d make it worth my while.”
“Deal.”
The second the word past his lips, Nat’s stomach granny-knotted again. A lump the size of the Opera House formed in her throat. Her clit ached, so damn swollen with lust she didn’t risk moving.
He slowly ran his gaze over her face, down to the scooped neckline of her conservative but stylish dress, the kind she only wore at work, and back up to her face. “What’s the first one?”
Forcing herself back into her seat, she leveled a coolly confident gaze at him. What she really wanted to do was bury her hands in his hair and kiss him senseless, but she couldn’t. Sure, she’d just thrown herself into the deep end of impulsive sexual lunacy, but she was at work. When she was at work, she was all professionalism. And she was going to maintain control.
She had to. Otherwise Jaxon Campbell would walk away when it was done, not only with her AC/DC album this time, but her heart. And she wasn’t letting him anywhere near that.
“Call tomorrow,” she said, placing the pen she’d gripped like a lifeline back on her desk with an indifferent toss. “Dory shall make an appointment for you and we shall discuss the details then.”
Jax studied her. “The details?”
She nodded.
“On how I’m going to make you come over and over again? Those details?”
The pit of her belly clenched at his question. She caught herself before she could bite her lip. “Those details.”
“The details,” he went on, the glint in his dark eyes beyond devilish, “on how I’m going to make you scream my name? Will there be exhibitionism in the details, Nat? Rope? Ice cubes? A dildo? Two dildoes?”
She swallowed, her mouth dry. “Tomorrow,” she said. “But for now, I have to see Nick and Josh.”
Jax ran his gaze over her face again and then straightened to his feet with slow, fluid, deliberate grace.
“Tomorrow,” he echoed, walking around the corner of her desk until he stood beside her. “But I think I’d like to give you some…details…before then. Something to think about.”
He grabbed the arm of her chair and swung her to face him before she realized what he was doing. Or perhaps she did realize and didn’t want to stop him?
Their stares clashed and, with a cheeky smile, he snared the base of her ponytail, yanked back her head and captured her lips with his, silencing her gasp with his tongue.
Instant and searing lust rushed through Nat. Every fibre and molecule in her body tuned into the sensation of Jax’s mouth plundering hers. Every nerve ending sparked, the long-repressed memories of his kisses feeding the concentrated pleasure of this new kiss.
He swept his tongue past her lips, taking possession of hers, at once demanding and playful. She groaned, the sound low in her throat.
In response, Jax chuckled into her mouth, tugged her ponytail harder and sucked on her bottom lip.
She reached up and buried her hand in his hair, fisting it tight as she reclaimed his mouth and took charge of the kiss. He met her passion, echoing her earlier groan when she captured his tongue and drew on it with greedy pressure.
It was her turn to chuckle. She released his tongue, swiped hers over his bottom lip and then nipped his chin, smoothing her free hand up the column of his neck to his jaw as she did so.
He twisted his head straight away, kissing the centre of her palm before capturing her lips with his again. Their teeth clicked, their tongues mated. Nat’s heart hammered. Her nipples ached. Her head swam.
When her pussy constricted with urgent need, she pulled away, all too aware she was dangerously close to doing something utterly unprofessional, like beg him to fuck her there and then on her desk.
She looked up at him, breath far too shallow and rapid for just one kiss.
Jax gazed down at her, his nostrils flaring, a small grin playing at the corners of his mouth. “Fuck, Boxhead,” he murmured, his eyes ablaze with undeniable desire. “I’d forgotten how good you kiss.”
“Don’t call me Boxhead,” she murmured back, the damp heat between her thighs a steady, demanding throb she’d have to address as soon as she got him out of her office. Masturbating in the ladies loo while at work. Oh boy, she was a ball of class.
He breathed out a laugh, released her ponytail from his grip and brushed his thumb along her bottom lip. “Can’t make any promises on that, but I promise I’m going to make you come so many times you lose count.”
Nat swallowed the soft gasp threatening to escape her at his claim. “And I promise I’ll find you a replacement for Nick.”
Something dark and animalistic flickered in Jax’s eyes. “Ah, that’s right. That why we’re doing this again, isn’t it?”
“The only reason,” she said, aching for his lips on hers again.
He stared at her for a long moment, their faces so close she could feel his warm exhalations fanning her lips. “The only reason,” he repeated when Nat thought she was about to explode from the open lust in his eyes.
And then he straightened. At the exact moment a knock sounded on her door.
She swiveled on her chair, cheeks hot with guilt, to stare at Dory, who smirked at her from the threshold. “Nick Blackthorne and his son are here to see you, Ms. Thorton.”
Before Nat could squelch her wanton reaction to Jax’s presence and regroup, Nick Blackthorne strode into the room, Josh meeting his stride beside him.
“Jaxon bloody Campbell,” the retired rock star proclaimed, meeting Jax halfway across Nat’s office to grab his wrist in a mutual shake. “Now are you going to tell me what the hell you’re doing here?”
Nat sat in her seat, her heart slamming into her throat. Not because of the rock god now in her office, not because of the meeting with said rock god and his son about to take place—a meeting that may or may not end with Josh leaving the Con, but because the realization she’d made a really, really big mistake licked at her sanity.
She was about to embark on a purely sexual fling, or more to the point, a purely sexual binge with a man who’s sexual equal she’d never encountered. A man with a ferocious and infamous sexual reputation.
A man who’d once had the ability to make her knees weak and her heart melt with just the softest of caresses and the sweetest of words.
She better damn well make the most of it.
Because there was no fucking way, no matter how she played it—and she planned to play it very well—she was walking away from this unscathed.



Chapter Three
Jax spent most of lunch with Nick not hearing a word the guy said. Nick could have been telling him to call off the search for his replacement because he was coming out of retirement and planned to do a world tour for all Jax knew.
If that were the case, the rest of the band would kill him. Jax, not Nick. As much as the search for a new lead singer had been fun, they all knew deep down that finding someone who had the same magic as Nick was a lost cause.
At this point in time, however, Jax didn’t care. At this point in time, all he could think about was Natalie Thorton.
Fuck a duck, she looked hot. She always had, what with those grey eyes of hers that twinkled with naughtiness, jet-black hair that hung down her back like a liquid curtain, lush hips, full breasts and turned-up nose sprinkled with freckles. But damn, the way she’d looked today…all professional and conservative and tightly wound with a hungry lust simmering below the surface no ponytail or tailored dress or sensible heels could hide.
He remembered stripping her naked the last time they’d been together, really together, a week before she’d called it quits and he’d buggered off. They’d been on the roof of the Sydney Hilton, celebrating Nick’s second platinum album.
He’d peeled her skin-tight blood-red hot pants down over her gorgeous legs and thrown them over the edge. Her bra had followed—a skimpy red lace thing he’d bought for her in New York as a peace offering for missing her birthday—along with its matching G-string.
Someone down on George Street must have got a surprise, but neither he nor Nat had cared, too lost in each other’s bodies to think about anyone else.
He’d made love to her under the stars, her curvaceous sex-kitten body lush and so, so receptive to everything he did to it. She hadn’t worn sensible heels that night. No, she’d been wearing blood-red gold-heeled stilettos that made her six inches taller. He’d left them on her feet, removing them only after he’d made her come three times with his hands and mouth. Then he’d tugged them off her, planted her feet on his shoulders and buried himself to the hilt in her tight, wet, slick pussy.
Buried to the hilt on top of the Hilton. It couldn’t have been better.
Of course, the whole thing had been captured by the Chanel Nine news helicopter and broadcasted to millions of viewers the next evening on the six-o’clock news.
That hadn’t fazed Nat. They both got off on exhibitionism. What had pissed her off, made her walk out on the best thing ever, was the similar footage of Jax doing close to the same thing four months earlier with a blonde supermodel in Berlin.
And a redhead actress a month before that in New York.
And a blonde professional tennis player in Moscow two months before that.
And a brunette opera singer two weeks before that in Sydney.
The fact he and Nat hadn’t yet moved in together at the time, that neither had declared any notion of exclusivity, hadn’t appeased her. Sure, they’d looked at diamond rings a few times while shopping, laughing at the idea of being married to each other, maybe bonking in the chapel while their guests waited for them to sign the papers, but hey, he’d never said he was going to pop the question and she’d never said she wanted him to. They were just having a good time together. But when all that footage had come to light…she’d looked at him, folded her arms across her beautiful breasts and told him it was over.
“I’ve been thinking for a while it’s time I focus on my educational degree,” she’d said, voice clipped. “And this is just the impetus I needed.”
He’d shrugged, wandered into their bedroom—the one they’d only shared for one month, three weeks and two days—thrown his clothes into the duffle bag he used when touring and left straight away.
Well, almost straight away. Nat was nowhere to be seen when he’d exited the bedroom. He’d suspected she’d gone outside to their tiny backyard—the one they’d fucked like rabbits in often during the short time since they’d rented the house. When Nat was stressed, she liked to take her shoes off and feel the grass under her feet, a quirk from her wild country-girl days.
As he’d been walking to the front door, duffle bag over his shoulder, a heavy lump in his gut he hadn’t wanted to analyse in case it told him he’d been a complete and utter fuckwit, he’d spied her prized vinyl record collection near their retro sound system.
He’d crossed to it, the lump in his gut morphing into a prickling full-body tension equally as confronting and accusatory, and picked up the first album from the stack next to the turntable.
A rare copy, fully signed, of AC/DC’s Back in Black.
How many times had they screwed to that album? How many times had he impaled her on his cock as the raw, unabashed rock music shook the very world around them?
How many times had they lay in each other’s arms post-fucking, sweat-slicked and breathless, discussing the complexity of the music even as they waited for their bodies to recover so they could fuck again?
To this day, he didn’t know why he’d taken the record. It wasn’t like he was sentimental or anything. Something had just come over him and he’d left, Back in Black in hand.
He hadn’t seen Nat again. Not until this morning. Nor had he listened to AC/DC for that matter. Whenever the hard rock band—one of the biggest influences on his earlier music career—came on the radio, he turned it off. Whenever he was at the same award ceremony as AC/DC, Jax always found himself as far away as he could manage from the band. Samuel, Noah, Nick and Levi never questioned him about it. They’d all had their bizarre little oddities back in those wild days after all, when their phenomenal success kept growing more and more phenomenal and surreal.
And now here he was, twenty-one years later, with an urge to listen to AC/DC again. An urge he found…intriguing.
“Tell me what I just said?”
Blinking, Jax forced himself to focus on the man sitting opposite him.
Nick grinned at him. “Yeah, thought so. Figured when I saw you in Nat’s office I could kiss all chance of a rational, lucid conversation with you goodbye.”
Jax grinned back. “Fuck you, Blackthorne.”
The man who’d made women’s pants drenched the whole world over laughed. “I remember what you two were like back in the day. I also remember how both of you stubbornly refused to admit it was more than just fucking.”
“It wasn’t more than just fucking,” Jax denied. “And neither will this be.”
Nick raised his eyebrows. “What be?”
A peculiar tension curled through Jax’s gut. His heart thumped a little faster. He hadn’t intended to mutter that last bit.
“Campbell?” Nick prodded. “Care to elaborate?”
Jax considered telling Nick what Nat had suggested and what he’d agreed to, but he held his tongue. He didn’t do secrets, and most days he didn’t have a filter to speak of, but he knew Nick well. The guy would tell him straight out he was deluding himself about the inconsequential nature of his and Nat’s sexual challenge. Would insist what they were about to embark on was something so much more than wild sex.
Jax didn’t feel like hearing it. Not because he suspected it was the truth—it wasn’t—but because…because…well, just because.
Besides, how would Nick feel knowing his replacement was going to be found via fucking? Wasn’t that kind of disrespectful?
Instead of answering, Jax picked up their lunch bill where it sat on the table and scrawled his signature across the bottom. “My shout,” he said, smirking at Nick. “Reckon I owe you one after making me so fucking rich.”
Nick smiled. “I’m not going to argue.”
“So—” Jax waved over their waiter and handed him the bill, “—what’s the deal with Josh? Is he taking after his old man?”
Nick snorted, a disgruntled scowl pulling at his face. “Y’know, I missed the first fifteen years of his life, the formative years, so they say, so I can’t be blamed for the way he’s carrying on now. And he is twenty-one. Old enough to know what the fuck he’s doing…”
Jax watched his friend’s scowl twist. “But you do blame yourself?”
Nick let out a ragged sigh. “He was a grounded, normal teenager when I first met him. Now…maybe I fucked him up coming into his life. Maybe it’s taken this long for the reality of the situation—a famous father, a heritage, more money than God—maybe it’s taken this long to sink in?”
Jax frowned. “You don’t think the loss of his pro-soccer career has anything to do with it? What’s he studying at the Con?”
“Composition and music technology. And yeah, probably.” Nick sighed again. “He’s not angry at me or his mum, but he’s angry. He’s a gifted bloody musician, Jax. Leaves me for dead, but his first love has always been soccer. That didn’t change even when I turned up in his life. And now that’s been taken from him…” He raked his hands through his hair and shrugged. “Maybe he’s acting out. I think it’s shocked both Lauren and I because it’s come out of blue. We knew the end of his soccer career was going to be hard to move on from. Hell, he’d only just been approached by Manchester United to play for them in the UK the week before his injury, but we figured when he enrolled at the Con that he’d got himself sorted out. Now, every time the phone rings at home I’m wondering if it’s Natalie, calling to tell us he’s high in class again, or talking back to a lecturer or been busted screwing some girl or another in the rehearsal rooms.”
Jax let out a sympathetic chuckle. “Hate to say this, mate, but it does sound like he’s taking after you, even if he isn’t on a stage or in a band. Do you remember some of the shit we got up to in our twenties? On tour?”
Nick visibly shuddered. “Don’t remind me. There are whole periods of that part of my life that are just a foggy blur. Jesus, I still thank God every damn day for giving me Lauren back. I was rudderless without her.” He fixed Jax with a pointed look. “Much the same way you are without Nat in your life.”
Tight heat coiled in Jax’s gut. He grunted. “I’m not rudderless. I’m living the life, the dream. I’m—”
“Lost,” Nick cut him off. “And one of these days, you’re going to realize it. Just don’t let it be too late or you’ll miss out on the best thing in your life.”
A surreal tension gripped Jax’s temples. A heavy weight wrapped his chest.
Nick laughed. “I love you, Campbell. You’re the younger brother I was denied. So I’m allowed to tell you when you’re being a dick. And right now, denying what you and Nat had—and still have, based on the electricity I saw arcing between you back in her office—that’s you being a dick.” He rose to his feet, his eyes dancing with a perceptive mirth. “Take it from someone who knows.”
Before Jax could find any kind of response, like a denial he and Nat had anything more than combustible sexual chemistry, Nick gave a nod. “Now I gotta go. Lauren doesn’t know why I came to Sydney today. She thinks I’m searching for the perfect first birthday present for Chloe. Which means I’ve gotta find that present before I head back home.” He grinned. “And before you tell me you’re living the life because you don’t have to deal with stuff like this, let me tell you I love stuff like this. It’s what makes every day worth waking to. Knowing the people you love are living their lives with you, that you are a part of something more than just your own existence…”
Jax stared at him, the pressure on his temples and chest tighter.
A surreal memory slipped through his mind, catching his breath. His parents lecturing him the day after he and Nat separated. Telling him she was the best thing that had ever happened to him, how much they loved her. That he was an idiot for throwing what he had with her away. “She made you more, Jaxon,” his mother had proclaimed, disapproving disappointment in her eyes. “I know the band is on the verge of becoming very successful, and I know you’re not my baby anymore, but I’m allowed to tell you these things. Natalie made you more. When you started dating her, the young man I always knew you were came out. A man not focused only on his own selfish life and whims, but on the world around him and where he fit into it. I like that man a lot. And so did Natalie.”
He’d laughed away her soft rebuke, telling her he was fine. Telling her that he and Nat were never anything but fuck-buddies.
“Fuck-buddies my arse,” his dad had growled. “She loved you. And you loved her, even if you were too self-absorbed to realize it. And now you’ve gone and thrown it away. Because that’s how you deal with difficult things, son. Hard things. By shrugging them off and pretending they never mattered in the first place. You may be a gifted musician, Jaxon, but sometimes you’re a shit human.”
The long-repressed memory taunted Jax now. Mocked him.
He swallowed, gut clenching. He’d told his dad to mind his own business back then. Had hugged his parents and told them he was going to be okay, and so was Nat. Had spent the next twenty-one years showing them and the world just how okay he was.
But was he? Really? If he was okay, why was he suddenly feeling…whatever it was he was feeling for Nat after only a few moments in her company?
On the other side of the table, Nick chuckled. “This is the first time I’ve ever seen you lost for words, Campbell. I like it.” He scooped his leather jacket from the back of his chair and shucked it on. “Thanks for lunch. Next time I expect to see Natalie with you.”
And with that, Nick left, strolling through the restaurant, waving and nodding to those who recognized him as he did so. The world’s biggest rock star, now just a normal guy missing his wife. Albeit, a normal guy with a great big bodyguard hired just for the day waiting for him at the restaurant door.
Jax frowned, his gut a churning mess of conflicted confusion? Was Nick correct about him? Was he lost? Was that why the second he’d seen Nat in her office he’d instantly felt wonderful? Not just horny at how beautiful she was, but happy?
Surely not. That would mean he’d spent the last twenty-one years of his life fucking around, in more than the physical sense, and he hadn’t done that. Had he? Was there any sin in being horny? In partying?
True, he wasn’t as young as he used to be. Shit, forty-two was only eleven months away, but that didn’t mean he had to put himself out to pasture, did it?
An image filled his head, one of him and Nat curled up together—fully dressed—on a sofa, the faint-blue flicker cast by a television set illuminating their contented faces.
“Jesus,” he muttered, dragging his fingers through his hair as he pushed himself to his feet. “That’s just fucking scary.”
And fully dressed? Him and Nat on a sofa fully dressed? No way. No fucking way, in fact. The only way he and Nat would be on a sofa together was naked as the day they were born, slicked with sweat, her straddling his hips as he pounded up into her, her nipple in his mouth, her nails scoring his flesh, her dirty sex talk he loved hearing so much turning the air blue.
Liquid heat flowed into Jax’s groin at that thought. That one, not the domestic-bliss thought. No way was that what he wanted with Nat. What he wanted with Nat was wild, uninhibited fucking. Raw, no-holds-barred fucking.
Now. Right now.
Shooting his watch a glance, he smirked. Screw waiting for tomorrow. He was heading back to the Con and getting Nat’s challenge started. Sex on the desk. He’d walk into her office, sweep everything from the top of her desk, yank her out of her chair and pin her flat on her back atop the mahogany surface. He’d spread her glorious thighs and make her come with his tongue before wrapping her legs around his hips and burying himself to hilt in her sweet, tight, hot, wet—
His cock twitched in his jeans, beyond semi-erect.
Letting out a low chuckle, he adjusted the rigid pole and crossed the restaurant.
His bodyguard met him at the door, intimidating and serious and silent.
“Bruce,” Jax said, sliding his Ray-Bans onto his face against the beaming afternoon sun. “I’m giving you the afternoon off.”
“Sir?”
“Go be free for the afternoon. See a movie. Hit the art galleries. Shit, go scare teenagers at the train station. Do whatever it is you do when you’re not guarding my body. My body is going to be otherwise engaged for the rest of the day.”
Bruce studied him.
Jax grinned.
Bruce continued to study him, expression unchanging. “I don’t think that’s wise, Mr. Campbell.”
Jax grinned some more. “Fucking oath it’s not wise. But I’m doing it. Many times, if I can convince her to lock the door.”
A tick flickered beneath Bruce’s right eye.
“C’mon, Bruce. What’s the worst thing that could happen?”
“Stalker. Crazy fan. Furious father. Paternity suit. Court summons. Kidnap. Abduction.”
Jax laughed and slapped his bodyguard on the granite boulder disguised as a shoulder. “Alien invasion. Apocalypse. Yeah, yeah. You worry too much. No one’s been after me for years.”
“Says the man who spent yesterday morning running from an irate father.”
Jax preened. “You say the nicest things. Now fuck off. I’m heading back to the Con. I’ll see you later tonight. That thing…” He clicked his fingers, trying to remember the appearance his agent had arranged upon learning he was going to be in Sydney.
“The red-carpet opening of the new George Clooney movie?” Bruce suggested.
Jax slapped him again. “That’s it. See you back at the hotel before that.”
And before his bodyguard could offer any more rational protests to his departure, he turned and headed for the bright-orange Aston Martin he’d hired for his stay in Sydney.
“Mr. Potter?” Bruce called, employing the name Jax used in public when trying to keep his identity unknown.
Jax pivoted on his heel, raising a questioning eyebrow at the man. “Yeah?”
“Use protection.”
Jax burst out laughing.
Somewhat ignoring the speed limit, he arrived at the Sydney Conservatorium of Music almost half an hour later. His arousal hadn’t abated. In fact, all he could think about for the entire drive was Nat, her hot, lush body and the way she gave herself over, 150 percent, to pleasure.
Bringing the Aston Martin to a halt in the visitor’s parking lot, he killed the engine, raked his fingers through his hair and checked his teeth in the rearview mirror for any leftover lunch.
Nope. He was good. Ready to roll.
Ready to take Nat by surprise and rock her world.
His heart thumped faster in his chest, sending fresh, eager blood to his groin.
With another quick adjustment of his package, he climbed from the rental and made his way to Nat’s office.
More than one student recognized him as he passed. Thankfully, none tried to slow him down, kidnap him, abduct him or present him with a paternity suit. He wasn’t surprised. He knew for a fact there were students enrolled here with a parental unit or two more famous than he. Josh Blackthorne, for one. It didn’t worry his ego in the slightest. In fact, it was a nice change.
By the time he made it to Nat’s office, the grin on his face was as wide as the wood in his pants was long.
Dropping a wink at Nat’s cute secretary, he crossed to the closed door leading to Nat’s inner work sanctum. “Just going to wait for Boxhead,” he tossed over his shoulder.
The cutie half-rose to her feet. “Ms. Thorton isn’t in there at the moment, sir.”
He faltered. For half a heartbeat. “That’s okay. I don’t mind waiting.”
“But—”
He gave her another wink, body thrumming. “It’s all good, trust me. Nat and I go way back.”
He closed the door on her incredulous expression. His heart kicked up a notch.
Pressing his back to the door, he ran a slow gaze over the interior of Nat’s office.
It said a lot about her, things he remembered with warm fondness. Despite her position of authority and success, the room was modest and minimalistic and at the same time timeless and tasteful. There was a massive framed photo of the music conservatory on the far wall. On another wall were two pieces of abstract art he recognized as being created by her brother, Brogan, one of Australia’s most revered artists. The other two walls contained all of Nat’s various degrees, framed in the same rich, deep-red as her desk.
She had a lot of them. Seemed she’d spent most of her life studying since they’d parted.
Pride swelled through him. She’d always been the smart one of the two of them. The achiever. When they were both students at Sydney University—she studying music and education, him studying just music—she’d always earned distinctions on every test and assignment, while he’d barely scraped in with pass marks. He’d been too busy thinking about her most of the time to concentrate on his work. As an excuse for not living up to his true potential, it was a good one.
Letting out a soft chuckle at the memories, he moved his gaze to the piece of furniture dominating the room.
A smile pulled at his lips.
Perfect. The mahogany desk was wide, sturdy and uncluttered. On its surface sat a laptop, opened, a few pens and an iPod dock, complete with iPod. The laptop and pens would be easy to move. The iPod and dock would, no doubt, provide the perfect soundtrack to his plans.
Body thrumming with anticipation, he pushed himself from the door and, releasing his belt buckle as he went, made his way to her desk.
Slipping his belt free of the loops on his jeans with one hand, he tapped on the track pad of her laptop, waking the computer.
An image of the Con taken at dusk filled the screen.
Jax screwed up his mouth. Damn, that was boring. Hmmm, not at all what the Nat he knew would have had on her laptop. That Nat would have had—and did have, all those years ago—an image of some hot guy. In fact, when they’d gone their separate ways, he was pretty sure she had an image of a half-naked Hugh Jackman on her laptop. Where had that Nat gone?
Yanking his shirt free of his waistband, he moved his attention to the iPod in its dock. With a quick jab of his finger, he turned the dock on.
A low hum filled the room as the Bang and Olufsen speakers activated.
Jax nodded his approval, removed his shirt, tossed it over his shoulder, and then, while toeing his boots off his feet, scrolled through her recently played playlist.
“Ahh, there’s the Nat I know,” he murmured, a warm flutter of delight dancing deep in his gut.
The top ten songs were all Nick Blackthorne songs, followed by five AC/DC songs, a few Bon Jovi and four Guns N’ Roses tracks.
Pressing his thumb to the first song on the list—Nick’s “Glass Houses”—he smiled as the music he knew with every fibre in his body flooded the room.
He smiled, closed his eyes and shucked his jeans down his legs.
The cool, environmentally controlled air of Nat’s office licked over his naked body. His cock, hard and mightily erect, reacted a little to the temperature change before recovering with impressive steel.
Jax scratched at his belly, positioned Nat’s plush, leather seat exactly where he wanted it and plonked his naked arse squarely onto it.
His balls rose up at the sudden impact and then settled back where they belonged. With a satisfied grunt, he leant back in the chair, threaded his fingers behind his head and crossed his ankles on the edge of Nat’s desk.
Ready.
He didn’t have to wait long.
A few moments later, Nat walked through the door.
“Hey, Boxhead,” he murmured, wrapping his hand around his still mightily erect dick.
Nat snapped to a halt. She stared at him, at his cock, back at him again, her mouth wide. And then let out a squeaking yelp as a tall man in an impeccable suit and hipster horn-rimmed glasses walked straight into her back.
Jax blinked. Well fuck, he hadn’t expected this.
“What are you doing, Natalie?” the hipster muttered, crouching down to collect the papers he’d dropped when he’d collided with her back.
Nat didn’t answer him. Her stare didn’t leave Jax. He stared back, grin wide, and wriggled his toes.
“Ummm…” she croaked, remaining motionless.
From the level of her knees, Mr. Horn-rims clucked with disapproval. “You knew I was right behind you. And do you always leave your office with this…music playing so loud?”
“Sorry, Minister,” Nat rasped, her gaze still fixed on Jax.
He winked at her.
There wasn’t really any other option, was there?
Exasperation twisting her lips, she waved her hand at him in a furious gesture he wasn’t entirely sure he understood, and then she pivoted on her sensible heel and crouched down level with Mr. Horn-rims, artfully placing herself between the man and her desk.
Jax smirked. Clever minx was trying to hide him.
“Let me help you with those,” he heard her say as she started snatching up loose sheets of paper.
Mr. Horn-rims started to raise his head.
Jax didn’t move, waiting instead for the man’s gaze to fall on him. Well, actually he did move. He settled deeper into Nat’s comfy chair and adjusted his fingers behind his head.
“Minister,” Nat burst out, slapping her palms either side of Mr. Horn-rims’ face and jerking his attention to her. “I’ve been meaning to tell you…”
Jax chuckled silently. This was fun.
He watched the man gape at Nat, confusion mixed with disbelief swimming in the eyes behind the lenses of those glasses. Minister? Religious or political? He didn’t look religious. At least not in Jax’s opinion.
“Are you okay, Natalie?” the minister asked.
Nat jolted to her feet, still positioning herself between Jax and the guy now staring up at her like she’d sprouted an extra head. “I’m fine, Minister,” she gushed, pointing at the ground behind her back with furious jabs. “I think maybe something at lunch has made me feel…maybe the wine…”
Mr. Horn-rims frowned as he scooped up the last sheet. “You didn’t have any wine, Natalie.”
“I didn’t?” Nat continued to jab her index finger at the floor, fidgeting on her sensible heels in an attempt to keep Jax from the minister’s sight. Jax decided, as soon as he could, he was going to remove those boring, un-Nat-like shoes from her feet and toss them out the window.
“You didn’t,” Mr. Horn-rims said, confusion mixing with wary uncertainty. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
“Truly, I’m fine,” Nat replied. Jax couldn’t help but admire the tight curve of her arse in her boring, un-Nat-like dress. He’d strip that from her ASAP as well. “I’m just a tad flustered. It’s not every day I have the Minister for the Arts and Culture in my office.”
Jax let out a silent ah-ha. So that’s who the hipster was. Jeremy Craig. Federal Minister for the Arts and Culture.
“I was here last week,” Minister Craig said.
Nat’s answering laugh was flustered. “You were?” Hand behind her back, she gestured wildly at the floor again with her finger. Again, Jax grinned. God, her arse really was sexy.
“You see how flustered I am?” she went on. She shot a harried glance over her shoulder, no doubt desperate enough to see if Jax had done what she wanted him to do.
He smirked at her. Dropped her a wink. Wriggled his toes. His cock also contributed to the jaunty greeting by doing its own jerky move.
“I think we need,” Minister Craig said, consternation in his voice, “to get on with what we’re here for, don’t you?”
Nat glowered at Jax for a microsecond, mouthed something at him—he had no idea what—and spun back to the Minister for the Arts and Culture. “Sure, can I just show you this photo of the—”
“Are you trying to hide something from me?”
Suspicion cut the minister’s voice now.
Jax watched Nat tense. Saw the minister try to peer around her.
The thought of staying exactly where he was crossed Jax’s mind…a devilish, enticing notion…before, with all the speed and agility he used to escape frenzied fans and furious fathers/brothers/boyfriends, he flung himself under Nat’s desk.
Out of sight.
But not, he was determined, out of Nat’s mind.
The epic sound of “Whispers in the Night” recorded live in London hid his chuckle as he tucked himself into a comfortable position under Nat’s desk.
This was going to be fun.



Chapter Four
He wasn’t there.
Nat stared at her empty seat, her heart racing faster than Rimsky-Korsakov’s “Flight of the Bumblebee”.
He wasn’t there. Jaxon Campbell—naked and thoroughly aroused—had vanished from sight.
God. She didn’t know whether to be pleased or worried.
Pulling a steadying breath, she walked across the floor of her office, casting the Minister for the Arts and Culture a calming smile as she did so. “There’s nothing to hide, Minister,” she said, rounding the corner of her desk to reach for her chair.
Movement at the floor caught her eye and she missed a step.
Jax grinned up at her from beneath her desk.
Her heart slammed up into her throat and continued its manic pace there.
“How many times do I have to tell you to call me Jeremy?” the minister asked.
Mouth dry, she jerked her stare back to him.
Jeremy Craig, the man responsible for a hell of a lot of Con government funding, smiled at her. “Please? Minister is so formal.”
“This is a formal meeting, isn’t it?” she croaked, inching closer to her chair.
From the shadows beneath her desk, Jax watched her. She could feel his gaze on her body like a slow, hot caress.
Her throat constricted at the thought.
The minister laughed. “It stopped being formal somewhere around the time you slapped my face with your hands, don’t you think? Or maybe it was when you informed me my taste in music sucks during lunch. Tell me again, what’s wrong with Celine Dion?” To her horror, he settled into the seat opposite her desk and beamed up at her.
She stared at him. Great, now she would have to sit in her seat. With Jax lurking under her desk. Naked.
And horny.
“Are you going to take a seat, Natalie?”
She startled at the minister’s question and blushed. She fidgeted her way to her seat and, teeth gnawing on her bottom lip, lowered herself onto the edge of the plush leather cushion.
Instantly, a warm hand slipped around her ankle.
She gasped.
Jeremy Craig frowned. “Are you sure you’re okay, Natalie?”
Swallowing at the rapid heartbeat in her throat, she nodded. Another hand smoothed around her other ankle. “I’m fine,” she blurted, shifting on her seat.
The leather made a low creaking sound. A low chuckle rumbled from beneath her desk, almost inaudible, as the two hands circling her ankles began to smooth up her calves.
She pressed her thighs together. If Jax discovered she wasn’t wearing knickers…
Across her desk, the Minister for Arts and Culture gave her a dubious look. “Do you want to turn down the music?” he asked, throwing a puzzled glance at her iPod dock.
Jax’s hands smoothing up her calves, she leant forward and lowered the volume a little. Enough to have a conversation, but not enough that the sound of her backside rubbing against leather could be heard.
And why is your butt going to be rubbing against the leather, Natalie Thorton? Hmmm?
She gave Jeremy a wobbly smile in return. “Now,” she said, desperate to keep her voice poised. It was difficult. Jax had reached her knees and was doing a very good job of inching her thighs apart. Surely he would stop soon. Wouldn’t he? “We should continue to discuss the government’s grant for the extensions.”
Jeremy laughed, his light-blue eyes dancing behind his glasses. “I think we’ve discussed it enough, Natalie.”
Beneath her desk, Jax echoed the minister’s laugh. The difference was his lips were pressed to the inside of her right knee.
Her belly knotted. Her breath caught in her constricted throat. Christ, how had he managed to get her thighs so wide?
“What I’d like to discuss—” Jeremy leant forward in his seat, holding her gaze with his, “—is the upcoming Prime Minister’s Ball.”
“Why?” Nat squeaked. Oh God, Jax was going to discover she wasn’t wearing—
A low hum of approval sounded at her knees as a steady finger traced the seam of her pussy lips.
She hitched in a ragged breath, staring at Jeremy.
“Because I’d like you to attend it with me,” the minister said.
Jax stroked his finger over her labia again, upward this time, until he found her clit.
Raw, forbidden pleasure detonated through Nat. She bit back a whimper, forcing her smile to stay put on her lips. “With you?” Holy shit, she sounded like she was about to have an asthma attack.
Jeremy nodded. Jax rolled his finger over her clit again.
“We’ve spent quite a lot of time together lately,” Jeremy went on, lowering his stare—thank fucking God—to his cuffs. “More than one professional luncheon, quite a few performances here at the Con—”
“All in a professional capacity,” Nat pointed out, squeezing her thighs together in an attempt to stop Jax tormenting her clit with his finger. Her attempt failed. With two strong hands, he grabbed her hips and yanked her closer to the very edge of her seat.
She let out a gasp and then another one as he not only continued to stimulate the tiny button of flesh that was her clitoris, but also slowly sank a finger into her wet pussy.
“Oh…” she moaned, closing her eyes at the wickedly wanton sensations unfurling through the pit of her belly. She gripped the edge of the desk.
“I know this is unexpected.” Jeremy’s voice scraped at her ears even as Jax’s finger or thumb—she had no way of knowing—stroked at the inner wall of her centre, right on the sweet spot she knew he knew so very well.
“But you have to admit, we do seem to enjoy each other’s company.”
Opening her eyes, Nat tried her best to focus on the man opposite her. The Minister for the Arts and Culture. In her office. Asking her on a date.
Beneath her desk, Jax trailed his lips up the length of her right inner thigh.
“Oh God,” she moaned, squeezing her pussy muscles on his penetrations.
“And I’m sure you’ve been aware how much I admire your dedication to your work.” Confident hope shone in Jeremy’s face. If he thought her reaction to his suggestion unusual or melodramatic, he didn’t show it. “And your professionalism dealing with not only the press but dignitaries and politicians alike. Myself included.” He chortled at his self-deprecating jest…just as Jax touched his tongue to Nat’s clit.
The sound that escaped Nat was borderline porn-worthy.
She bit back another groan, her grip on the edge of her desk almost painful.
Jax licked her clit again, his finger or thumb or whatever seeking out her G-spot once more.
“W-wouldn’t it…” she rasped, incapable of not rolling her hips forward as fresh waves of delicious pleasure flowed through her. “W-wouldn’t it be…” Jax sucked on her clit. “…a conflict of interest?”
Jeremy frowned, shifted on his seat, adjusted his glasses and then his cuffs. “I’m sure some in the media would find it newsworthy. The Minister for the Arts and Culture on a date—may I use that word?—on a date with the Dean of the Con, especially after my department so recently approved the improvement grant, but I’ve cleared it with my superiors—”
“The prime minister?” Nat said, desperate to ignore Jax’s tongue lapping at her pussy. Christ, she was going to come soon if she didn’t stop him. And she was a noisy comer. Always had been, especially when it was Jax making her come.
Jeremy nodded and smiled with coy pride. “The prime minister.”
“So you checked with the leader of Australia if you could ask me out?” she asked, wriggling her hips. Holy fuck, was Jax fucking her with his finger and tongue now? Holy fuck, were those his teeth on her clit?
Jeremy preened. “I did.”
Nat sucked a swift breath in through her nose. Not at Jeremy’s confession, but at the masterful way Jax slid his free hand between her butt and her chair as she squirmed on her seat in a futile effort to dislodge him.
Oh God.
He stroked the puckered hole of her anus, a gentle but deliberate caress even as he sucked on her clit and teased her G-spot.
Swirls of blinding colour began to dance at the edges of her vision. The base of her spine tingled. So did the soles of her feet.
Yep, she was going to come soon. Right here, while the Minister for the Arts and Culture asked her out on a date.
“And he said there was no problem as he saw it.” Jeremy beamed, leaning back in his chair, his stare locked on her face. “In fact, he wondered why I hadn’t asked you out before now.”
“Oh God.” Nat ground her pussy down, meeting Jax’s talented thrusts. “I don’t—”
“Just the Prime Minister’s Ball,” Jeremy beseeched, holding out a hand as if to halt her refusal. “And perhaps drinks after…at my place?”
Jax nipped her clit, pressed on her anus, stroked his tongue over her clit again and drew line after line over her G-spot.
The colours swirling in Nat’s vision flared brighter. Liquid fire sparked up her spine. Her breasts grew heavy, her nipples pinched tight.
“Please, Natalie?” The minister leant forward, adjusting his glasses. “I promise you’ll have a wonderful time. And I hold you in such high—”
Jax sucked Nat’s clit into his mouth and penetrated her anus with his finger.
“God, yes!” she cried out, her orgasm—a paroxysm of concentrated pleasure—claiming her. Her hands slipped from the edge of her desk. Her toes curled in her shoes. Her hips bucked upward of their own accord, slamming her constricting, weeping pussy into Jax’s mouth. “Yes!”
“Excellent!” Jeremy jolted to his feet, elated triumph beaming from his face.
Nat gaped at him, her climax—and Jax’s tongue—still busy at work rendering her body a slave to pleasure. “W-wha…I…”
Jeremy’s smile grew wide. He tugged at his cuffs again, his gaze on her face. “I shall get my people to call your people.”
And with that, he let out a laugh, gave her a weird little wave no federal politician had any right giving—like they were kindergarteners and she’d just agreed to sit with him at lunch—and turned toward her door.
Nat gnawed her bottom lip, the mounting tension in her sex telling her Jax was well on his way to giving her her first multiple orgasm since he’d left all those years ago. A fucking multiple orgasm. Right now. Oh God, how did he do…how did he know how…
Fuck me, fuck me, here we go again, here we—
“Oh, and Natalie?”
She jerked her head up to stare at Jeremy, her face, her body, her soul aching with the need to surrender herself to her second climax and scream Jax’s name. “Minister?”
“I should warn you, I look irresistible in a tux.”
He dropped her a wink, gave her another smile and then left, pulling the door closed behind him.
Just as Jax penetrated her anus with his finger again and flicked her clit with his tongue once more, thereby detonating her second climax of the day.
If Jeremy heard her cry out, he didn’t return.
Which was a good thing, given that she was about to kill a goddamn naked, annoying pain-in-the-arse rock star.
Finally wrenching control of her body and brain back from the bone-melting second orgasm pulsing through her, she rammed her hands to the edge of her desk and shoved. Hard.
Her chair slid backwards. Jax’s hands and mouth slipped from her pussy and other orifice.
“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” she growled, just as Jax’s chuckle emanated from the shadows beneath her desk.
He poked his head out, grin wide, face boyishly handsome and smugly triumphant. “If you have to ask, I obviously did it wrong.”
Nat threw up her hands and let out a strangled argh. It was that, or watch him curl his naked hotness into a comfortable sitting position on the floor. And if she watched him do that she’d lose any hope of maintaining the moral high ground. “Do you have any idea who that was?”
“It was the Federal Minister for the Arts and Culture. Who just asked you out, by the way.”
The playful delight in Jax’s voice sent wisps of frustration through her. She willed herself against the sight of him sitting naked at her feet and, teeth ground, glared at him. The fading throb of her orgasms—plural—mocked her indignation. As did the glistening moisture on Jax’s lips and chin she knew came from her. “Exactly,” she snapped, pressing her thighs together.
Jax laughed. “What’s the problem, Boxhead? I remember the time you gave me head under the table while I was being interviewed by Rolling Stone
Magazine. Hey, did you know our new band manager is the daughter of the guy who did that interview?”
Nat gaped at him. “That was twenty-one years ago,” she pointed out, chest tight.
“So?” He shifted on his butt enough for Nat to see his still-very-engorged erection jutting up between his thighs.
“So…” She faltered. “So that was twenty-one years ago,” she repeated.
He smirked. “Awesome argument you’ve got there, Boxhead. Need I remind you it’s not the first time I’ve eaten you out in the company of others. There was the time I visited you in class…when you were Whathisface’s assistant…and I hid in the podium while you supervised an exam…”
Nat’s cheeks flooded with heat. Her pussy fluttered with enthusiastic recollection.
“Besides,” he went on. “You were the one who laid down the sexual challenge—Nick’s replacement for sex. I just decided waiting until tomorrow sucked.”
“I can’t be having multiple fucking orgasms while talking to the Minister for the Arts and Culture, Jax.” She pressed her hands to her face, in part to hide her blush, in part to stop herself gazing at his nakedness as he straightened to his feet. “This was such a mistake. What was I thinking?”
“You were thinking you wanted to experience amazing sex again. With me. Although you did say yes to going on a date with the Minister of Colouring In. Do you want to have amazing sex with him as well? It’s been a while since I took part in a boy-girl-boy ménage, but hey, I’m—”
“Jax!” she ground out.
His only response was to laugh.
She shook her head and flicked him a glare through her fingers. Oh God, he was leaning his naked butt on the edge of her desk, grin wicked, arms crossed over his tattooed chest, his impressive cock right there…in front of her…hard and thick and stiff and waiting for her…
“This was a mistake,” she said again, squeezing her eyes shut. “I can’t do it.”
“Chicken.” Jax’s low murmur snapped her eyes open and her head up.
“Screw you.”
He raised his eyebrows. “The Nat I knew wouldn’t be wimping out.”
“I’m not wimping out,” she declared, belly knotting, breasts heavy. That’s exactly what she’d just been about to do, but there wasn’t a hope in hell she was telling Jax that. The bastard had stolen her AC/DC record, after all.
And that’s the reason for not bailing? A record? Yeah, sure. You’re in it for the sex. Admit it.
Dark eyes regarded her. “Prove it.”
She drew a slow breath, fixing him with her most serious stare. “Sure. But not now. Now I have work to—”
He stepped toward her and straddled her legs—damn it, why hadn’t she stood when he had?—pressed his hands to the back of her chair, either side of her head and lowered his face until his lips hovered a breath from hers. “Prove. It.”
Nat’s heart lurched. She stared up into his dark eyes. “Jax…” she whispered, her head roaring. Her heart wasn’t just fast anymore. It was a goddamn metronome pounding out a prestissimo tempo.
He didn’t move. His warm breath tickled her lips. His hard thighs pressed to the outside of hers. His gaze held her captive.
Nat’s sex constricted. God, she remembered this. This hunger for each other, this bottomless need to consume each other, possess each other. “Jax,” she whispered again, throat so thick his name was barely more than a husky moan.
“Prove—” he moved his hand to hers, wrapped his fingers around her wrist and then placed her palm against the side of his engorged dick, “—it.”
Her fingers closed around his length of their own accord. It filled her hand, hot and rigid and thick and perfect.
“Squeeze it.”
She did. A part of her told her the situation was insane. Dory could walk in at any moment. At. Any. Moment. Dory was unpredictable. An incredible personal assistant, true, but not one for using the intercom. And the Minister for the Arts and Culture could return to confirm their date for the Prime Minister’s Ball. Their date, for fuck’s sake.
Another part of her—the real her perhaps, the part she’d kept bound and leashed since Jax had left and she’d focused her life on her career—didn’t give a flying fuck who could walk back in.
The threat of discovery only made the moment more exhilarating and arousing. And boy, she was aroused.
“Squeeze it again,” Jax ordered on a groan.
She didn’t just squeeze his erection, she moved her constricting hand up and down its length in three slow pumps.
He moaned, nostrils flaring, stare fixed on hers.
She loosened her grip on his flesh and trailed her hand, fingertips first, down to his scrotum.
His balls rose up at her touch. Jax had always been a master at manscaping, long before it became popular, and Nat loved that all she could feel as she cupped his balls was his velvet-soft skin.
Another low moan tore from him, deep in his chest. His eyes fluttered closed for a second before they focused on her, undeniable pleasure clouding their dark depths.
Kneading his scrotum, she drew a slow breath, taking in the scent of him—distinct, wonderful and long kept from her.
“Ahh, yes…” A shudder rocked his naked body. His eyes closed again. He swayed toward her, his lips brushing hers.
She returned her hand to his cock, tracing her fingers up its venous length to the bulbous dome of its head.
Jax groaned her name against her lips. She flicked her tongue out, tasting him for a quick second before catching his bottom lip with her teeth.
He groaned again and then hissed in a breath as she gripped his erection completely and pumped hard and fast.
In her chest, her heart jumped from prestissimo to presto. Between her thighs, her pussy grew thick and hot, already aching for more of his touch.
She released his lip from her teeth and, breath shallow and pulse wild, flattened her palm to his chest and shoved him upright.
He let out a startled gasp, a gasp that turned into a raw whimper as she leant forward and took his cock in her mouth.
“Fuck.” He bucked his hips forward, sinking deeper into her mouth.
She hummed her approval and sucked down his length, all the way to his smooth balls and then back up to the very tip.
“Fuck, yes,” he panted, snaring her ponytail in a tight fist.
She hummed again, reveling in the way his stomach hitched and his legs quivered. She was making that happen. He may have the power to reduce her to an inarticulate puddle of rapture in front of a federal politician, but she had the power to render his knees weak.
And she loved that power.
Cheeks hollowing, she drew down his cock and flicked the tip of her tongue over the swell of his balls.
Jax groaned, thrusting deeper into her mouth. “Oh yeah, gorgeous,” he rasped. “Your mouth…on my dick…nothing better…”
The words caressed Nat’s senses. Her heart thumped faster. She didn’t care Dory could catch them at any second, possibly with a parent or student or a lecturer. She should care, but she didn’t. She never had when Jax was involved. Their lust, their molten passion took over and all that existed was him and her and pleasure. It was the reason she’d sat at her desk earlier knowing he was under there. She’d suspected what he was likely to do and had offered herself to him anyway.
It was insanity. It was self-destruction.
It was fucking incredible sex.
And she was going to have as much of it as she could.
Sliding her fingers between Jax’s clenched arse cheeks, she fingered his anus.
He growled her name, drove his cock deep into her mouth and tightened his grip on her ponytail. “Touch me there, Nat,” he panted above her head, “and I’m going to fucking blow and I’m not going to be quiet about—”
She pressed her finger to his hole again, harder this time. Parting his puckered entry with the tip of her index.
“Fuck!” he cried. “Fuck, again.”
She complied, pushing her finger to his resistant flesh again.
“Oh yeah, that’s it.” His knees trembled. His hips bucked. He scraped his nails over her shoulder, up the side of her neck.
She pressed at his anus once more, tugged on his balls with her other hand and plunged lower down his cock, so deep the head of his length slid against the back of her throat.
“That’s it, gorgeous, that’s it, that’s—” Jax groaned, slamming his hips forward, driving his length completely into her mouth. “—it!”
Hot release spurted from him in thick wads, splashing the back of Nat’s throat. He raked his hand over her shoulder, tugged at her ponytail. He cried her name, her nickname, called her gorgeous and Boxhead and Natalie and gorgeous again, all the while ramming his cock into her mouth with increasing speed, flooding it with his release.
She took it all, swallowed every last drop and sucked for more.
More.
It wasn’t until she heard the intercom on her desk, the one she rarely used, buzz into life that the reality of the situation truly hit her.
Oh Christ, she was blowing Jax Campbell. Jax Campbell, who’d no doubt slept with a gazillion women. She was blowing Jaxon Campbell in her office. Her office. Jesus holy Christ, her office. What the hell was she—
“Boxhead’s office,” Jax said above her head, voice both breathless and full of mirth.
“Ummm…” Dory’s voice followed his absurd response, tinny from the intercom’s small speaker, just as humored as Jax’s. “Can you tell Ms. Thorton the Associate Dean of Composition and Music Technology is here to see her about Josh Blackthorne.”
Heat flooded Nat’s cheeks. She pulled away from Jax’s still pulsing cock and gaped up at him.
He winked down at her and then, grin wide, pressed his thumb to the intercom button. “Can do, cutie,” he said, watching her, devilish delight curling his lips. “Just gives us a sec though, will you. She’s got her mouth f—”
Nat did the only thing she could think of to shut him up.
She slapped her hand over his open mouth and punched him in the stomach.



Chapter Five
Jax always forgot how beautiful Sydney was at dusk. He’d grown up in Tamworth, a small rural city six hours northwest of the cosmopolitan metropolis, where the tallest building was the local three-story council office. A place hundreds of miles from the coast where the harsh Australian weather claimed most of the colour during the summer and froze what little there was left in the winter. It wasn’t until he’d moved to Sydney to study music—specifically classical piano—at Sydney University that he’d discovered just how breathtaking the country’s most famous city was.
A lot of that discovery had taken place with Nat, and most of it had involved bonking somewhere.
Within two hours of meeting each other for the first time—after he’d stolen the last bread roll at the cafeteria from her plate—they’d surrendered to the instant sexual lust between them and made out like sex-starved rabbits in the cafeteria’s female loo. For months after that, they’d screwed each other silly in more than one gallery, park, water taxi…hell, they’d even managed to bonk on top of the Sydney Harbour Bridge’s South pylon. Then, after a year and a half of wild sex in wild places, with the money coming in from Nick’s skyrocketing success, they’d rented a place together and made out there as well.
Now, standing at the floor-to-ceiling window of his Park Hyatt suite overlooking the harbor, its reflective surface mirroring the lights of the buildings hugging its edge and the pink dusk sky, he found himself wondering if Nat had continued her ferocious sexual exhibitionism throughout Sydney with other partners after they’d ended their relationship.
A shard of something far too hot and tight and unsettling sliced through his chest at the thought. A something he’d never experienced before.
He frowned. He didn’t do jealousy, so there was no way he was jealous now, but the thought of Nat with anyone else apart from him made him feel…odd.
Not willing to analyse the unfamiliar sensation, he turned from the stunning vista of the Sydney Opera House bathed in golden light and crossed his hotel suite to his open suitcase.
He was due at the red-carpet premier in an hour and probably should think about getting dressed. Bruce would be banging on the door any moment now, ready to escort him to the event, and while his bodyguard was used to finding Jax naked, tonight Jax didn’t feel like stirring the ex-marine’s ire.
What he felt like doing was…
A tight beat throbbed in his cock as an image of Nat filled his head.
Ignoring the black suit he’d planned to wear to the premier, he snagged his jeans from where he’d discarded them on the floor before taking a shower and dug his mobile phone from the back pocket.
The throb in his cock grew tighter. More eager.
Without letting himself think about what he was doing, he jabbed his thumb to Nat’s number and raised his phone to his ear. Getting the damn thing from her had been hard work. He’d had to threaten to stay naked in her office for the rest of the day before she would give it to him.
A chuckle slipped past his lips as he recalled the exasperated way she’d shoved him out of her office, forbidding him to return. He was surprised she’d even let him take the time to get dressed. As it was, she’d flung his boots at him through the door when he tried to walk back in to retrieve them. If it wasn’t for the flush in her cheeks and the pointed state of her nipples, he would have thought she didn’t want him there.
But that blush—and those nipples—and the hungry way she’d looked at him even as she tried to pretend she was finished with him—
“Hello?”
A thick spasm claimed Jax’s cock at the sound of her voice in his ear. “Boxhead,” he said, enjoying the rush of happy warmth flowing through him. “Wanna come to the movies with me?”
“No.”
He laughed at her rejection. “Ah, c’mon. It’ll be fun. I promise I’ll keep my hands to myself.”
It was Nat’s turn to laugh. “As if. And the answer is still no. I’m using you for sex, Campbell. That’s it. Can’t have sex in a movie cinema.”
“Why not?” He grinned. “Never stopped us before. I’m pretty certain we screwed ourselves silly for the entire duration of—”
“Enough,” she cut him off.
He laughed again. “Just proving a point.”
A heartbeat of silence stretched through the connection and then Nat said, “What movie?”
Elated joy bloomed in Jax’s chest. He squeezed the air in a tight fist and let out a silent yes! “The new George Clooney movie,” he answered with a smile.
“The one that premieres tonight?”
“Yep.” He wandered over to the window and watched the play of lights on the darkening harbor waters, a contented lick of pleasure joining the joy in his chest. Damn, he’d forgotten how much he liked the sound of her voice. All husky and naughty even when she wasn’t talking dirty. “That’s the one. Come with me and I’ll introduce you to all the other famous people there.”
“I already know all the famous people in this country worth knowing.”
He raised his eyebrows, lips curling. “Oh, who’s become a culture snob in her old age?”
“Screw you, Campbell,” she shot back. He could hear the laughter in her insult. “I’m not that old. Besides, I’ve already made it clear I’m not interested in anything from you except fucking.”
“So we’ll fuck after. In the back of the limo if you want. Or in the back row of the cinema while the ushers clean up the popcorn. Or—”
“Aren’t I meant to be the one laying down the challenges?”
He smirked. “Just giving you some ideas.”
Another heartbeat-long pause filled the connection before Nat sighed. “I don’t think—”
“Say yes, Boxhead,” he said, a tight lump filling his throat.
“If I don’t?” Cautious wariness filled the question.
“I’ll turn up at your office tomorrow with an aerosol can of whipped cream while wearing nothing but a pair of leather pants. I can do that. I’m a rock star.”
“Jesus, Campbell.”
His smirk stretched to a triumphant grin. He had her. He could hear it on the husky waver in her voice.
An image of Nat stretched out naked on her desk as he drew a delicious path of whipped cream from her lips, over her breasts, around her belly button and down to the exquisiteness of her tight pussy filled his head. His cock throbbed, aching with urgent need.
He was going to do that to her. Whether it was one of her challenges or not, he was going to do that to her. Maybe as a celebration after they’d found Nick’s replacement?
After? Isn’t the whole sex-challenge thing finished when you find a replacement for Nick? She’s going out with the Minister for Colouring In, after all.
A squirming knot of disquiet twisted through Jax’s happiness. He ground his teeth, turned from the window and strode back to his suitcase. “So that’s a yes?” he said, staring at the suit waiting for him. Would she find him sexy in it? “To the movie? And sex after?”
“Jax…” she began.
“Or would you rather whipped cream in your office?”
“Okay, yes to the movie.”
He grinned, an overwhelming sense of happiness flowing through him once again. “Excellent. Be ready in thirty minutes.”
He hung up before she could respond, tossed his phone on the massive king-size bed positioned in the middle of the room and then launched himself into a very debauched victory dance, his erect cock slapping his stomach with solid whacks.
He was halfway through a ridiculously happy limbo move when his phone rang.
Snatching it from the bed, he frowned at Nat’s name on the screen. Cold fear doused his elation. Fuck, she wasn’t going to renege, was she? And if she did, what would he do? He wanted to see her tonight. He wanted to—
Throat thick, that same unfamiliar unrest stirring in his gut, he connected the call and placed his phone to his ear. “Boxhead?”
“Stop calling me Boxhead.”
He forced out a chuckle. “What do you want? Can’t go without hearing my voice for more than a second?”
She snorted. “I thought you just might want to know where I live? Given that you’re apparently collecting me in thirty minutes?”
Relief gushed over his unsettled trepidation. His muscles—far more coiled than he realized—relaxed with fluid calm. “Ahh, yeah. That might help. Shoot.”
With another snort, Nat provided her address. “Swanky,” he said, picturing the harbor-side suburb with its historic homes and wide tree-lined streets. “Being head honcho at the Con must pay well.”
“It does,” she said. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to get ready for an annoying rock star.”
“An annoying rock star who is going to make you come so fucking hard your bones are going to melt.”
“Hmmm…” she hummed in his ear, mocking doubt in the sound. “We’ll see.”
She disconnected before he could respond.
Jax laughed, tossed his phone back on the bed and resumed his naked victory dance. He hadn’t felt so fucking alive in ages. Tonight was going to be brilliant. Walking the red carpet with Nat, posing for photos with her, listening to her dissect the film with her sharp wit, sharing popcorn and discussing the soundtrack after…a perfect night.
And sex, right? It’s going to be brilliant because of the sex. That’s the reason you rang her, right? Invited her to the premier? Not to catch up and eat popcorn, but for the sex. Right?
A troubling tension fell over Jax. His throat tightened. He stared at the view beyond his window, seeing not Sydney Harbour and all its beauty, but seeing Nat, the woman who’d ended their relationship a lifetime ago.
He swallowed. Heat prickled its way up the back of his neck and over his scalp.
Nat. His Nat. His Boxhead.
Of its own accord, his right hand moved to the top of his right butt cheek, his fingertips touching the tattoo there. She hadn’t seen it when he’d been naked in her office, mainly because he hadn’t turned his back on her while he was naked. Truth be known, he’d forgotten the tat was there. It had, after all, been almost twenty-one years since he had it done.
What was he going to say when she saw it?
With a choppy breath, he removed his fingers from the tat, dragged them through his hair and turned from the window. He had to get ready. He had to show her that like the Minister for the Arts and Culture, he too could look irresistible in a tux.
Picking up the suite’s phone beside the bed, he dialed his bodyguard’s room—two floors down. “Bruce, I need you to go get Nat…Ms. Thorton from her home for me.”
“Does she know I’m coming, sir?”
Jax laughed at Bruce’s deadpanned question. “Of course she does. By the time you get her, I’ll be ready for the premier.”
He gave Bruce her address and then hung up, palms hot, stomach…churning. Damn it, why did he suddenly feel nervous? What the fuck?
Dragging his hands—seriously, were they shaking?—through his hair, he hurried to the closet and withdrew his suit, shirt and tie. Tie. Holy fuck, a tie.
The sound of his mobile phone ringing stilled him.
It’s Nat. She’s changed her mind.
The thought shot through him like a dart of ice. Unsettled at the rollercoaster of emotions he was currently experiencing, he snatched up his phone and glared at it. He let out a wobbly laugh at the face and name staring up at him from the screen.
Answering the call, he pressed the phone to his ear. “Strings.”
“So you are still alive and in one piece then?” Samuel asked on the other end.
Jax laughed. “She hasn’t killed me yet.”
“Has she given you a name?”
Jax pulled a face. “Bloody hell, Strings. I’ve only been here for a day.”
“Then what the fuck have you been doing?”
A rush of heat flowed over Jax’s body. Sex. Sex. Some more sex. Hmmm, did he need to tell Samuel that? “I had lunch with Nick today.”
“Hey, that’s good. What’s he doing in Sydney?”
“Believe it or not, he was here to see Nat as well. Did you know Josh is now a student at the Sydney Con?”
“I did. His soccer career was killed due to an injury. A serious one.”
“Apparently, he’s a bit of a wild one,” Jax said, picturing the young man he’d met at the Con who looked like a younger version of Nick. Now that he thought about it, Josh did walk with a limp. And a frown. “Remember how wild Nick was back in the day?”
Samuel’s answering laugh was wry. “How wild we all were. Some of us are still there. Speaking of which, a name? Do I need to round up the rest of the guys and fly in to Sydney? We’re running out of time, you know. What’s she making you do?”
Heavy tension wrapped Jax’s groin at Samuel’s question. “Why would she be making me do anything?”
Another laugh sounded through the connection. “Because you stole her AC/DC record, you prick. And made her look like an idiot. And the pair of you were shacked up together talking about getting married when the shit hit the fan. And did I mention you stole her—”
“All right, all right,” Jax grumbled. “You’ve made your point. I’ll get on it ASAP.”
“Get on it, or get on her?”
Jax swallowed. “What the fuck do you mean by that?”
“It means I remember very well what you and Natalie were like. How you couldn’t keep your hands off each other. And how easy it was for you to become distracted by her.”
“Blow me, Gibson. I’m here to get us a new lead singer. Not get laid.”
Samuel laughed a third time. “Jax, you exist for getting laid. And frankly, getting laid with Natalie Thorton is your idea of heaven.”
Jax snorted, even as the tight pressure in his groin spread throughout his body. “I’m ending this conversation now, fuck knuckle. I’ve got a movie premier to attend. If you’re lucky, I might ask Nat about a lead singer while we’re there. If I can tear myself away from making out with her, that is.”
He killed the connection and tossed his phone to the bed before Samuel could say anything else in response.
Jesus, what was it with both Nick and Samuel thinking he was going to let what he felt for Nat derail him?
And what do you feel for Nat? Seeing her now after all these years?
“Horny,” he muttered, heading for the suite’s bathroom. “Just horny. Nothing else.”
Forty minutes later, a knock came at his suite door.
For some reason, fresh nerves flooded Jax’s gut. Checking out his reflection one last time, he sucked a deep breath, gazed hard into his eyes, straightened his cuffs and walked through his suite to pull the door open.
Nat cocked an eyebrow at him from the other side of the threshold, her lips twitching. “You open your own door?”
He stared at her, absolutely incapable of speech. Fuck, she was stunning.
She wore a shimmering ankle-length, body-hugging dress with the most plunging neckline Jax had ever seen, and he’d been to more than one MTV Video Award ceremony. A split ran up the right side, stopping just below her hip, revealing a distracting length of exquisite thigh. Her hair fell about her shoulders in a cascade of artfully messy waves and curls. Her eyes had never looked so seductive and sex-kittenish, framed as they were by smoky-grey shadow and jet-black lashes. Her lips…Jesus, how was he not kissing them right at this very second? How was he not pinning her to the bed and making love to her mouth? Slow, lush, languid love with his tongue and teeth and—
“Mr. Campbell?”
Jax blinked at Bruce’s alarmed voice. Swiping at his mouth—shit, why did he suddenly need a glass of water?—he forced a smile to his face. “You look good,” he said to Nat. What he wanted to say was she looked gorgeous. Beautiful. Incredible. But he’d only ever used those words when they were fucking. If he used them now, what would she think?
“As do you.” She flicked a glance over him, the twitch on her red-glossed lips curling into a smile. “One could almost use the word irresistible.”
A tight pressure fisted in his gut. He held out his arms and looked down at his black-on-black suit, shirt and tie, doing his best to hide his strange, unsettled state. “Not bad for a rock star, eh?”
“Not bad at all.”
Her low murmur raised his gaze to her face. Their eyes connected.
The air between them crackled, charged with a familiar elemental energy he hadn’t realized he’d missed until now.
“Mr. Campbell?” Bruce’s low murmur made him blink. “We need to go.”
Jax nodded, jerking his attention to his bodyguard as he smoothed his hands down his suit-clad thighs. “Of course we do.” He pulled a quick breath and returned his stare to Nat. Fuck, she was simply mesmerizing. “Ready?”
She smiled, exuding calm poise and confidence. “I am.”
If it wasn’t for the faint blush creeping up her breasts—her incredible, full breasts—he’d be halfway wounded by the fact she wasn’t as affected by the normal sexual sparks between them as he was. But the blush on her cleavage gave it away. As did the way her nipples poked at the silken fabric of her dress.
His cock gave a preemptive spasm in his five-thousand-dollar pants. He let out a chuckle. She may look like an untouchable siren, but he knew otherwise. Just as he knew the conservative, sensible-heels Nat he’d first encountered in her office at the Con was still really the sexually adventurous, uninhibited wild woman he’d known so long ago.
Another tight spasm claimed his cock. His sexually adventurous, uninhibited wild woman.
Offering her his arm, he dropped her a wink. “Let’s get to it then.”
He couldn’t wait for the damn movie to finish. There was fucking to be done. He couldn’t wait to strip Nat of the controlled, poised facade she’d acquired since they’d parted ways and reduce her to a creature of physical hunger, like he had in her office.
They’d just settled into the back seat of the limo that would take them to the film premier, Bruce firmly ensconced in the front seat with the driver, when Nat leant forward and raised the privacy glass. “I think now is a perfect time to discuss the details of our arrangement.”
A warm thrill of anticipation shot through Jax. “Couldn’t agree more.”
She studied him, an ambiguous shadow dancing in the depths of her eyes. “I know exactly what kind of singer you’re looking for.”
“You do?”
She nodded. “One who oozes raw, sexual energy, who can make a person—male or female—orgasm with just his voice, and at the same time who is intelligent, articulate and grounded when required. One who can write lyrics so profound a person’s soul is moved listening to them and can perform live without any enhancement.”
“Sounds about right.”
“In other words, you want lightning to strike twice.”
He nodded. “Unless you have a way of convincing Nick to come out of retirement, yep. Hey, you wouldn’t consider blackmailing him for us, would you? Fail his son unless he rejoins the band?”
She rolled her eyes. “That would be extortion, dickhead. And no. I wouldn’t.”
He laughed. “I was kidding, Teach. When did you get so smart, by the way?”
“When I opted to focus on my studies instead of you.”
“Ouch.”
It was her turn to chuckle. “Did you forget I was a bitch, Jax?”
He took her hand and raised it to his lips. “You were never a bitch, Boxhead.”
She snorted and withdrew her hand from his fingers. “Flattery will get you nowhere. Orgasm however…”
Jax’s cock throbbed. He studied her, waiting.
With a slow breath, Nat shifted on the seat beside him and fixed him with a steady gaze. “So here’s the deal. You want magic. I want amazing sex. But I’m in charge. You meet every challenge I give you, and I give you possible replacements for the irreplaceable.”
“Agreed.”
“So let’s cut to the chase. First challenge.”
He pulled in his own breath, every fibre in his body charged.
“I’m going to go down on you right now—”
A hot shard of concentrated lust speared Jax’s groin.
“—and you’re not allowed to come unless I give you permission.”
He blinked. “What?”
She studied him. “The first challenge is denial. I am denying you the right to come.”
A knot of something dark and primitive twisted in Jax’s gut. He stared at her, his cock hard and heavy. “I thought you wanted me to give you—”
“I do, Campbell,” she cut him off, her voice modulated. “But in case you haven’t figured it out yet, this is also about revenge.”
“For having sex with other women before you and I started to get serious?”
“We were already serious. But no, not that. For taking my AC/DC record.”
“Nat,” he began and then stopped. He didn’t know what to say.
And it seemed she didn’t want him to say anything anyway. Eyes holding his, lips parted, she leaned forward, unzipped his fly and released his rigid dick.
It sprang free of his trousers instantly and enthusiastically.
“I love that you never wear underwear,” she murmured, lowering her head to his crotch. Her breath caressed his straining flesh, a warm tickle of taunting promise.
He stared at the back of her head, chest tight. They’d never played power games in their previous sexual relationship. They’d just gone at each other whenever they wanted, surrendering to their perfectly matched sexual appetites. And he’d never allowed any of his sexual partners after her to dominate him. So why the fuck was he so turned on by the idea of Nat being in control of his release now?
The soft, wet touch of her tongue on the tip of his cock stole any answer his brain may have formed.
He hissed in a breath, reaching for her hair.
She slapped his hand away without lifting her head.
He groaned out a snigger, the sound turning shaky as she flicked the tip of her tongue over his cock’s tiny slit.
Jolts of squirming heat shot through him, sinking into his balls. He shifted on his seat, thrusting his hips upward in a slow roll.
Nat waited, her breath on his aching rod an exquisite torment.
When he settled again, she traced her tongue up the entire length of his erection, from where his cock parted his fly up to its very crown.
Jax groaned again, balling his fists.
A part of his rapture-fogged brain recognized the subtle sway and movement of the limo as they drove through Sydney, heading for the IMAX theatre thirty-odd minutes away. Another part wished to fucking hell they were heading for Perth on the other side of the fucking country, almost four thousand kilometres away. He didn’t want this to end. He truly didn’t.
And it had only just begun.
Once again, Nat’s breath kissed his hot flesh. He ground his teeth, waiting for the bliss of her tongue. Instead, she nipped the tip of his cock with her teeth.
Hot pleasure lashed at him. “Fuck!” he burst out, slamming his hips upward.
She planted her palms on his thighs and shoved him back to the seat, glancing up at him through the dark strands of her fringe.
He reached for her hair, needing to feel its glossy weight tangle through his fingers but she slapped his hand away again.
“No.”
He let out a raspy chuckle. “If you say s—”
She plunged her lips down his length, cutting his cheeky response dead. She sucked back up to his crown, rolled the flat of her tongue over the bulbous dome of his cock and then took him deep into her mouth again. As far as the parted fly of his trousers would allow.
He groaned, arching in his seat. Flicking a glance at the control panel of the privacy glass, he realized she hadn’t locked it. His heart thumped faster. Bruce could lower the divider at any moment.
Hot blood flooded his already engorged dick at the thought, making it twitch in Nat’s mouth.
Nat hummed her approval, drew harder on his length and slowly inched back up to the rim of his crown.
He let out a ragged breath, rolled his head and closed his eyes. His balls throbbed. “Oh yeah.”
Nat continued to work his cock with her lips, tongue and teeth. Every time a shudder of liquid tension claimed him, she’d pause, lips sealed around his flesh.
He ground his teeth, driving his nails to his palms. Fuck, he was close to blowing. Close to flooding her mouth and throat with his release. “Nat…” he rasped, grabbing at the edge of the seat as she laved the sensitive knot of flesh just below his cockhead. “How…how serious are you…are you about me not…not coming?”
She withdrew her mouth from his dick and fixed him with a level gaze, undeniable pleasure burning in her grey eyes. “Are you going to fail the first challenge already, Campbell?”
The huskiness of her voice belied her poise.
He forced out a strained laugh. “Not at all.”
Her lips curled. “So you won’t mind if I do this?”
She repositioned herself on the seat beside him and parted the split in her dress, revealing the fact she wore no underwear.
“Or this?” she murmured, stroking a slow finger along the seam of her hair-free pussy.
Liquid electricity shot up Jax’s spine. Into his balls. He stared at her finger playing with her clit, his throat thick, his mouth dry. “Unfair,” he ground out.
A throaty chuckle fell from her lips. “I never said I was going to play fair.”
He reached for her hand between her thighs, aching to feel the slick moisture of her juices on his fingers.
For a delicious second, she allowed him. He parted her folds with his middle finger, a rush of giddy pleasure claiming him at her slick warmth. A strangled moan vibrated low in his chest. He closed his eyes, slowly inching his finger deeper into her tightness.
She shifted on the seat, circling his wrist to control his penetrations even as she wrapped her other hand around his still engorged shaft.
“Unfair,” he groaned again. Hell, he was going to come any second now.
She laughed, sliding his finger in and out her sex at the same time as she pumped his cock with increasing pressure.
A shudder rocked him. His balls constricted higher to his body. He opened his eyes and stared at the limo’s ceiling, desperate to stave off the mounting heat in his groin. It was damn near impossible, what with the mind-blowing pressure of her pussy around his finger and the equally intense pressure of her hand working his cock. Pumping up and down it. Kneading it.
Hot licks of tension lashed over his balls. He bit back a shaky curse, all too aware he was on the cusp of an orgasm.
“Uh-uh,” she reproached, voice a breathless pant. “I told you…”
He wriggled his finger inside her, determined to undo her control. To make her come with him.
Because he was going to come. With the scent of Nat’s pleasure in every breath he pulled, the tight suction of her pussy on his finger, the warm moisture of her juices on his flesh…with the feel of her palm sliding up and down his cock…oh yeah, he was going to come. But not until he made her come first.
Ignoring her controlling grip on his wrist, he withdrew his finger from inside her and placed it on the nub of her clit. Rolled it over the tiny button.
Her hissed intake of breath told him he’d hit the right spot. As did her hoarse, “Fuck, that’s it, that’s it.”
Pulse pounding, concentrated need rising in his groin, he opened his eyes and stared into hers. “Say it again.”
She studied him, her breath ragged, her lips parted, her breasts rising and falling. “That’s it,” she panted, grinding her clit to his finger. “That’s it.”
“Come for me, Boxhead,” he ordered as he closed his hand around hers on his cock and pumped faster. “Come on my hand. Now.”
“We’re almost there, Mr. Campbell,” Bruce’s voice filled the back of the limo through the com-link speaker. “Just waiting for our turn at the beginning of the red carpet.”
Tight fury threaded through Jax’s red-hot pleasure. He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to make her come. He wanted to hear her cry out as her orgasm detonated in her soul.
He wanted to join her in release. He wanted to fucking erupt and paint the limo’s ceiling with his—
“Two cars away, Mr. Campbell,” Bruce’s voice sounded from the speaker.
“Fuck,” Nat ground out, teeth clenched, ecstasy etched on her face. “Fuck, fuck, fuck…”
Jax rolled his finger over her clit faster, gazing into her eyes. Drowning in the wanton need he saw there, the undeniable pleasure. “Come for me, gorgeous,” he moaned, every molecule in his body thrumming. Christ, any second now…he was going to come any second… “I want you to come…”
“Inside me,” Nat demanded, hips rolling. “Fucking shove your fucking fingers inside—”
“One car.”
He sank two fingers into her sodden pussy and scissored them inside her. “Come for me, gorgeous,” he pleaded, aching for his own release. “Come for—”
She threw back her head, slammed her hands to the limo’s ceiling, rammed her hips forward and, teeth biting into her bottom lip, drenched his hand with her release.
“We are here,” Bruce’s voice filled the limo just as the car came to a stop.
Without a word, Nat withdrew Jax’s hand from between her thighs and lifted it to his lips.
“Taste it,” she whispered, holding his stare. “You did that to me.”
He swiped out his tongue and ran it up the length of his middle finger. Her honeyed musk flooded his senses, distinctly hers. His whole body reacted, a tsunami of raw need and base urgency.
A slow smile curled Nat’s lip as she lowered her head to his. She squeezed his straining cock. “And I did that to you,” she murmured in his ear.
He ground out a whimpered moan, and then another one as she released his length and settled back into the plush seat beside him.
She shot him a sideways glance. “Ready?”
The back door opened before he could respond and Bruce’s massive, tuxedo-clad body filled the frame. The screams and cheers of the public waiting to get a glimpse of their favourite idol or celebrity flowed into the cabin from beyond. And Jax sat there, panting, with his dick out.
Oh boy.
His bodyguard flicked Jax’s groin a quick look. “You may want to fix yourself up, sir.”
Beside Jax, Nat laughed. “Oh, this is going to be so much fun.”



Chapter Six
How Nat sat through the movie—a movie she’d been impatient to see only a few months ago—was beyond her. With every breath she took, a breath she swore blind she could smell her release on the air, Jax knew it. She could tell. Every time a member of the media had stopped him on the red carpet for an interview, he’d introduced Nat and asked the reporter if they also saw the smudge of dirt on Nat’s face. Every time he did that, he’d swipe his finger—the one so recently insider her—with a gentle stroke over Nat’s top lip, devilish mirth in his eyes.
Every time he did that, her belly would flutter, her pussy would contract and her throat and nipples would tighten. It didn’t help every step she took on the walk toward the theatre also reminded her she’d just had an orgasm.
Knowing Jax hid his erection from the public by holding her hand directly in front of his groin with his as they walked into the theatre made her unsettled state worthwhile.
However, when the lights went out in the cinema and the movie started, Jax didn’t waste any time pressing her hand to the bulge in his trousers.
So instead of concentrating on a film she really, really wanted to watch, she spent the entire one hundred and twelve minutes of its duration feeling his cock range from hard to semi-hard to hard over and over again and breathing in the scent of her own arousal. It was only when he slowly lowered his fly and tried to slip her fingers into the opening that she remembered she wasn’t the wild nympho of her youth and pulled her hand from his.
He chortled beside her. “Chicken,” he muttered in her ear before snaring her earlobe between his teeth and giving a little nip.
A shudder rippled through her. Her pussy fluttered. Nat let out a frustrated growl, crossed her legs and folded her arms beneath her breasts.
“Y’know when you do that,” Jax’s warm breath tickled the side of her neck, “I just want to bury my face in your incredible cleavage and—”
The sudden blare of heavy rock music smothered whatever he was going to say. As did the raucous applause from those in the cinema with them. Nat startled, focusing back on the screen where the closing credits scrolled.
“Ours will be better.”
She flicked him a quick look.
He grinned at her. “Seriously.”
She cocked an eyebrow. “What’s my timeframe? I probably should have asked that before now.”
“A fortnight.”
“Two weeks? You want me to find you a replacement for Nick Blackthorne in two weeks?”
He shrugged. “We’ve got the music thanks to Levi, we’ve got the lyrics care of Strings. All we’re waiting for is the right voice. A voice you’re going to deliver.”
Nat’s belly clenched. “You have a lot of faith in me, Jax. What if I can’t—”
He silenced her with a very cheeky kiss. “You can. I wouldn’t have come to you if I didn’t think you could.”
Her belly churned again, but this time her visceral reaction had nothing to do with the ridiculous timeframe he’d presented her and everything to do with his reason for being in her life once more. He’d contacted her again not for her, but for her musical contacts.
She had to remember that. She had to remember he hadn’t sought her out for her company or even for amazing, incredible sex, but for a singer. It was her who’d brought sex into the whole situation.
Unfortunately, she was beginning to fear sex with Jax was more dangerous for her damn heart than she wanted to admit. She liked it too much. And she was beginning to remember how much she liked him when they weren’t bonking.
Pulling a deep breath, she smoothed her palms over her thighs. “Thank you for the confidence,” she said, forcing her poised, detached dean’s voice into the words.
The theatre lights flickered to life, signaling the premier was finished. Around her, the invited celebrities and media representatives rose from their seats, applauding.
Turning to Jax, Nat rose to her feet as well. “I think I’ll catch a taxi home.”
He gaped up at her, confusion mingling with disappointment on his boyishly handsome face. Damn, she’d be thinking about that expression all night now. Reading shit into it she had no right contemplating.
“A taxi? What the fuck for?”
Thankfully, the man sitting on Nat’s other side, a verbose butterball who also happened to be the country’s highest-paid shock jock, saved her from answering. Leaning around Nat, he stuck out his hand to Jax. “Hello, Mr. Campbell,” he said, smiling broadly at Jax. “Dirk Flanders. Do you remember me? I interviewed you and the band here in Sydney after Nick’s farewell concert six years ago.”
Jax took the DJ’s hand and gave it a pump, his own smile toothy. “Don’t remember you at all.”
Nat hid her twitching lips with her hand. Flanders had an ego as bloated as his waistline. He also thought he was the definitive voice on Australian radio and television regarding local musicians and talent. She’d heard him ranting about the Con’s graduating students more than once on his weeknight radio show, and how so few of them played real music, and by real music he meant rock music.
Flanders’s beaming smile evaporated. He dropped his hand and flicked Nat a quick look. A look that turned into a double take as recognition dawned on his face. “Natalie Thorton? Dean of the Con?”
She nodded.
“Dean of the Con,” Jax said, smoothing his hand over the small of Nat’s back. “The place that produces more talented musicians and writers of music than that hack of a talent show you host, mate.”
And with that, he steered Nat away from Flanders.
Nat’s heart thumped hard and fast. She drove her nails into her palms, wishing to God her buoyant jubilation at Jax’s response to Flanders would go away. “So you did know who he was?” she asked, also wishing he’d remove his hand from her back.
Well, not really, but wishing she would wish he’d remove it. Damn, she was confused already and she’d only been in his company for half a day.
Jax nodded, drawing her a little closer to his side as they navigated through the celebrities mingling in the aisles. “Dirk the jerk. Absolute arsehole. During the interview six years ago he tried to humiliate Noah about his ADHD, implied Nick was already unfaithful to Lauren, asked Levi if he was scared of catching AIDS and questioned how many paternity suites I had filed against me in court.”
“Is that why you just put him in his place?”
He gave her a shocked frown. “Fuck no. I put him in his place because he keeps trashing you and the Con.”
Prickling heat swelled through Nat’s tummy. Her lips tingled. Her throat grew tight. “How do you know that?”
“Ahh, you think you know all about me since we parted ways, don’t you, Boxhead?” His grin turned to a smirk. His eyes twinkled. He waved at the Australian star of the film without stopping, his fingers now skimming the curve of Nat’s butt in a possessive caress as he continued to direct her through the massing crowd. “You think I just ambled away and soaked myself twenty-four-seven in my fame and fortune, forgetting everything in my life pre-success, don’t you?”
Nat opened her mouth. Closed it.
He chuckled, drawing his lips closer to her ear as they maneuvered around a congregation of minor reality-television celebrities. “But despite what you think you know, I never forgot about you.”
The declaration sent molten tension straight to the junction of Nat’s thighs. She caught her breath.
Jax stroke the tip of his nose up the side of her neck before capturing her earlobe with his teeth in a gentle nip. “I wanted to let him know what a jerk he is. For you.”
Nat’s feet stumbled. Because her brain stopped working for a second at Jax’s whispered statement, or because her body wanted to do nothing else but wrap itself around his body, she wasn’t sure. Whatever the reason, he caught her before she could completely tumble on her torturous six-inch stilettos. His hand on the small of her back slid down to cup her arse, his other hand curled her hip.
And then he was kissing her. Right there in the aisle, surrounded by ravenous media representatives who, if the number of smart phone and camera flashes peppering Nat’s closed eyelids was any indication, couldn’t get enough of the unexpected show.
He swiped his tongue into her mouth, squeezed her butt and hauled her hard to his hips. His erection—the one that had stayed on semi-alert for the duration of the film—pressed at the flat of her belly.
More flashes detonated around them.
Nat knew she should care. The Nat representing the country’s leading music learning institute should be mortified, given she’d inadvertently agreed to a date with the Minister for the Arts and Culture only that afternoon.
The trouble was, as always when it came to Jaxon Campbell, Nat had zero willpower.
She rolled her own hips, a low whimper letting him know she felt his arousal.
He groaned into her mouth, squeezed her arse again and then broke away from the kiss. “I’m going to strip you naked and fuck you against the window back in my hotel suite,” he murmured, gaze holding hers as he trailed his thumb across her bottom lip. “So you can forget the fucking taxi.”
Her heart slammed up into her throat. And then a flash directly behind Jax’s shoulder blinded her and all she could do was wince and blink.
“So the dean’s a naughty girl?” she heard Dirk Flanders mutter with a laugh.
“The dean is leaving,” Jax shot over her shoulder. “And no, we won’t be attending your after-premier party, Flanders. But thanks for sending the invite to my agent.”
He threaded his fingers through Nat’s, gave her a wide grin and then strode from the theatre, tucking her into the side of his body as he did so.
Bruce met them just inside the main door, expressionless, tux immaculately crease-free. “Did you enjoy the movie, Mr. Campbell?”
Jax pulled a melodramatic contemplative expression. “Needed more handy work.”
Nat almost choked, her cheeks flooding with heat.
If Bruce wondered about her reaction, he didn’t show it. Instead, he held his arm out to the side and partly turned away. “The limo is waiting, sir. Be wary. Carl Holston is here.”
Jax snorted. “Fucking Holston.”
Nat frowned. “Why do I know that name?”
“He’s a notorious paparazzo, Ms. Thorton,” Bruce supplied. “Has had an ongoing obsession with Nick Blackthorne and his band for many years.”
Jax began to walk again, his hand on Nat’s back sliding closer to her backside once more. “He took a photo of me taking a leak in the men’s loo at the Sydney Opera House one year. I think it was just after that I hired you, right, Bruce?”
“That’s correct, Mr. Campbell.”
Nat raised her eyebrows. “He took a photo of you peeing?”
“Hey, you’ve seen my dick. It’s pretty bloody impressive. Lots of people around the world want to see what it looks like.”
“This way, sir,” Bruce directed them through the crowd waiting outside the theatre, saving Nat from responding.
“Hey, Campbell! Campbell!” a man holding a state-of-the-art SLR camera shouted, hurrying toward them. “Who’s the babe? You knocked her up yet?”
Bruce stepped between the approaching man and Jax and Nat. She didn’t think it possible for the bodyguard to appear more menacing, but somehow he seemed to puff up with instant bulk and muscle in the blink of an eye.
Jax pulled her firmer to his body, raising a hand to shield their faces from the intrusive flashes firing at them from the paparazzo. “Having fun?”
She rolled her eyes. “Yeah.”
The paparazzo continued to hurl insults and taunts at Jax. Nat couldn’t deny how impressed she was at the relaxed way he ignored the annoying man.
“It gets easier.” Jax laughed, no doubt seeing her incredulous amazement on her face. “And I’ve had years to build up a resistance.”
“Here we go, sir.” Bruce’s deep rumble swung Nat’s stare from Jax’s face to the bodyguard.
They’d arrived at the limo, which waited—engine running, back door open—at the end of the pavement. Bruce stood at the door, between Jax and the still-snapping paparazzo.
She looked into the dark, luxurious interior, heart fast. If she climbed in, she’d be escaping the photographer’s insidious attention. However, she’d also be putting herself firmly at the mercy of her sexual lust for Jax, and while that wasn’t a problem, she needed to regroup and remind herself this whole agreement she had with him really was only about sex and lust. She couldn’t do that if he was fucking her senseless against the window of his hotel suite.
“Nice tits, love.” The air bleached white as the paparazzo captured another image of her and Jax. “Campbell, want to lick ’em for me?”
God, the last thing she needed was the Con’s board and Jeremy Craig to see images of her breasts being licked by a rock star, and Jax was just the kind of rock star to do such a thing. Hell, she’d seen more than one image of him doing that very thing with starlets and groupies since they’d ended their relationship.
Huh. As if this relationship had ever ended. It’s never been over. It was just on hiatus for a while.
The unnerving thought whispered through her head, just as Jax moved.
Nat let out a tiny yelp and dove into the limo.
A barrage of camera flashes bleached the interior of the limo a second before Jax climbed inside, laughing. The door slammed behind him, muffling Bruce’s, “Back off, buddy, before I break your face”.
Settling into the seat beside her, Jax cast her a wicked smirk. “You thought I was going to lick your boobs, didn’t you?”
Flustered, unsettled and unfortunately more than a little horny, Nat smoothed her hands over her thighs and shook her head. “Of course not.”
He inched closer to her, mischief dancing in his eyes. “Liar.”
Sucking in a breath, all too aware of the greedy throb in her pussy, she pulled as far away from him as the seat would allow. “Take me home, Campbell.”
Hot desire joined the amusement in his dark gaze. “Gladly. There’s fucking against the window to be done. Naked fucking.”
“My home,” she ground out, pressing her thighs together. Damn it, she was not going to let him, or her lust, be in charge. She needed to clear her head. She needed to—
“Fucking against your window, is it?” He followed her across the seat, slipping fingers beneath the split in her dress to trail up her thigh. “As you wish.”
“No fucking tonight!” she declared, flattening her palm to the centre of his face and shoving him away.
He fell back to the seat, laughing. “As if I was going to take you back to your house,” he declared, lips curled. “You’re coming back to my hotel and then we’re both coming again and again. You can’t get me all riled up like you have tonight without payoff.”
“I’ll give you payoff,” she crossed her legs, her clit a little throbbing button waiting to be pushed between her thighs. “A name in the morning. That was our deal.”
He narrowed his eyes, studying her. “A name. So you know of someone already?”
Nat swallowed, doing her best not to fidget. Thanks to Jax’s declaration about all the coming they were supposedly going to do, she’d moved beyond aroused and was now hovering somewhere between drenched-knickers impatience and hit-a-pothole-and-climax need, and given that she wasn’t wearing any knickers, it was a perilous state to be in.
Ignoring the seductive whispers in her body to surrender to her lust, she nodded. “Of course I know of someone. More than one. You don’t think I would have agreed to this deal just for the sex, do you?”
He cocked an eyebrow at her, lips twitching.
She swallowed again. That was exactly why she’d made the deal, and by the smug look on Jax’s face, he knew it.
Which meant she had to teach him a lesson. Make him pay.
Be harsh.
“Besides,” she said, turning away from him to look out the window, her heart fast. “I’ve other plans tonight.”
Heavy silence stretched between them for a beat.
“Other plans?”
The tension in Jax’s voice set off a horde of butterflies in Nat’s stomach.
Forcing an aloof expression on her face, she swung back to him. “I haven’t been sitting around all these years waiting for you to swoop back into my life, Jaxon Campbell.”
“Cancel them.”
The butterflies in her tummy whirled at his blunt demand and the open jealousy in his face.
Oh boy, this wasn’t quite what she’d had in mind. She didn’t want Jax being jealous. It just…complicated things.
“I’m not cancelling them,” she shot back. “You asked me to go to the movies, I went to the movies. Now, after you drop me home, I’m meeting someone for coffee.”
Jax’s nostrils flared. “Who?”
Nat opened her mouth. Crap, she sucked at lying.
A devious smile played with the corners of Jax’s lips. A knowing gleam flickered his eyes. “There isn’t any one, is there, Boxhead? You really have become a chick—”
Nat’s mobile phone chimed into life in her purse, the sound of William Tell’s epic Overture filling the back of the limo.
Sending a silent thank you to the gods of perfect timing, she gave Jax a wicked smirk, withdrew her phone from her clutch purse and read the name of the incoming caller on its screen.
Jeremy Craig.
Nat’s stomach dropped. And then took off with maniacal butterflies.
At her side, Jax let out a low chortle. “You think he’s seen the images of us making out in the cinema already?”
Pulse pounding, Nat swiped her thumb across the screen and lifted her mobile to her ear. “Hello, Minister. What can I do for you?”
Jax smoothed his hand up the length of her thigh, his fingers skimming beneath the split of her dress.
“I just saw images of you at the film premier at the IMAX theatre,” the Minister for the Arts and Culture said through the connection, his voice scratchy.
Nat swallowed. “What images?”
Jax trailed his fingers along the seam where her right thigh pressed over her left, heading for her pussy.
She slapped his hand, but he didn’t stop.
“You on the red carpet,” Jeremy answered. “With that rock and roll keyboard player.”
Her heart skipped a rapid beat. Her pulse hammered at her throat. “And?”
Jeremy cleared his throat. “And I just wanted to tell you how stunning and beautiful you looked.”
Jax dipped his fingers beneath the silken fabric of her dress until they touched the curve of her sex.
“Thank you,” she answered into her phone’s microphone, mouth dry, eyes closed.
“You’re welcome,” Jax murmured against her bare shoulder.
“You’re welcome,” Jeremy answered in her ear. “How do you know Jaxon Campbell? That’s his name, isn’t it?”
“Professional contact,” Nat replied, a second before Jax skimmed his fingers over the tight point of her nipple straining against her dress.
She hissed in a breath, ground her teeth and gripped her phone harder, refusing to acknowledge Jax’s touch.
He nuzzled her neck with a low, throaty chuckle.
“I see.” Uncertainty wavered in Jeremy’s voice. “Are you with him now?”
“He’s just—”
Jax nipped at her earlobe.
“He’s just dropping me at home,” she gasped, pressing at his broad, hard chest.
He didn’t move.
“That’s good,” Jeremy answered, relief turning the words to a gushing laugh.
Parting the split in Nat’s dress, Jax lowered his head to the newly exposed curve of her sex and traced his tongue over her flesh.
A wave of hot sensations lashed through her core. Her breath seized in her throat.
“Hang up,” Jax murmured against Nat’s pussy, dancing his fingers up and down the length of her thigh.
“I was hoping,” the minister went on, “I could—”
“Hang up,” Jax repeated, lifting his head just enough to make room for his fingers. Fingers that wriggled between her pressed thighs, seeking her wet slit.
“—persuade you—”
Jax grinned up at her and stroked a finger over her folds. “Hang up,” he whispered. “Now.”
“—to meet me for—”
“Coffee,” Nat burst out, even as her hips bucked upward to meet Jax’s determined penetration. “Yes, I was just telling Mr. Campbell I was meeting you for coffee tonight, Minister.”
Silence greeted her outburst.
From both Jax and Jeremy.
“Is eleven too late?” she asked, pulse so wild, stomach so tight she wondered how she was conscious. “At the Grinding Halt?”
Straightening on his seat beside her, expression unreadable, Jax studied her.
Licking her dry lips, she adjusted her dress until its fabric covered her sex once more and raised the end of her phone closer to her lips. Oh Christ, what the fuck had she—
“Eleven is perfect,” the Minister for the Arts and Culture replied, elation turning the words to a crow. “Would you like me to send a car to collect you?”
Fixing Jax with a level gaze, she shook her head. “I’m fine, thank you, Minister. I’ve had enough of being in limousines for this evening.”
Jax’s nostrils flared.
“Ah, the life of a celebrity not for you, Natalie?” Jeremy’s good-natured laugh scraped at Nat’s sanity. Or maybe it was the way Jax watched her, eyes unreadable, jaw bunched.
“I can take or leave celebrities and their needy ways, Minister,” she answered, holding Jax’s stare. “See you soon.”



Chapter Seven
Jerking off in the shower wasn’t the same as burying himself in Nat’s sweet, tight, pussy, but that’s what Jax did back in his hotel suite.
And try as hard as he might, he couldn’t stop thinking of Nat while he did it. Which was unexpected.
Jax never let his mind linger on a particular woman when masturbating. Whenever he took matters into his own hand—ha! Get it? Own hand? Ah, you’re a bloody comedian, Campbell—he tuned his mind into the physical sensation of the moment, not the visual. He let his body be aware of his breathing, his heartbeat, let his head focus on the licks of pleasure stroking his every nerve ending. He never conjured a sexual partner in his mind to help the proceedings. The sensation was all he required.
Yet for the three hours after he’d deposited Nat at her home, every time his hand moved to his cock—and it did, often—it was Nat he thought of.
She’d refused to kiss him goodnight or invite him to coffee with her and the Minister of Colour By Numbers. He’d tried to persuade her, had tried to charm her, tease her and seduce her. She’d resisted. Damn it.
When they’d pulled to a halt outside her home, he was close to bloody desperate.
When she’d opened the back limo door, he’d wanted to grab her and beg her not to leave him. He’d never been so…so…flustered by a woman before. Ever.
When she’d leant back into the limo, exquisite cleavage on delicious display, her eyes twinkling with a light he knew was one hundred percent arousal, his cock had almost burst free of his trousers.
And then she’d said, “Enjoy the view from your window tonight, Jax,” before closing the door, leaving him in a wholly messed-up and utterly wonderful state of painful, denied lust.
He’d sat silent in the limo for the trip back to the hotel, pondering the situation. He’d arrived at the Park Hyatt, still fucking horny, gone directly to his suite and crossed to the window.
The window. Yeah, he’d spent the first thirty minutes after arriving back in his suite with his forehead pressed to that window, Sydney Harbour and all its picturesque beauty beyond, picturing Nat stripping the sinfully sexy dress from her lush body. Pictured her making her way from her bedroom to her bathroom in nothing but her stilettos. Pictured her hair cascading down her bare back to caress the curve of her incredible arse.
Pictured her climbing onto her bed on hands and knees, presenting her exquisite arse and pussy to him as she crawled up the length of the mattress. Pictured her looking at him over her shoulder, her lips curled in a come-fuck-me smile.
Thirty minutes lost in the enticing images of Nat seducing him with nothing but her molten sexuality. Thirty minutes craving her, aching for her.
Thirty minutes of self-torture before he’d finally caved and fucked his own hand, Nat—only Nat—in his head.
He’d collapsed onto the bed and fallen into a fitful, broken sleep after that. Every time he woke, he’d reached for her, only to bite back a curse upon discovering she wasn’t there. That messed with his head. Mainly because it made him realize he’d never reached for any of his previous sexual partners on waking. Only Nat. When they’d been living together, he’d loved curling her into his body, rubbing his hard-on to her butt and nuzzling the back of her neck on that sensitive spot that made her giggle and wriggle.
Three hours of dreaming of Nat, waking to hold her, shattered when she wasn’t there and jerking off to the thought of her. Three hours. He’d jerked off more times during those three hours than he had as a horny teenager. His dick was damn sore. His balls felt bruised and swollen.
Which was basically why he was where he was now—on a busy inner-city Sydney footpath leaning against a light pole. He had to save his poor scrotum somehow.
Adjusting the dark sunglasses on his face and the baseball cap on his head, he watched Nat and the Minister for Dot-to-Dot exit the Grinding Halt.
Bruce stood a few feet away, leaning against the side of someone’s car, scowling at no one in particular. He hadn’t uttered a word of complaint when Jax had banged on his hotel room door and told him they were going out. Hadn’t even asked where out was.
Instead, he’d dressed, pulled the baseball cap and sunglasses Jax currently wore from a bag and called a cab.
Efficient as always.
On the opposite side of the busy road, Jeremy I’m-too-hipster-for-my-glasses Craig let out a look-at-me laugh and slid his hand over the small of Nat’s back.
Jax ground his teeth. A bolt tightened in his gut. He pushed himself from the light pole, straining to see what Nat did at the overly familiar touch.
Most likely hit the bastard.
A string of cars sped along the street between them, blocking Jax’s view for a maddening moment.
He bit back a curse, his heart thumping.
When the never-bloody-ending flow of highly inconsiderate cars had passed, Nat and Minister Touchy-Gropey were nowhere to be seen.
Jax drove his nails into his palms. His breath stuck in his throat. Fuck.
Fuck, fuck, fu—
“Ah, there they are,” he muttered, spying them three shop fronts along the footpath.
Craig’s hand was no longer on Nat’s back, but nor was he holding a bloody nose. The bolt in Jax’s gut tightened. Hmmm.
Shooting Bruce a look over his shoulder, he gave his head a quick jerk. A silent command to follow.
Bruce straightened from the car and, expression neutral, strode over to Jax just as Jax started walking in the same direction as Nat and the way-too-handsy federal minister.
Keeping pace with them on the other side of the road, Jax narrowed his eyes. Nat looked hot. She’d replaced the dress with a pair of black leather pants and a loose emerald-green shirt thingy that hung off one shoulder completely, exposing the creamy curve of her flesh with such teasing perfection his cock throbbed every time he looked at it. He wanted to press his lips to that curve. He wanted to nip that flesh with his teeth and make her moan. Right there on the street. With their fellow night owls and café-hoppers as witnesses.
She wore knee-high black boots with heels tall enough to bring her eyes level with Craig’s.
In a nod to the cool winter night, a silken burgundy scarf wrapped her neck, brushing over the swells of her breasts.
Jax knew exactly what he wanted to do with that scarf. Bind her wrists together before pressing her to the window of the closest shop or café or bookstore and making love to her mouth with his.
His cock throbbed again. More insistent. His balls, still aching from his masturbation marathon, joined in.
Another stream of cars cut his view of Nat and Craig.
“Fuck!”
Around him, several pedestrians scowled.
He shot them a grin. “Sorry.”
One of them, a short guy wearing a pale-pink suit, squinted at him. “Hey, has any one ever told you you look exactly like the guy that played keyboard for Nick Blackthorne?”
“Jaxon Campbell?” Jax said, watching the bumper-to-bumper cars dissect the space between his side of the street and Nat’s.
“That’s it.”
A flash of green taunted Jax from the other side of the street. “I get that a lot,” he said, peering at the spot. Gone. Damn it. “I’m better looking though.”
The guy laughed. “And taller.”
Bruce drew level with Jax, a towering, intimidating, silent presence.
The flow of traffic on the street cleared.
Jax searched for Nat.
There.
Hot irritation licked at his nerves. Fucking Craig had his hand on the small of her back again. And he was leaning toward her, lips close to her ear.
Jax drove his nails into his palms. It was time to end this inappropriate behavior.
Stare fixed on Nat and the offending hand on her back, Jax stepped off the footpath and let out a shout as Bruce yanked him back onto the footpath just as a car sped through the very space he’d inhabited.
“Are you okay, sir?” Bruce asked, releasing Jax’s upper arm.
“Shit, what the hell were you thinking?” the guy in the pink suit asked, incredulous shock in his voice.
Heart fast, anger warring with distress, Jax rubbed at his biceps and searched the other side of the street for Nat.
He couldn’t see her.
Where the hell is she?
A thick lump filled his throat. His heart pounded faster. Harder. He scanned the footpath, unable to find her.
Frustration spiked. Where was she?
A glimpse of green caught his eye, but with how dark the lenses of his sunglasses were, he couldn’t be sure…
Was it Nat? Holy crap, was that Nat? And if so, what was she doing squeezing the Minister of Paint-By-Numbers’s arse?
“Fuck this,” he muttered, every muscle in his body tense. Reaching for his sunglasses, he pulled them from his face. He needed to see if the woman in green mauling the guy on the other side of the road was Nat and he couldn’t do that wearing dark fucking sun—
“Shit, you are Jaxon Campbell!”
The second the guy in the pink suit squealed out Jax’s name, Jax realized he’d made a mistake.
Australians loved their homegrown celebrities and famous musicians. He may only be a keyboard player, but he’d been the keyboard player for Nick Blackthorne, the biggest rock star the world knew. He’d also hit the New York Times bestseller list with his autobiography and had come close to stealing the limelight at a red-carpet movie premier only a few hours ago. Which meant when the guy in the pink suit shouted his name, everyone around them instantly snapped their attention to Jax and let out a collective gasp when they realized they had one of their homespun celebrities in their midst.
People surged toward him. Bruce let out a menacing growl and positioned himself between Jax and the guy in pink. Smartphone flashes peppered the night. His name danced on air.
“Get back,” Bruce’s snarl rose above the noise.
More flashes fired.
To Jax’s left, someone called out Nick’s name, obviously wondering if he was there as well.
Bruce grabbed Jax’s arm, doing that impressive thing he did where he somehow appeared bigger. “Keep walking, sir.”
Jax didn’t argue. Not because of the rising madness around him, but because he’d finally got a good look at the woman in the green shirt on the other side of the street feeling up the guy with her. The woman that wasn’t Nat.
The woman who was Nat walked the footpath a few feet in front of the woman not Nat. And her hand was nowhere near Jeremy Craig’s butt. Thank fucking—
Someone grabbed him.
Wild hands grabbed at his wrist, yanking him forward, pulling him downwards. Wild hands that quickly snared the back of his head as wet lips locked on his.
A cheer split the night. A tongue lashed at his lips. Hands tore at the front of his shirt.
Bruce let out a roar a second before the lips and hands were torn from Jax’s mouth and body. Fresh squeals filled the air. Jax staggered backwards, blinking—shocked and befuddled—at the excited woman doing her best to climb over Bruce, her frenzied stare fixed on Jax as she told him over and over again she was his biggest fan. Biggest.
He swiped his hand at his mouth, the taste of cigarettes and Juicy Fruit tainting his lips and tongue.
In front of him, Bruce struggled with the fan. Around him, people snapped shot after shot with their smartphones.
He dragged his hand over his mouth again, a distant part of his mind aware his shirt was torn. Holy fuck, how had this happened?
How had this happened? And was Nat seeing it?
Jesus, please tell me she’s not seeing this. Please, don’t let her find out I was here. Please don’t—
A warm hand wrapped his wrist and, before he could register what was going on, he was being pulled through the crowd.
Pulled away from Bruce and the maniacal, gibbering fan.
Stumbling over his own feet, he swung his stare to his savior-slash-possible abductor currently dragging him through the ruckus.
He stumbled again.
Nat tossed him a harried glare over her shoulder, her grip on his wrist tightening. “You’re going to explain why you were here later, Campbell.”
Heart pounding, warm joy flooding his chest, he grinned. “What? You think I was stalking you?”
She rolled her eyes and quickened her pace, shoving people aside with a determination that would have impressed Bruce as she continued along the footpath.
He let her pull him along, enjoying her hand wrapped around his wrist, loving the way her hips swayed as she elbowed pedestrians out of her way.
Surprisingly, no one argued with her. Jax decided it was the absolute authority she oozed—the same authority he’d witnessed back in her office at the Con. It was as sexy as hell. And intriguing. And appealing.
And wonderful. Damn wonderful.
She was wonderful. Not just sexy, but wonderful. Someone to cuddle in bed, to wake to every morning, to be proud of as she presented students their graduating degrees at the Con. Someone to adore.
A ribbon of unrest unfurled in his gut and he sucked in a breath. Adore? Proud?
Cuddle?
No, that wasn’t the relationship he had with Nat. They fucked each other silly. They enjoyed each other’s bodies. They reveled in each other’s flesh. That was it. Nothing so cloying and clichéd as adoration, pride and…and…hugging.
Jesus. What the—
A woman on his right thrust a bra at him, begging him to sign it.
Behind them, way behind them, Bruce let out a shout. Jax couldn’t make out the words but they didn’t sound happy. Bruce hated maniacal, frenzied fans. With a passion.
Without slowing her pace, Nat pivoted on her heel, snatched the red satin item of underwear from the beseeching woman and threw it into the crowd. “Go. Away.”
Jax forced out a chuckle before giving the now bra-less woman a chagrinned smile. “She’s a tad jealous.”
“She’s a tad pissed,” Nat snarled. “And inclined to leave you here if you don’t hurry the hell up.”
He winked at the swooning fan, gave those around her a friendly nod and then caught up with Nat with a comical leap when she yanked on his wrist again. “As if you’d leave me here,” he murmured in her ear, shielding his face from the curious and excited crowd massing on the footpath. “If you didn’t want to be with me, you wouldn’t have ditched the Minister of Draw Something.”
Nat didn’t answer. Her grip around his wrist however, constricted to a painful vise.
He laughed. “Did I touch a nerve?”
Once again, she didn’t answer. What she did do was extend her hand toward a shiny black convertible Mini parked a few feet away and press a button on a set of keys.
The Mini’s blinkers flashed once, a chirpy little beep sounded and she gave him a pointed expression. “Get in.”
“Yes ma’am.” He ran around the Mini’s nose to the driver’s side, yanked open the door, dropped into the seat and smirked up at Nat.
She glared at him.
Around them, smartphones and cameras continued to flash. The footpath swelled with curious and excited passerbys. Jax’s name rose above the noise on a chorus of voices.
Jax gave Nat an innocent, wide-eyed gaze. “Coming, Boxhead?”
Down the street, Bruce bellowed something that sounded like, “Get ’im outta here.”
At the front end of the Mini, Nat scowled.
“Now!” Bruce’s shout tore at the ecstatic onlookers.
Nat startled, blinked, glowered at Jax some more and then, with a highly audible sigh, hurried to the passenger side, pulled open the door and slid into the seat.
Elated delight flowed through Jax. He held out his hand, palm up. “Keys?”
With another sigh, this one far more sarcastic than the previous, she leant forward and pressed a button on the dash.
The Mini kicked into life. Jax laughed, put the car in drive and, with a wave at the people gawking and snapping photos of him on the sidewalk, pulled out into the street. “That was fun.”
They were through the first intersection before Nat replied. “Why were you there?”
He squeezed the wheel, shot into a space in the next lane and wriggled deeper into the driver’s seat. “I was out getting coffee.”
“At the exact café I was having coffee?”
He nodded. “Speaking of which, where is the Minister? Did you realize you were with the wrong guy when you saw me?”
An ambiguous expression pulled at Nat’s lips. “The wrong guy…” Closing her eyes, she traced her eyebrows with her thumb and index finger before sighing for the third time. “I told Jeremy I had to go save you because you’re a patron of the Con.”
“Oh, it’s Jeremy now? This afternoon in your office it was just Minister. And by the way, I saw him put his hand on your butt.”
“He did not put his hand on my butt. And what business of yours is it if he did?”
The tight knot of tension Jax didn’t want to analyse or acknowledge twisted tighter in chest. Tossing Nat a smirk, he turned a corner. “Until you deliver on the Nick Blackthorne replacement, your body is very much my business.”
Nat burst out laughing, a sardonic sound that scraped at Jax’s nerves. “Is it now? I don’t remember that being part of the deal. All I remember is I give you potential singers, you give me orgasms. There was nothing about the rights to my body. What I do with my body, and who I do it with, isn’t really any of your concern.”
Once again, the disconcerting knot in Jax’s chest twisted. “So Jeremy I’m-too-hip-for-my-suits Craig is part of your sexual world?”
He flicked Nat a look just in time to see her pull a face.
“Ha!” He grinned, squeezing the wheel with relish. “Of course he isn’t. There’s no way the Nat I know would be banging someone like Craig.”
“Who says I’m still the Nat you know, Jaxon? It has been twenty-one years since we parted company. I’m the Dean of the Sydney Conservatorium of Music. You don’t think that requires someone with a certain level of decorum and restraint? Perhaps I like dating men who don’t believe in fucking on park benches, or using food items as sexual aides. Perhaps men like Jeremy—who I might add was voted as this country’s sexiest politician by Cosmopolitan Magazine—might be exactly what floats my boat these days. Perhaps men like Jeremy who—”
“Like Celine Dion,” Jax cut in, lips twitching even as his gut churned.
“Who want to have a conversation before sex is the ideal banging partner.”
Jax snorted. “Trust me, Boxhead, the only thing Craig is thinking about while having a conversation with you is sex.”
A heartbeat of silence followed his proclamation. A proclamation the unsettled prickling heat crawling over his scalp suggested hadn’t sounded quite the way it was meant to.
“So what you’re saying,” Nat said, her tone ambiguous, “is that I’m not good for anything but fucking?”
Jax winced. “No. What I’m saying is you’re so fucking hot and sexy and incredible and gorgeous a guy wouldn’t be able to think about anything but losing himself in your body, about making love to you while he had the chance before the world discovered it had messed up the natural status quo by giving someone as unworthy as him any hope of being with you and righted the situation.”
Another beat of silence stretched between them. Long enough for Jax to shoot Nat a quick look.
Their eyes met. Confusion swam in hers. Confusion and something else. Something Jax couldn’t decipher.
“Damn you, Campbell,” she muttered, turning her head forward. “Why do I get suckered in by your shit?”
Warm pressure wrapped Jax’s chest. His body thrummed. He opened his mouth to tell her every word he’d just said was the truth. To tell her, years too late, he was sorry for hurting her. Sorry for not letting her know how special she was when they’d been together, when he’d had the chance.
To tell her he wished he could go back in time, to the moment she told him it was over, to the moment he walked away with nothing more than a shrug and her cherished AC/DC album.
His phone rang, the sombre sounds of “The Funeral March” telling him it was Bruce.
Flicking Nat a sideways glance, he thrust his hips up a little. “That’s my phone. Can you get it out of my front pocket please?”
“Are you serious?”
He flapped his elbows up and down a few times. “I can’t take my hands off the wheel. It’s a safety thing.”
“Bullshit.”
He threw her a grin. “Serious. C’mon, it’s just in my pocket.” He shoved his hips a little higher. In his pocket, his phone continued to ring.
Letting out a ragged sigh, Nat leant over the Mini’s centre console and slipped her fingers into his left hip pocket.
“Deeper,” he instructed, twisting his hips toward her a fraction.
She pushed her hand farther into his pocket. Her fingers stroked over his cock and balls through the thin cotton of his jean’s pocket as she searched for his phone, each inadvertent touch sending hot licks of childish pleasure through Jax.
“Where the hell is it?” she muttered, her fingers bumping and nudging his very receptive groin.
Removing his right hand from the wheel, he shoved it into his right pocket and withdrew his phone. He flashed her a wide grin. “Sorry. Wrong pocket.”
Nat rolled her eyes, settled back into her seat with a huff and shook her head. “You’re perverted.”
With a wink, he slid his thumb over the screen of his phone and pressed it to his ear. “Bruce.”
“Are you safe, sir?”
Jax flicked Nat a look. “Am I safe?”
“Barely. I may just kill you.”
“Nat tells me she’s going to kill me,” Jax told his bodyguard.
“I know a good supplier of second-hand coffins. No questions asked.”
The unexpected and completely uncharacteristic quip took Jax by surprise. “Holy fuck, Bruce. Did you just make a joke?”
“No, sir. I didn’t. Now do you want me to come get you?”
Warm nerves flowed through Jax. He cast Nat another quick look. “No. We’re good. Take the rest of the night off, Bruce. Again.”
His bodyguard let out a rare laugh and ended the connection.
“Where are we going, Jax?”
Forcing his stare to stay on the road—he was driving after all—Jax smiled. She hadn’t told him to take her home. She hadn’t told him to pull over and let her drive. She hadn’t told him to pull over and get out. Instead, she’d joined them together in her question. There were no words to describe how much that pleased him. “I don’t know,” he said, an unfamiliar tension claiming him. “Where do you want to go? Feel like more coffee somewhere? Want to catch the ferry to Manly and share an ice cream on the esplanade? Or I reckon I could get us into the zoo. It would only take a phone call. They do this awesome thing where you get to sleep under the stars on—”
“Take me back to your hotel suite, Jax.” Nat’s low instruction silenced his suggestions, suggestions—he was surprised to discover—that had nothing to do with sex and were far more enticing than he imagined possible.
Confusion gnawing at the edges of his normally sex-obsessed sanity, he frowned. “My hotel suite?”
“There’s a window to be fucked against,” she replied, her voice low. Husky.
For the first time in Jax’s life, the idea of making love to Nat seemed…wrong. Because at that point in time, all he really wanted to do was—God help him—have a conversation with her.
A conversation.
What the fuck was going on with him?



Chapter Eight
You’re a masochist.
Nat unclipped her seatbelt before the Park Hyatt’s valet could open her door. Her heart pounded. So did her pulse. Her pussy throbbed. Her nipples ached. Ached, for Pete’s sake.
A masochist. Or an idiot. Or both.
Pulling a slow breath, she risked a glance at Jax. He was already out of the Mini, waving at the paparazzi lurking on the other side of the street, no doubt taunting them.
The Sydney Park Hyatt had a zero-tolerance policy toward paparazzi and uninvited members of the media. Nat knew this due to the number of distinguished special guests she’d arranged to speak or perform at the Con over the years. It made for happier celebrities and disgruntled media. It also made booking special guests easier.
“Campbell!” one of the paparazzi’s number shouted from the gutter, camera raised. “Oi, Campbell. Who’s the chick?”
Jax capped his hand behind his ear and made a show of puzzled confusion. “What?” he shouted. “I can’t hear you?”
Not waiting for the inevitable reaction from across the street, he turned and grinned at Nat. “Want me to tell them?”
Rolling her eyes, she climbed out of the car, dug her keys from her clutch purse and handed them to the hovering valet. “No.”
With a laugh, he ambled over to her and smoothed his hands around her waist. “Let’s at least give them a show. Or would the Minister for Etch-A-Sketching get—” he yanked her hips to his, “—jealous?”
On the other side of the street, the lurking paparazzi let out a cheer. Camera flashes detonated like a firework eruption.
Nat’s pussy contracted, the thought of being watched not only by the photographers but the subsequent viewers of the images they took sending a wickedly excited thrill through her. Her nipples pinched, already anticipating Jax’s touch. The old her—the pre-dean Nat—wanted nothing more than to grab Jax’s arse and fuck his mouth with her tongue right there. She grew wet just thinking about it. Wet and horny and impatient and—
Breath hitching in her throat, she separated herself from his cinching embrace and turned her back on the paparazzi.
The old Nat was allowed out to play tonight, just this once, but not here on the street for the world to watch. The Nat she was now couldn’t risk her job for a cheap thrill like that. “Take me up to your suite, Campbell,” she rasped, cheeks hot.
Dark eyes regarded her, an ambiguous expression crossing his face once again. Like he wanted something, or was thinking something that irked him.
Nat’s heart thumped fast. She didn’t want to consider what that something might be. It was foolish and naïve and would only lead to tears. She didn’t cry over Jax. She hadn’t before when they’d ended their relationship and she sure as hell wasn’t going to this time. Arching an eyebrow, she gave him a mocking smirk. “The window? Sex?”
With a melodramatic shake, Jax smirked. “Window. Sex. Gotcha. Let’s go.”
He snared her hand, tossed the valet something that looked like a crumpled one-hundred-dollar note, and then, with a jaunty wave at the paparazzi capturing their every moment, dragged her into the Hyatt.
He didn’t say a word to her as they crossed the opulent foyer. He called out a hello to the concierge, following the greeting with a casual, “Two bottles of Moet, a bucket of ice, a can of aerosol whipped cream and some chocolates, Renee. To my suite. Wait at least forty, forty-five minutes though.”
Prickling heat flooded Nat’s cheeks at his very loud order. Thick, impatient heat did the same in her pussy. Aerosol whipped cream. Oh man, they used to have some fun with aerosol whipped cream back in the day.
As if sensing her thoughts, he tossed her a grin over his shoulder. “Remember that time you turned my cock into the abominable snowman with whipped cream?”
Nat’s pussy throbbed and flooded with fresh, wet heat. She did, indeed, remember that time.
With a chuckle, Jax stopped at the lift doors and jabbed the top button. He turned to her and, eyes glinting wicked promise, snaked his hands around her hips and yanked her to his body.
He was hard. Hard and thick and very erect. His jeans did nothing to contain the impressive presence of his arousal rammed to her belly.
Nat’s heart beat faster. Her pulse thumped in her neck. Her sex constricted. “This is not the window, Jax,” she pointed out, her voice a raspy whisper.
“I can’t wait for the window,” he murmured, lowering his head to hers. “And neither can you. Admit it.”
She flicked a sideways glance at the Hyatt’s staff and guests doing their best to appear like they weren’t taking in every second.
“People are watching.”
That same ambiguity fell over his face again. “We could always go for coffee instead. Or catch the ferry to the zoo.”
Tight confusion twisted in Nat’s belly. An unexpected, unnerving desire to go to the zoo with Jax played with her sanity. As did a mental image of them strolling through the fairy-lit tourist attraction’s pathways hand in hand.
Fuck, what was wrong with her?
“The window, Campbell,” she said, pressing her palms to his chest. “Now. Before I call Jeremy and tell him to meet me at my—”
The lift door dinged open, saving her from uttering the ridiculous threat.
Nostrils flaring, gaze holding her prisoner, Jax pulled her into the lift and slammed her to the wall, grinding his erection to the curve of her sex before the doors started sliding shut.
A camera flash fired in the foyer just as the lift closed.
“You know that’s going to be all over the internet within the next minute, don’t you?” he whispered, snaring her other hand and pinning her arms to the wall above her hand. He rolled his hips, stroking his trapped erection up and down her mons with languid intent. “What’s Jeremy going to say when he sees those images? Can’t really say you were just doing your job as dean, can you?”
Nat swallowed the sudden lump in her throat. “Jealous?”
His lips drew closer to hers. His hips ground harder to hers. His grip on her hands tightened. “Fucking oath.”
“Why?” The question fell from her dry lips on a breath.
“Because…” He stopped. Stared into her eyes. Coiled tension claimed his body. Nat could feel it and it scared her. Because it meant Jax was heading in a direction she couldn’t let him go. They’d done their thing once before. They’d played around with falling in love and it hadn’t ended well. She’d given him her heart and he’d walked out of her life with it and her AC/DC record.
They were only ever meant to be sexual partners. That was it.
Even if she wanted him to be so much—
She captured his lips with hers before the unnerving thought could finish forming in her mind. She wiped her tongue into his mouth, swirled it over his.
She had to bring the night back on course. Wild sex against a window. That was all. Nothing else.
Never anything else.
With a strained moan, Jax returned her kiss.
He slid her arms higher up the wall as he plundered her mouth with his tongue. He nipped at her bottom lip, sucked on the tiny bruise and nipped again. She whimpered, giving herself over to the base physical pleasure of the moment.
Lifting her right leg, she wrapped it around his hip, aligning her sex to the rigid pole of his trapped erection. The steely girth rubbed against her folds and clit and she whimpered again, deepening the kiss.
Jax groaned, raked his hands down her arms and captured her breasts. He pinched her nipples through the fabric of her shirt and bra. Liquid need flowed through her, pooling in her sex. She bucked her hips forward, grinding herself harder to his cock.
God, she wanted that cock inside her. Right now. Confusion and conflicting emotions and possibly tears be damned. She wanted Jax to make love to her.
Tangling her fingers in his hair, she broke their kiss. “I don’t think I can wait until we get to your suite, Jax.”
Jax studied her, jaw bunching. Around them, calm muzak piped into the lift, a surreal soundtrack to their wild passion. “Natalie…” he said, voice strained. Hesitant. “I—”
The lift doors slid open.
She didn’t let him finish. She couldn’t. Not when she feared what he was going to say. Grabbing his wrist, she pulled him from the lift and strode to the ornate door of his suite on the top floor.
Leaning against the wall, she watched him pull a keycard from his back pocket. Dark eyes moved to her face, that unfamiliar uncertainty back in their depths.
Nat raised her hand to her bra strap exposed by her shirt and slowly inched it over her shoulder.
His nostrils flared.
It was dirty play. She knew he wanted to talk to her. She couldn’t let him. She had to distract him. This had to be just sex.
Letting her eyes partly close, she slipped her scarf from her neck, let it drop to the floor and trailed her fingers down the swell of her breast to linger at her nipple.
Jax’s Adam’s apple jerked up and down his throat. “That’s cheating.”
For an answer, she traced a slow circle around her nipple—now poking in a puckered point against her clothing—before lowering her hand to the waistband of her leather pants.
Jax swallowed again, pulled a deep breath and plunged his keycard into the door’s lock.
The faint whir of the electric locking mechanism releasing filled the silence.
With a lopsided smile and a throaty chuckle, Nat pivoted on her heel, flattened her palm to the door and swung it open.
She crossed the threshold, heart racing, mouth dry, pussy throbbing.
She didn’t wait to hear the door close behind her before hooking her fingers under the hem of her shirt and stripping it up over her head.
Nor did she turn around to see if Jax was following her as, walking toward the floor-to-ceiling window on the far side of the room, she let the silky garment slip from her fingers.
Giving her head a little shake, she encouraged her hair to tumble down her back in a cascade of black waves that brushed the curve of her butt in a move she knew drove Jax crazy.
The ensuing swift intake of breath told her she’d hit the mark.
Stopping at the window, she turned to face him, popping the button and lowering the zip of her pants as she did so to reveal the flat plane of her lower abdomen and the tattoo inked there.
She arched an eyebrow at him. “Well?”
Once again, Jax’s nostril flared. “When did you get the tat?”
She shrugged. She’d gotten it the morning of the day he’d left with her AC/DC album, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. Nor was she going to tell him the reason for the five music notes. That reason no longer existed. “A while ago,” she said instead, striving for enigmatic seduction.
Returning his stare to her face, with a hungry linger on her lace-cupped breasts, Jax began walking toward her once more. “I like it.”
She let out a husky, mocking chuckle. “I’m so glad.”
Stopping but an inch in front of her, he pressed his palms to the window either side of her head. “You do realize you’re playing with fire.”
She affected a puzzled pout, arching her spine enough to brush the curve of her sex against his groin. “What do you mean?”
He drew his head closer to hers, his breath a tickling caress on her lips. “Oh you know exactly what I mean, Boxhead.”
“Don’t call me Boxhead,” she whispered.
“Boxhead, Boxhead, Boxhead,” he murmured, a second before crushing her lips with his.
He ravished her mouth with his tongue. Bit her lip, tortured it with sucking pressure and plundered back into her mouth again, all without removing his hands from the window.
A rush of concentrated lust flowed through Nat, turning the blood in her veins to molten need. She smoothed her hands over his chest, down to his belt buckle.
He chuckled into her mouth and, without warning, broke the kiss and spun her around.
She steadied herself against the window, staring at the view of Sydney Harbour beyond the glass without seeing it. Behind her, his body melding to hers, Jax reached up and cupped her breasts.
She let out a hitching sigh and wriggled her butt to his swollen groin.
In response, he squeezed her breasts and nipped at her flesh, on the sensitive spot where her neck became her shoulder.
“Hmm…” she hummed. “I like that.”
He chuckled again, inching one hand down the flat plane of her belly to the parted opening of her pants. “I know. You also like this.” He slipped his fingers between her pants and the curve of her sex and parted her folds. “I can tell because you are already so wet.”
She shifted her feet, spreading her legs wider. Aching for him to penetrate her.
But he didn’t. Instead, he withdrew his hand and smoothed it over her right butt cheek before giving her arse a tiny slap.
She bit back a wanton gasp, watching him in the reflection of the glass.
“Don’t move,” he ordered, walking backward, his gaze holding hers.
Pussy throbbing, heart pounding, she obeyed his instruction.
And let out a ragged moan when he pulled his shirt up over his head and tossed it aside.
Her nipples pinched into twin peaks of impatient want. Her pussy lips prickled with flooding heat.
She stared at him, watched him devoid himself of clothes, hungry for what she saw. Hell, she’d been fooling herself all these years whenever she’d slept with lean, sinewy men. She’d convinced herself that was the type she liked, but really it wasn’t a type she craved, it was just Jax. It had always been Jax. The bastard.
Meeting her gaze in the glass, his lips curled into a lazy grin. “You haven’t commented on my tat yet,” he said, holding out his arms.
She frowned. “Which tat? You’ve got quite a few.”
He did. Ones new to his body since their days together.
“This one,” he said, turning sideways to point at the small tattoo inked above his right butt cheek.
Nat’s heart slammed into her throat. Her lips tingled. Her head roared. There, permanently marked on Jax’s smooth flesh, was the most absurd image she’d ever seen. And one that shattered her sense of reality. A naked woman sat perched on Jax’s butt, her knees bent, her fingers threaded around them, her breasts full, her body lush…a body Nat saw every morning in the mirror in her bathroom. And atop of this woman’s familiar body was a box. A cardboard box. The woman had a cardboard box where her head should be.
A box for a head.
Boxhead.
“Like it?”
She jerked her stare up to his face in the window’s reflection. What did she say? What did she feel?
He grinned. “I take it that’s a—”
She spun to face him and shoved him. Hard. “How dare you?”
He stumbled back a step, laughing. “Hey! I didn’t mean to—”
“Why did you do that?” Christ, she felt sick. Sick and messed up and confused and so fucking touched and horny and…and… “When did you do that?”
His cock showing no signs of growing limp, Jax gave her a wide grin. “You tell me when you got yours done and I’ll tell you when I got mine.”
“Screw you,” she snapped, turning away from him. “God, what was I thinking coming up here? Dreaming up this stupid challenge? I’m not a sex-crazy twenty-year-old anymore. I’m stupid. This is stupid. The whole thing is such a stupid i—”
Jax grabbed her upper arms, spun her to face him and silenced her tirade with a kiss.
Not a wild kiss. Not a cheeky kiss. Not a savagely hungry kiss. But a slow, lingering, deeply tender kiss that turned Nat’s knees to jelly, ignited a thousand fires in her very core and stole her very breath.
“You have never ever been stupid, Natalie,” he murmured against her lips an exquisite moment later, his warm body pressed to hers, his nose brushing the tip of hers. “And you never will be. Now shut up and stop fighting what’s happening, will you?”
Every nerve ending thrumming, her heart a cannon in her ears, Nat let out a ragged breath. “What is happening, Jax?”
“This,” he answered on a whisper, before kissing her again.
It wasn’t an answer. Not really. Nat knew there was more to the word this than she wanted to acknowledge. But she had no strength left to fight the searing need for Jax consuming her.
She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and kissed him back, reveling in the velvet kiss of his naked flesh against her bare belly and arms. He walked her backward, his tongue making love to her mouth as they went, his hands roaming her body. When the cool glass of the window pressed her shoulder blades, she let out a tiny whimper, and the sound of willful surrender was captured by Jax’s passionate kiss.
Without releasing her lips, he stripped her of her bra, replacing the lace on her flesh with his palms and fingers. She moaned into his mouth, thrusting her hips to his as she tangled her fingers in his hair. He kneaded her breasts, tweaked her nipples, pinched them, rolled them, all the while grinding his erection against her belly.
Head spinning, blood hot, she tugged his head away, offering her throat to his lips even as she directed him lower.
He dragged his lips down the column of her neck, across her collarbones, down to her right nipple. Drawing the tight peak into his mouth, he sucked hard. Shards of bliss shot through her, sinking into her sex. She gasped, rolling her head to the side, dangerously undone by the pleasure he wrought on her body.
Cupping her breasts in his hands, Jax moved his mouth to her other nipple, feasting on it with equal ferocity. She let out a hitching whine, pressing her thighs together. Her clit ached. Her sex felt thick and full with want.
When Jax lifted his head from her breast, she couldn’t stop her moan of protest.
“Three things are about to happen, Boxhead,” he said, a roughen rasp to his voice. “You’re going to strip yourself naked of your clothes, I’m going to go retrieve a condom from the bathroom and then I’m going to fuck your brains out.”
She swallowed, her breath shallow. “Who’s going to answer the door if room service knocks?”
He grinned. “They can wait. I can’t. And neither can you.”
“Ego.”
He dragged his thumb over her nipple, smirking as Nat let out a wobbly moan. “Truth. Now hurry up and get undressed. I’ll race you. If I get back with the condom before you’re completely naked, you have to answer the door if room service knocks.”
Nat’s pulse tripped. Her pussy flooded with deviant excitement. “D—”
He turned and sprinted for the door leading into what she assumed was the suite’s bedroom, trailing wicked laughter behind him.
“Fuck.” Nat kicked off her stilettos and yanked at the waistband of her leather pants.
Wriggling her butt, inching the damn things down over her hips, she glanced at the door through which Jax had seconds earlier disappeared.
“What colour rubber do you want?” he called.
“What?” she called back, fighting to get her pants past her thighs. They may look amazing, all snug and shiny on her long legs, but damn, they weren’t easy to get off.
“Condom.” Laughter filled his voice. “What colour do you want? Red? Black? Purple? Fuck me, I’ve got a ribbed and studded one. That’s the one we’re using. See?” He exited the room, grin wide, a small plastic square in his fingers. “It says on the packet ‘For Her Pleasure’.”
Nat’s heart quickened.
He looked at her. “Why aren’t you naked?”
With one last wriggle, Nat kicked her leather pants across the room. “I am now.”
He ran a long look over her, from her toes up to her face. “Good.”
He crossed to where she stood in five long strides, snaked his arms around her waist and hauled her from the floor. “Now,” he murmured as she wrapped her thighs around his hips and her arms around his shoulders. “To the window.”
She laughed.



Chapter Nine
He pressed her to the cool glass. It didn’t matter to Nat anyone with a pair of binoculars in the neighbouring buildings would be able to see her bare butt and back. It only added to the ecstasy of being naked—utterly and completely naked—with Jax once again. It had been too long.
He ravished her throat, her lips, her chin, exploring each with thorough intensity. He nipped and sucked and nibbled his way up to the little dip beneath her ear, down to her collarbone and back up to her lips again. He worshipped her mouth with his tongue.
And all the while, he ground his cock—unsheathed and rock hard—against her folds, taunting her, tormenting her with what was soon to come.
She arched, levering her shoulder blades on the window to rub her pussy harder to his erection. He groaned into her neck and bit at her flesh.
“Yes,” she hissed, dragging her nails across the smooth skin of his back.
He did it again, with more ferocity this time, squeezing her arse cheeks as he did so.
She squirmed in his arms, aching to be stretched and filled by his cock. Her back and shoulder blades slid over the glass behind her, a delicious reminder they were on display to the world.
The thought sent fresh heat to her core and, with another whimper, she unwrapped her legs from around his hips and planted her feet on the floor.
With a chuckle, Jax lifted his head from her throat. “I know what you want.”
He turned her, slowly, until she faced the window. A wet thrill shot through her. Her breath quickened. She stared through the glass at Sydney beyond, checking out the windows of the buildings closest to the Hyatt. Her heart thumped faster. Her nipples grew tight with excruciating pleasure.
“Fuck, you are incredible.”
Jax’s hoarse exclamation drew her gaze to his in the glass’s reflection. He stood slightly behind her, his own naked body visible to anyone who happened to look at their particular window.
Pulse pounding, she smiled. “I know.”
He laughed and then pressed his body to her back, covering her breasts with his hands.
“Put your palms on the glass, Nat.”
She did as he instructed.
He smoothed his chest down her back in a slow, fluid move, trailing a string of kisses along her spine on his way.
She hummed approval, closing her eyes for a brief moment before gazing out the window at the night and its life beyond.
Warm lips traveled the curve of her butt cheeks. He traced the crevice between them with his tongue. Nat rolled her hips backward and shifted her feet, granting him easier access to what he sought.
He took it. Hands moving to her backside, he gently parted her cheeks and licked a slow line from her pussy lips to her anus.
She whimpered, scraping her nails on the glass, flicking her stare from window to window to window of the buildings outside. Oh God, it had been too long since she’d felt this…this…alive.
“I forgot how absolutely fucking delicious you are, Boxhead,” Jax murmured at the base of her spine, his lips wet on her flesh. His hands roamed up and down her thighs. His fingertips brushed at her sex, her anus.
A shiver of anticipation rippled through her and she closed her eyes, every fibre in her body on fire.
“And so wet for me,” he continued, tracing the seam of her sex with his thumb before burying it into her heat.
She cried out, the pleasure of his invasion an electrical charge sparking over her senses.
His tongue found her anus again, short, fierce jabs and lashes that made her knees quake. Beneath her palms, the glass grew hot.
No, it was her. She was hot. Hot for everything he was doing to her. Everything he was going to do to her.
Right there on the window. With the suite’s warm light illuminating it all.
Her pussy contracted. Another whimper fell from her lips.
He withdrew his tongue from her butt and, one hand moving to her breast, the other cupping the curve of her sex, straightened behind her.
His cock nudged the inside of her thigh as he stood and she glanced down, needing to see its magnificent beauty.
A condom stretched its length, faint marks on its surface telling her he had, indeed, selected the ribbed and studded one.
“For my pleasure,” she declared on a shaky breath.
“Fucking oath,” he rasped into the side of her neck before capturing her earlobe and sucking it into his mouth.
She moaned, rolling her head to the side. “Fucking oath,” she echoed, eyes closing again.
“Ready?” He parted her folds with two fingers and touched her clit with another.
She bucked, the contact more than an electric shock. So much more. “Yes,” she answered, finding his reflection in the window again.
The crown of his cock nudged her exposed entry. His gaze met hers in the glass. His lips twitched. “It’s not too late to go to the zoo.”
“Challenge number two, Campbell,” she ground out. “Make me come now. Four times.”
His nostrils flared. “Challenge accepted.”
He thrust up into her.
Searing pain lanced through her. As always, his size stretched her to the brink of her flesh’s limits. She cried out, dying in the exquisite agony of his penetration. In the friction of his girth sliding past her taut pussy lips.
“Oh God, Nat,” Jax’s breath fanned her shoulder, “I fucking love being inside you.”
He withdrew to the rim of his cockhead and sank into her again. And again. All the while holding her gaze with his in the window’s reflection.
She met each thrust with a roll of her hips, her hands rammed to the window, her toes curled in the plush carpet beneath her feet. He massaged her right breast and pinched her clit, each caress in perfect sync with each other and the rhythm of his cock.
It was sheer and utter pleasure.
She groaned and clenched her inner muscles around his length. He groaned in return, increasing his speed and depth, his upward thrusts powerful. Powerful enough to lift her heels from the floor.
With a gasping giggle, Nat pushed her hands harder to the window and grinned at him over her shoulder. “Whoa. Fucking me off my feet, Campbell?”
Raw desire etched Jax’s face. “Whoa is right. How ’bout we…” He shifted without warning, gripping her hip with one hand as he took a step back, his cock still buried deep in her heat. She went with him, knowing exactly what he wanted. It had always been this way with them; they’d known exactly what the other wanted and needed without uttering a word.
Bending at the waist, she straightened her leg out behind her, turning herself into a T, palms pressed to the glass. “Fuck me harder, Jax,” she demanded. “Drive me through the window.”
“Hell, yeah.” Jax let out a ragged breath and slammed hard into her sex, pumping forward now rather than up. Nat braced herself against the glass, the position—one of their favourites back in their day—allowing him to thrust so much deeper with greater force. Hitting her in all the right places. Propelling her closer to a precipice she craved.
His fingers continued to tease the tiny nub of sensitive flesh, sending ribbon after ribbon of intense pleasure unfurling through her core. His other hand roamed her back, her waist, her arse, her thigh. He held her and fucked her, faster and deeper with every stroke.
“Tight and hot and perfect.” His growl flayed her, as wild as his penetrations. “And mine. Fucking mine. Always mine.”
Nat’s heart accelerated. She moaned, not just at the rising pressure in her very centre, but at his strangled words. She doubted he knew what he was saying. She didn’t care. Not when he was about to deliver on his challenge. Not when he was building to a crescendo so intense she wondered if she would survive.
Not when she was about to—
He smacked her arse cheek in a stinging slap, detonating her orgasm in a convulsion of pleasure beyond belief. She threw back her head, her cry loud. “Fuck, oh fuck, yes, yes!”
He didn’t slow down. He withdrew his cock to its rim and slammed back into her, its massive girth sliding against her constricting, pulsing pussy walls. Its crown hit her G-spot over and over. He smacked her butt again.
“Two!” she burst out, her second orgasm shattering her voice, her soul. Her knee shook. Her whole body trembled. She scraped her nails on the glass and arched her back, undone by the intensity of the second climax coming so close to the first. “Oh God, two! Two!”
Behind her, Jax groaned. And then, without warning, he pulled out of her pussy, spun her to face him and slammed her back to the window.
She gasped and then moaned as he hooked the back of her knee in his elbow, yanked her foot from the floor and pumped up into her sodden, throbbing sex once more.
She clung to him, the sudden change in position doing nothing to abate the pleasure crashing through her, consuming her. Owning her.
The cool glass pressed to her shoulder blades and backside, reminding her bliss-fevered brain they were on display for anyone to see. The thought the watching world could see her being taken by Jax with such animal ferocity released a flood of squirming lust in her and she scored her nails over his shoulders as her third orgasm erupted.
“Fuck, yes,” Jax groaned, his lips and teeth rasping her throat, her jaw, her ear. “That’s three. Fucking come all over me, baby. All over me. Your cunt is so wet and sucking my cock and I love it. I fucking love—”
She captured the words with her mouth, her kiss savage. Greedy. Demanding.
He bit at her bottom lip, his strokes up into her pulsing heat erratic. He clawed her breast, pinched her nipple. She gave herself over to the raw carnality of the act. Surrendered to the elemental pleasure only Jax had ever been able to give her.
When a knock sounded on the door, she didn’t flinch. Or stop.
And neither did Jax. Staring into her eyes, teeth clenched, sweat streaming down his face, he drew her knee closer to her shoulder and pumped harder and faster up into her pussy.
“One more, baby,” he begged against her lips, his voice a note of strained pain and pleasure. “Fucking give me one more so I can explode with you. Wanna explode with you. Wanna fucking empty my load in your—”
The knock on the door came again, followed by a muffled, “Room service.”
“—hot, tight cunt,” Jax finished, the words barely more than a groan, his face twisted with agonized rapture. “Wanna—”
Nat came. For the fourth time. She threw back her head, smacking it against the glass behind her, and came. Hard.
She dug her nails into Jax’s shoulders and ground her sex to his thrusting cock. Their flesh slapped together. The wet sounds of his penetration of her body filled the air.
And then, with a roar, Jax slammed up into her.
“Oh God, yes!” Nat rode her climax and his, undone by the fire of their joining, her head spinning. “I can feel your come pumping from your cock, Jax. Oh, God, Jax, I can feel your…”
He silenced her with a wild kiss, bit her bottom lip once again and then, with one final, fierce thrust, buried his face in the side of her neck and stood motionless.
Their ragged pants filled the room.
Somewhere else, in a different world, on a different planet, room service knocked on the door again.
With a shaky chuckle, Jax raised his head from the side of her neck. “Champagne?”
She let out her own unsteady laugh, her heart and breath rapid. “I don’t know if I’ve got it in me to lift the glass.”
“I’ll pour it over me and you can lick it off.”
Once again, room service knocked. Louder this time. Sharper.
“Sir?” a familiar voice called, alert with alarm. “Are you okay? I’ve just arrived and room service tells me you’re not answering the door and there are…noises coming from in there.”
Jax grinned. Without looking away or lowering her leg from where he still held it at their side, he turned his head a little over his shoulder. “All good, Bruce,” he called. “Nat and I have been—”
Nat slapped her palm to his mouth before he could finish.
His eyes twinkled above her hand. Sliding his elbow from the back of her knee, he curled his fingers around her wrist and removed her hand from his mouth. “Give us a few minutes, Bruce.”
“Yes, sir.”
Pulling a deep breath, he shifted away from her, enough for his cock to withdraw from her sex.
Nat couldn’t stop her small whimper of regret. Damn, she really did enjoy the feel of him buried to the hilt inside her.
Jax traced a finger down the side of her jaw. He studied her, an ambiguous tension falling over his eyes. “I—”
Shaking her head, Nat slipped away from him and the window. Whatever he was going to say, she didn’t want to hear it. “I’m going to have a shower.”
She didn’t wait for his response. Instead, she hurried to the bedroom and its opulent bathroom.
Closing the door behind her, she allowed herself a moment to study her reflection in the mirror.
It wasn’t just her body that told her she’d just taken part in the most incredible sex of her life. Her nipples were hard, her breasts swollen, her skin flushed and her hair a tousled mess, but it was the light in her eyes that spoke the most of sated pleasure. She hadn’t seen that light in her eyes, despite the talents of her past sexual partners, for a long, long time.
Not since she and Jax had screwed their way around Sydney a different lifetime ago.
Catching her bottom lip—bruised from Jax’s ravenous attention—with her teeth, she searched for something else in the eyes looking back at her from the mirror. Something that had to be there—knowledge this was all just sex. Just sex.
It wasn’t there.
A lump filled Nat’s throat. That was a problem. A big one.
Turning from the mirror, she entered the shower and turned on the water with a flick of her wrist.
She didn’t rush washing her hair and body with the hotel-supplied toiletries. Nor did Jax join her. That was a good thing. She needed this time alone to remind herself why she was here.
Sex with Jax.
Just sex with Jax.
No visits to the zoo, no coffee at a café. No conversations.
Just sex.
Revenge sex, even. For taking her AC/DC album.
Wondering if what was between them could be anything more—after all these years—was just stupid, and she wasn’t stupid. She was the Dean of the Con. Stupid people didn’t become deans of revered learning institutions. Stupid people didn’t have federal ministers asking them on dates either.
She had to remember Jeremy. Not that she thought he was the one, God, the guy liked Celine Dion for Pete’s sake, but she had to remember he was there, that he was interested in her, had made that interest clear, and he was funny and warm and…and…wore glasses and funky suits and…and…
Closing her eyes, Nat pressed her forehead to the wet, tiled wall under the showerhead. “What are you doing?” she muttered.
“Hiding out in the shower?”
She jerked her head from the wall and stared at Jax, who grinned at her from outside the shower cubicle.
“I’m making mental lists of who you should see for Nick’s replacement,” she said, the words like chalk on her tongue.
He laughed. “Bullshit. But I’ll accept the answer only because I haven’t got a hope in hell of getting it up for a while.”
Unable to help herself, Nat dropped her gaze to his groin.
He wore his black jeans again and nothing else. The fly was undone and, even as she tried not to, she found herself thinking about the absurd tattoo of the woman with the cardboard box for a head.
“It’s you, in case you didn’t figure it out.”
Lifting her gaze, she gave Jax a small scowl. “I don’t have any idea how to respond to that.”
He laughed. “You know, I think I like this new relationship we have going. I never used to be able to leave you speechless or flustered. You were always so completely unflappable, no matter what I said or suggested. It’s a bit of an ego trip.”
Pulse hammering at her ears, she splashed water at him. “There’s no relationship. Just—”
“Sex,” he cut her off. “So you keep telling me. Now hurry the fuck up and get out the shower. The Moët’s on ice, the chocolates are open and MTV is running a special on Nick Blackthorne. We can drink, eat and discuss the merits of Nick’s incredible band.”
Nat’s pulse turned to a heavy drum. What he’d suggested sounded like heaven. How easy would it be to fall back into their old pattern of wild sex followed by relaxed conversation about music?
Too easy. And not what she was here for.
Just sex, Natalie. Just sex.
“What about the whipped cream?” she asked, standing motionless under the cold water. “Challenge number three involves—”
“You letting me catch my breath,” he said with a shake of his head as he reached in and killed the water. “While we watch MTV. Trust me, I’m going to do wicked things to your body with the whipped cream later. Somewhere around sunrise, in fact—which is only an hour or so away, by the way—but for now, we’re eating chocolate, watching MTV and talking.”
Nat swallowed the lump once again in her throat. “Don’t do this, Jax,” she whispered.
“Do what?” he asked, his voice as strained as hers.
“Pretend we’re going to…work…again. We didn’t the first time, remember? All we ever had was sex. Nothing’s changed.”
He studied her. A long, silent gaze into her eyes. And then, with a soft snort, he grinned. “Now who’s got the ego?” he said, before snaring her wrist in a firm grip and yanking her from the shower. “C’mon, Teach. MTV and Moët awaits.”



Chapter Ten
Jax knew he was in serious shit when he looked at Nat curled up on the sofa in a hotel-supplied robe, her hair a mess of damp strands, a smudge of chocolate at the side of her mouth, her vitriol at the MTV Nick Blackthorne special’s inaccuracies tumbling from her in a jumble of words and indignant expletives, and realized he’d never been happier.
For the past twenty-one years of his life, he’d had some of the world’s most beautiful women in his hotel room and in his bed. Actresses, models, singers and starlets. He’d screwed his way around the world with more gorgeous, sexy groupies than he cared to number. He’d been idolized and worshipped. Women had thrown themselves at him, offered him anything he wanted.
Anything.
And yet here and now, with Nat ranting about the mistakes the show was presenting about the band and his life, not even sitting on the same sofa he was, let alone not being naked and offering him her body, he’d never been more content.
More…satisfied.
Sated.
The thought occurred to him he could sit with Nat, listen to her talking about anything, not just music but anything, and he’d been happy.
He didn’t need to be naked with her to feel that way. Just being with her was enough.
That thought was scary. As scary as all shit. And absolutely, utterly wonderful.
Fuck. What the hell was going on with him?
“Argh!”
He flinched at Nat’s frustrated growl, watching as she snatched up the television’s remote control and jabbed it at the cause of her vexation.
Lips curling, he cast her a curious look. “Not to your liking, Boxhead?”
Throwing herself back against the sofa with a sigh, she rolled her eyes. “Sorry. I don’t mean to be a drama queen, but half of what they were saying was made-up shit. Nick wasn’t superstitious enough to tell you guys to stop bathing for the week leading up to his first London concert. And I know for a fact you didn’t get arrested the night before the first official Blackthorne concert in Melbourne because I was with you.”
Jax grinned. “That’s right. We were screwing like rabbits in the Royal Botanic Gardens, weren’t we? I still have the scars on my arse from that park bench.”
Nat laughed. Damn, he liked the sound of it. Hadn’t realized how much until now. She’d laughed often back when they were together. At things no one else but him seemed to find funny.
“Speaking of scars,” he said, leaning forward to snare a chocolate from the silver platter delivered by room service. “I saw your cousin’s new travel show on the Adventure Network last week in New York. Holy shit, that one on his head is a doozy.”
Nat selected her own chocolate and popped it into her mouth. “Getting brain cancer was the best thing that ever happened to Rob,” she said, right cheek full of chocolate. “Well, second best if you count meeting Emily and being cured. It definitely made him live life more. And let’s be honest, Rob Thorton was already living life to the fullest before he was diagnosed. Emily keeps telling me every time he base jumps off the side of a cliff or eats some foreign delicacy that may or may not be poisonous he mutters, ‘Screw you, death.’ She still hasn’t decided if that’s a healthy attitude or not. Being the host of a show like his only encourages him more, I think.”
Jax took the last chocolate from the platter. “I guess having a wife who’s an oncologist makes being a cancer surviving adventurer easier? Does she go with him?”
“They are inseparable.” She reached over the small space between them and plucked the chocolate from his fingers, grin wide. “It’s sickening. They’re so lovey-dovey and romantic. Last Thorton Christmas I told them to get a room when they were kissing at the dinner table.”
He laughed. “You? Squirmish over public displays of affection?”
She lifted the chocolate to her mouth. “Who’da thunk it, eh?”
Jax watched her part her lips and deposit the chocolate on her tongue. His balls tightened at the sight. His cock did the same. Shifting on the sofa, he cleared his throat. He wanted to press Nat flat to her back and make love to her. Almost as much as he wanted to keep talking with her. It was a conundrum he’d never faced before. “It’s been years since I caught up with Rob,” he said. “We crossed paths once in LA International airport. He and Joseph Hudson were heading to the Colorado Rockies to go heli-skiing. Haven’t seen him since.”
Settling back in the sofa, Nat curled her legs up to her chest and rested her chin on her knees. “He told me he saw you.”
An unexpected beat throbbed through Jax at the thought of Nat talking about him. He’d seen her cousin only a few months after walking out of her life and, at the sight of the tall man who bore such a family resemblance to Nat, Jax had been overcome with an ache for her so consuming he’d needed to find a seat and his breath. “What did you say when he did?” he asked, throat thick.
Nat gave him a level look. “Jaxon who?”
He winced. “Ouch.”
She let out a wry grunt. “Well, you did take my AC/DC album.”
He nodded. “I did.”
Silence stretched between them for a beat. He studied her, that same ache he’d experienced all those years ago in LAX welling through him now. He’d thought back then it was just a sexual ache. No one he’d slept with had come close to making him feel the way Nat had, but now…now he realized it was so much more.
An ache for everything she was and everything he was when he was with her.
Fuck, had he been in love with her back then? Had he? And he’d been too fucking dumb and egotistic and stupid and…and…caught up in his own growing fame and reputation to know it?
The weight of the daunting, terrifying thought made his head swim.
“Tell me about the new song,” she said, voice soft.
“Song?”
“The one for the movie.” She adjusted herself on the cushion, running her palm over the length of her thigh wrapped in fluffy white toweling, her gaze watching its path. “The one Nick’s replacement will sing.”
Jax frowned. She was changing the subject. Moving it away from them. Why? “It’s for the closing credits of Chris Huntley’s next movie. The sequel to Dead Even.”
“And it’s written?” she asked, lifting her gaze back to his face again. An ambiguous light shone in their grey depths. As if she battled confusion, just like he did.
“Music, lyrics, the lot,” he said, his heartbeat faster than it should be given the innocuous topic of conversation. “And it’s fucking good. Strings wrote the lyrics while he was in San Francisco falling in love with a woman who despised everything he was.”
Nat frowned. “Who was that?”
“Lily Pearce. His wife.”
“So everyone in Nick’s band has found love?”
“It seems so.” He forced out a choked laugh. “Except me of course.”
She laughed in return, the sound equally as strained as his. “Of course not you.”
Once again, silence strung between them, taut and heavy.
He stared at her, the air pressing on him. His heart thumped in his chest louder, wilder than any drum riff Noah could ever perform.
He parted his lips, wanting to tell her…something. Something that would make her forgive him for being such a tosser all those years ago.
Something…
“Play it for me?”
He swallowed, his mouth dry. “What?”
“The song.” She flicked a look at the baby grand piano beside the floor-to-ceiling window they’d fucked against only an hour ago. “Play it for me. It’s been a long time since I heard you play. I want to see if you’ve lost your touch in your advancing years.”
He chuckled, pushing himself from the sofa to cross to the piano. He never stayed in a hotel room unless it had a piano. It was one of his quirks, noted in more than one article about him and Nick’s band. The interesting thing was he’d never opened the lid on any of them. They just had to be in the room. Did it have anything to do with the fact he used to make love to Nat on the keys of the old piano they’d had in their rented home?
Skimming his fingers over the smooth, white keys from high C to middle G, he turned back to her. “Are you going to grade me, Teach?”
“On composition? Originality?”
He grinned. “A mark out of ten for technique?”
A light danced in her eyes. “Oh, I think we already know you’re a ten out of ten for technique, Campbell.”
His cock pulsed. He stared at her from the baby grand.
Nat’s lips curled into a slow smile. “Just play me the damn piece of music, Jax.”
Pulling a steadying breath, and fighting every urge in his body to walk back to her, take her in his arms and hold her, just hold her, he sat on the piano’s stool and placed his fingers on the appropriate keys for the song Samuel had written for Dead Even 2.
As always when he played the piano, a wave of pure rightness rolled over him. He’d been born to play the instrument. His parents had identified the skill at an early age and encouraged it. His mum took him to every piano concert and professional performance in their small country town she could. When he’d declared at the tender age of ten—after attending a Billy Joel concert in Sydney with his family—that he wanted to be a rock star, his parents hadn’t batted an eye. They’d sold the camper van sitting in the backyard they rarely used and bought the best electric keyboard they could afford. By the time Jax was a senior at high school, he’d already performed backing keyboards on more than one professional sessions album for various rock singers.
When Nick Blackthorne’s record producer approached Jax to perform on Nick’s second album, way back in the time of Jax’s life when all that really mattered to him was when he was going to make love to Nat again, history was made.
He loved playing a keyboard, loved it. But tickling the ivories as his dad called it, moved him in a way the electric instrument didn’t.
In the same way fucking a beautiful woman didn’t compare to making love to Nat. Both were highly enjoyable but one was more…right than the other.
The reflective notion stroked at the edges of his mind as he let his soul connect with the cool keys through the tips of his fingers. He closed his eyes and let the melding flow through him, saw the keys become the hammers, the hammers resting on the strings, saw the strings contained by the dampers.
He drew a slow breath, a part of him aware Nat sat and watched him, silent. Aware, for the first time that he’d spent the length of his career imagining her there every time he performed, whether on stage, in a recording studio or a rehearsal space.
Aware he’d left his heart with her, even as he’d left with her AC/DC album.
Aware, truly aware, he’d made the biggest mistake of his life letting her end the best thing of his life—them. Together.
Raw regret twisted in his soul, threaded through the music waiting to be played. Drawing another slower breath, he began to play.
The song—at this point still titled “Lily’s Song”—fell from his lips. Samuel’s tormented lyrics of aching for something beyond hope wrung his regret. Levi’s music, profound and haunting, soothed his remorse. The song was still a work in progress, Samuel tweaked the lyrics often, just as Levi reworked chords and riffs and time beats. But the bones of the piece of music were there and, in Jax’s opinion, it was one of the finest songs they’d ever created as a band.
He didn’t open his eyes. He never did when he played the piano. Instead, he gave himself over to the power of the music, the lyrics. He wasn’t a singer, but his fingers, his soul and his heart knew exactly how to give voice to music.
He played, the lyrics leaving him with husky rawness, his fingers finding the notes of Samuel’s guitar in the keys, of Levi’s bass, dancing to the building rhythm of Noah’s beat.
He played and lost himself—as he always did—to the beauty and rightness of making music. Of living it as it flowed from him.
And when he played the last note, as always, a part of him regretted the dying moment even as he reveled in its fading sound. Cherished it and ached for it again.
Hunched over the keys, fingers still resting on their cool surface, he listened to his soul return to his body as silence filled the void.
His heartbeat returned to its normal pace and, a soft wry laugh vibrating in the back of his throat, he straightened on the stool and opened his eyes.
Nat regarded him from the piano’s side, her cheek and chest resting on the raised lid, her eyes roaming his face, her pupils dilated. “That was incredible,” she declared on a breathless whisper. “I’d honestly forgotten how amazing you are.”
He forced a cocky grin to his lips. “Ten out ten?”
For an answer, she slid between the keyboard and the stool and straddled his thighs.
Wild heat poured through him. Pooled in his groin, his soul. He gazed up at her, the warmth of her pussy nestled against his jeans-clad arousal. His heart quickened, his balls ached. He reached up and parted the loose V formed by her robe, smoothing his palms across the velvet skin on her chest and shoulders until the garment fell from her arms to the keyboard. A discordant collection of faint notes sounded in the air, a soundtrack to their past he remembered well.
She drew a slow breath, lashes shuttering her eyes for a moment before she looked down at him again.
Desire burned in her gaze. Undeniable and fathomless.
Staring into that inferno, Jax skimmed his hands over the curve of her hips, the subtle dip of her waist and up the curve of her ribcage until his palms grazed over her full, heavy breasts. Her nipples puckered instantly at the slight caress. Her belly hitched.
Sliding one hand behind her back, he held her motionless as he feathered his other hand over each breast, charting the exquisite perfection of each swell of heavenly flesh and its rock-hard, dusky-pink tip.
She made a soft noise of pleasured surrender. Rolled her hips. Arched her back. The move drew her nipple closer to his lips and he took it in his mouth and sucked without hesitation.
“Oh, yes,” she moaned, writhing on his lap. Her elbow, or maybe it was her robe again, played new notes on the piano. The sound danced on the silence, at once delicate and a testament to their passion.
He suckled her nipple harder into his mouth, moving his palm at the small of her back lower until he cupped her arse cheek. With a gentle squeeze, he pulled her closer to his erection, needing to feel her heat on his engorged length.
She arched farther, raking a hand through his hair as she ground herself to his trapped cock.
Growling, he scored a line of nipping kisses across her chest to her other nipple, feasting on it even as he shifted on the stool, desperate to be inside her.
Once again, random notes sounded, treble and bass. More forceful and louder this time. Nat’s palms, anchoring her to the piano as he worshipped her breasts. She moaned and rolled her hips so her pussy stroked his dick through the taut denim of his jeans. “I love…” she panted. “Oh Christ, I love…”
Jax’s heart tripped a beat. He froze, tongue on her nipple, lips sealed around her flesh.
You. Say it, Nat. Say. I love you. Fuck me, Nat, please say I love…
“…the way you suck my tits,” she finished, voice a throaty whimper. “It feels so good.”
Disappointment rushed over him, as potent as the pleasure consuming him at her sublime body pressed to his. He groaned against her breast and squeezed her butt, wanting to punish her for denying him what he hadn’t known he wanted to hear.
She groaned and grasped at the piano’s keyboard again. New notes reverberated through the room, erratic and frenzied.
The sound fed Jax’s frustration and his desire. He mauled her butt and sucked deeper on her nipple. She cried out, clawing at his shoulder with one hand, her thighs gripping his hips.
Her damp heat seeped into his groin, pushing him closer to the brink.
Grabbing Nat’s arse in both hands, he jolted to his feet and shoved her onto the keyboard.
A flurry of notes sounded from the piano, the most erotic music he’d ever heard. He flattened his palms to her inner thighs and spread her legs, swiping his tongue up the seam of her moist pussy with a hungry stroke.
“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, planting the soles of her feet on his shoulders, a tinkle of notes accompanying the move.
He lapped at her pussy again, lingering at her clit for a moment before returning to her seam. His head swum, intoxicated by the taste of her. So sweet and musky and distinctly her. He’d spent a lifetime chasing after her exquisite taste, never finding it in any of the groupies and starlets he’d slept with.
Straightening from between her thighs, he ran his hands up the side of her body, over her ribs, her breasts, to cup her jaw in his palms. “I didn’t realize how much I’ve craved the taste of your pleasure,” he murmured, tracing her bottom lip with his thumb. “Until now. How much I’ve missed it. Longed for it. Hungered for it.”
She parted her lips and touched his thumb with the tip of her tongue, her eyes grey pools of shining desire. And something else, something that made his heart quicken.
Need.
“And it’s not just the taste of you either, Nat,” he continued, his very existence thrumming to that need. His very soul calling out to it with equal want. “It’s everything you are. I never want to be without—”
She kissed him, a jumble of notes replacing his unfinished confession as her tongue swiped past his lips.
He groaned, at once dismayed she’d again stopped him telling her his heart, and undone with hot arousal by her willingness to taste her own juices on his lips and tongue. Driving his engorged cock to her spread sex, he ground against her softness, deepening the kiss. Her thighs squeezed his hips, strong and inescapable. Her hands roamed his back, his hair.
He captured her tongue, sucked it and then dragged his mouth down the column of her throat before feasting on her breasts. She scraped at his shoulders, rubbed her pussy to his length. The piano’s tinkling notes filled the room, a sublime backing track to their moans and shallow breaths.
When she raked her hands down his chest to the open V of his fly and the length of his cock poking out of his parted jeans, he damn near exploded.
“I want you fucking inside me, Campbell,” she rasped, scoring her nails over the tip of his erection. “I can’t wait any—”
He hauled her off the piano, knocking over the stool behind his knees as he did so. She laughed, the throaty sound as wonderful as the notes their wild passion had made moments earlier.
Grinning at her, he shuffled past the overturned piano stool with awkward lurches.
She laughed again, eyes twinkling. “We couldn’t have done it on the piano?”
He shook his head, squeezing her butt as he crossed the suite toward the bedroom. “Remember the last time we fucked on a piano? It took weeks for my balls to recover from the constant slamming into the keyslip.”
The corners of her lips twitched. “The last time we fucked on a piano…wasn’t that the upright Bechstein in the Tudor Hotel?”
“In Tamworth.” He nodded, carrying her to the bed. “We were visiting my parents for Mum’s birthday. It was during the Country Music Festival and you bet me a blowjob I couldn’t get a rock star on the front page of the paper the next day.”
She giggled and then let out a happy squeal as he threw her on the bed. “I must admit, I hadn’t expected you to do it quite so…sensationally,” she said, adjusting herself on the mattress as he wriggled out of his jeans.
Kicking them away, he planted one knee on the end of the bed between her ankles. “You know I only ever do things sensationally, Boxhead.” He smoothed a palm up the inside of her thigh, inching her legs farther apart. “I must admit I only wanted the pub’s owner to tell everyone—including the paper—I’d paid him a fucking fortune to clear the place out so I could screw you silly, not photograph it.”
Nat spread her thighs more, a soft whimper slipping from her when Jax lowered his head and blew a fine stream of cool air on her pussy.
“Sure you did,” she mocked, voice a hitching groan. “You’ve got a thing for being photographed or filmed while fucking. Admit it.”
He wanted to correct her, to say he was only interested in being photographed or filmed while fucking her, but the memory of why she’d ended their relationship all those years ago—the string of footage of him fucking models and singers and God knows who else on the top of hotels around the world—haunted him.
It had all been before he and Nat had moved in together. Before he discovered he didn’t really want to fuck anyone but her. But by then it was too late. The footage was out there, she’d told him it was over and he’d shrugged it off and taken her AC/DC record.
Jesus, he’d been a wanker.
The thought traced a cold finger down his spine and his gut tightened. He never wanted to hurt her or treat her like that again. Wouldn’t. Period.
Swallowing at the thick lump in his throat, he raised his head and gazed at her down the length of her beautiful body. “I’ve got a thing for you,” he declared. “Big time. And if you let me, I’m going to make you forget all those other photos and videos of me with other women.”
She stared at him, a stillness falling over her body, her eyes unreadable. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Jax,” she murmured.
He covered her body with his, supporting his weight on his elbows as his cock nudged her moist folds. “I’m not. Consider it the next challenge.”
He kissed her before she could dismiss his proclamation. He knew she fought what was happening between them. Knew she wanted only sex. But it was so much more. His soul told him so, and he always listened to his soul. His brain may not always make the brightest of suggestions, may not always lead him in the right direction—the casual way he’d left her life all those years ago was evident of that, but hey, he was just a keyboard player in a rock band. Who said he had to be smart? But his soul…when his soul spoke to him, he listened, and his soul had been playing the same music, singing the same song since he’d walked into Nat’s office yesterday.
Undeniable, elemental happiness.
There was no fucking way he was going to ignore it this time.
Tearing his lips from hers, he brushed a strand of hair from her eyes with a trembling hand. His cock strained to feel her wet heat envelope it. He didn’t think he had the strength to move away from her long enough to retrieve a condom from the bathroom. “If I told you,” he whispered, the raw need in her eyes turning his heart into a punishing beat in his chest, “I am one hundred percent, doctor-certified clean, what would you say?”
She studied him, motionless beneath him, her pussy lips kissing the tip of his shaft. Didn’t say a word.
His chest constricted. The need to feel their bodies joined without latex separating them, to feel her inner walls slide over his flesh wasn’t just powerful, it was absolute. “I’ve never had unprotected sex with anyone but you, Natalie,” he said, his voice choked, his pulse pounding. “I know that sounds unbelievable, but it’s true. You’re the only person in my entire fucking life I’ve been inside without wearing a condom. The only one I’ve ever wanted to make love to without a barrier. The only one I’ve ever—”
“I would say,” she whispered, pressing her fingertips to his lips, “I need you inside me. Now.”
Heart detonating with joy, he rolled his hips in a slow thrust and sank into her tight wetness in a single stroke.
Time ceased to exist. He lost himself in her, to her. He worshipped her. Pleasured her. He didn’t care about his own pleasure, all he wanted was to give her more. He made love to her, gazing into her eyes, chest to chest, her heartbeat hammering in perfect sync with his, their hips moving as one.
It was beyond fucking, beyond sex. Beyond anything he’d ever experienced. And when she came, calling out his name, her nails marking his shoulders, her sex sucking at his cock, he came with her. Pumping his seed into her with pounding strokes, filling her with his release.
Claiming her as his, the way it was always meant to be.
Neither moved when they finished. Nat didn’t utter a word.
Unwilling to break the exquisite beauty of the moment, Jax pulled her into the crook of his body, pressed his lips to the top of her head and held her, his spent cock still buried within her pulsing walls.
He heard her sigh, felt her relax in his arms. Felt her fall asleep.
And only then did he let sleep claim him as well, knowing she would be the first thing he saw when he opened his eyes.
The only thing he wanted to see.
Except six hours later, when he woke from the deepest sleep full of dreams of Nat, the first thing he saw were crumpled sheets.
Nat was no longer there.



Chapter Eleven
Pink’s catchy hit, “Walk of Shame”, was not normally a part of Nat’s breakfast playlist, but for some reason she’d felt the absolute need to hear it now.
Sitting at her kitchen counter, Vegemite-smeared toast and espresso sitting forgotten beside her elbow, the pop singer’s lyrics wafting through her home, she stared blankly at her open laptop’s screen. The early morning winter sun streamed through the window over the kitchen sink, a weak heat that did little to warm her up. It wasn’t that her house was cold—she’d turned the heater on the moment she’d walked through the front door half an hour ago—it was that the chill of fleeing Jax’s hotel suite still lingered in her bones. She’d had to wait for the valet to bring around her Mini while wearing clothes not appropriate for an eight-degree morning, and the sight of the lone paparazzi snapping photos of her from the other side of the street had truly left her cold.
She had no delusions what would accompany that image if it ever made it to the magazines or internet. The Dean of the Sydney Conservatorium of Music leaves rock star sex fiend’s hotel looking bedraggled and wearing the same clothes. The Con’s board would, no doubt, have something to say about it.
The ice in her bones and soul hadn’t left her in the drive back to her place, nor during the hot shower she’d taken a few minutes after arriving home.
It stayed with her even now, a surreal reminder that only sixty minutes ago she’d been in Jax’s bed, his warm body spooned against hers, his soft snores tickling the back of her neck.
Sixty minutes ago, she’d been in blissful, dozing heaven. And then the reality of the situation had hit her, had woken her completely with a cold fist to the heart and she’d left.
She couldn’t let herself stay there in Jax’s bed, in his arms. Staying there changed the status quo of their already perilous situation. Just sex, no matter how incredible, did not include sleeping beside each other. It didn’t. And she had to remember just sex was what she and Jax were engaged in. Nothing more.
She’d fled his hotel. Ignored the paparazzi. Refused to look at any of the morning papers in case she found herself in them. Attempted to wash Jax’s scent from her body in a long shower. Dressed herself in shapeless workout gear. Made herself breakfast and coffee despite her stomach being a churning mess. Found the perfect song on her iPod for her mood.
She’d done all that without thinking about the rock star she’d run away from.
With Pink singing about wild nights and possible regret, she’d deposited herself on a stool at the kitchen counter, opened her laptop and begun making a list of all the singers she knew—students and ex-students alike—who might have a chance at impressing Jax and the band.
However, that was fifteen minutes ago, and here she was still cold, still aching to be back in Jax’s bed. Still trying not to think about him.
Still trying to convince herself she’d been successful in her original goal—incredible sex with the bastard without her heart getting caught up in it all.
Yeah, right. Successful.
Not.
With a disgusted sigh, she let her elbow slide across the counter until she slumped sideways in her seat, her cheek pressed to the cool granite surface. She stared at nothing, stomach knotting over itself.
This state she was in now, moony and woeful, was why she’d intended not to be with Jax last night. And yet, when she’d discovered him being assaulted by fans and the public near the café where she’d had coffee with Jeremy, she’d swooped in and rescued him.
“I should have left him to the frenzied fans,” she muttered, her cheek smooshed against the counter top. “That would have taught him not to stalk me.”
But she hadn’t. Because the second she’d seen him there in the crowd making a ridiculous effort to hide his identity with a baseball cap and sunglasses her heart had leapt into a wild beat, a searing heat had flowed through her veins and her sex had throbbed with hungry awareness.
Two hours spent in Jeremy Craig’s not unpleasant company talking about music and culture and politics and movies—all things she enjoyed talking about—and she’d been nothing but restless and detached and almost bored.
One sight of Jax however, one sight, and bam, her whole body and soul had reacted. Responded to him and demanded she go to him.
One sight and her dogged determination to stay away from him for twenty-four hours had vanished.
She was totally screwed.
Letting out another sigh, and without raising her head from the counter, she forced herself to focus on her laptop’s screen once again.
A pitiful four names were typed there.
Three ex-students now trying to make it in the music biz while waiting tables to pay the bills, and one final-year singing student who’d made it as far as the finals on the most recent series of Australia’s Got Talent.
Four.
How many orgasms had Jax given her since he waltzed back into her life less than twenty-four hours ago?
“One in my office,” she murmured, her pussy throbbing with eager memory of his tongue’s talent. “No, three. My first multiple orgasm in years. There was the one in the limo…the ones against the window in his suite. How many…three, no, four. God, four. The one in his bed…” Her heart tripped into a prestissimo beat in her chest. Her lips tingled as a hot blush crept over her face.
Oh God, he’d made her orgasm nine times since yesterday morning. Nine times.
Her throat grew tight with a thick lump. “Christ, he’s turned me into a sex-crazed coming machine,” she croaked, staring at her laptop’s screen from the counter. “And I’m five names short already.”
Five names.
She caught her bottom lip with her teeth. Five names short of nine and, if she was honest, the four she had weren’t going to cut it.
There were only two names that came to her mind when she thought of the magic that was Nick Blackthorne, and one of those names was Nick’s.
The other—
Someone knocked on her front door.
Snapping upright, she twisted on the kitchen stool and stared in the direction of the front door.
Who would be knocking at her door on a Saturday morning? A member of the board? Come to fire her as dean for spending the night with an infamous rock star? Were the images of her leaving the Hyatt out there already?
Jax. You want it to be Jax, admit it.
Whoever it was knocked again.
She didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.
And then she flinched as her mobile phone chirped beside the coffee machine, its high-pitched alert tone amplified by its charging dock’s speaker.
Throat tight, she stretched across the counter, snatched it up and read the message on the screen.
I know you’re in there, Boxhead
The knock on the door came again. Not a simple triple rap, but a complicated, two-handed rhythm she recognized as AC/DC’s “Back in Black”.
Swiping at her lips, her mouth dry, she stared in the direction of her entry foyer. Did she have it in her to face him? Did she have the strength?
The knocking stopped. A second later, her phone chirped in her hand.
Oi!
And again.
Oi!
And a third time.
Oi!
And finally. If you don’t open the door, I’ll strip off and start singing a Wiggles medley on your footpath. I know all the words to “Hot Potato”.
Letting out an exasperated snort, tummy fluttering with what she hoped was frazzled nerves and not sexual anticipation, she slid off the stool and hurried to her front door.
Her phone chirped at her just as she wrapped her fingers around the doorknob.
There goes my shirt.
She yanked opened the door and glared at Jax grinning at her on the other side of the threshold, black long-sleeve shirt well and truly still on his torso.
“‘Hot Potato’?”
With a smirk, he stepped through the door and past her. “It’s one of the classics.”
Pivoting on her heel, she watched him wander deeper into the foyer.
“What are you doing here, Jaxon?”
He spun to face her, hands shoved into his back pockets. “You weren’t in my bed this morning when I woke.”
Crossing her arms beneath her breasts to hide the fact her nipples had puckered into hard points, she gave him a level look. “Did you think I would be?”
He laughed, a wry sound Nat had never heard him make before. “Yeah. I kinda did.”
Stomach a fluttering mess, she walked through the foyer and back to her kitchen. “I’m compiling you a list,” she said over her shoulder. “As per our agreement.”
Stopping at the kitchen counter, she woke up her laptop with a quick tap on the track pad, adjusted the screen’s angle to account for Jax’s standing height and then turned to face him. “Four names so far. Rosco was one of the best singing majors the Con has seen in the last five years. He performed as a backing singer for both Robbie Williams and Coldplay during their last Australian tours. Pete is a final-year student. He’s not your typical rock singer, but with the right group he could shake up the world. Reminiscent of a young Bruno Mars. Dyan sang lead with a local pub band called—”
Jax leant forward and closed the lid on Nat’s laptop. “Nope.”
She frowned. “What do you mean, nope?”
Leaning his hip against the counter’s edge, he pulled a contemplative face. “You know what I want to do?”
Nat’s pussy contracted. Her pulse hammered in her neck. If he said fuck you silly, she wouldn’t be able to say no. “What?”
“See the monkeys.”
The answer threw her completely off balance. “The monkeys?”
“The monkeys. At the zoo. C’mon. It’s the weekend. Let’s do that.”
She stared at him. No, gaped at him was more correct.
He grinned. “It’ll be fun. Promise. I haven’t been to a zoo since we went—God, how many years ago was it? Twenty-two? And you got us kicked out before we got to the chimpanzees.”
Nat raised her eyebrows. “I got us kicked out? You were the one feeling me up every time we stopped to look at an enclosure.”
“You were the one wearing those fucking sexy-as-hell short denim shorts. The ones so short I could see your butt cheeks. And that tight white T-shirt with a keyboard printed across your boobs. What was I meant to do? Not feel you up? Do you still have them, by the way?”
Nat rolled her eyes. “Of course not.”
He pouted. “Bum. Still, I promise I won’t feel you up this time. Not until after we’ve seen the monkeys.”
“I’m not going to the zoo with you, Jax.”
“Why not? Scared to spend time with me when we’re not fucking?”
The question hit Nat like a solid fist. Unsettled heat razed over her. She licked her lips. “No,” she said, but even to her ears, she didn’t sound convincing.
Jax chuckled. “Liar.”
She glared at him. “Besides, isn’t there a ticking watch hanging over your head? You told me the band needs this new singer in two weeks. Aren’t you going to get in trouble with the rest of the band if you spend the day at the zoo instead of checking out the talent?”
He shrugged. “I spoke to Samuel last night. Told him I’m on top of things here.”
She couldn’t stop her laugh. “That’s one way of describing the last twenty-four hours, I guess.”
He grinned. “And besides, it’s been a long time since we’ve been together—”
“I was in your bed over six hours ago.”
“—to talk,” he continued, fixing her with a pointed look. “We’ve got a lot of catching up to do. And tonight, if you want and we’re not doing anything else, you could introduce me to one of your candidates. How’s that sound?”
Nat caught her bottom lip with her teeth. Catching up? Talking? It was all very unlike Jax. And tempting. And dangerous. She really should say no. Should really bring the situation back to the matter at hand—the replacement for Nick.
For some reason, Jax made it way too easy to forget that’s why they were together again. If the word together could really be used for what they were doing.
And yet Jax wanted to go to the zoo. Not screw. Which wasn’t what she’d expected or planned when she’d laid down her challenge.
Orgasms for names. Orgasms for names.
He’d given her plenty of orgasms already. She didn’t think she could survive anymore, especially if he was bringing conversation and catching up to the table with them.
Could she?
Constricting pressure strapped her chest. She studied him. Remembered this feeling from before. Wanting him, all of him, and knowing she didn’t have it. Would never have it. No one ever had all of Jax. He didn’t work that way. She’d known it then, and she knew it now.
“C’mon, Boxhead.” Laughing mirth laced his plea. “I tell you what, you can tell me about your list of candidates while we’re checking out the monkeys. Deal?”
Pulse rapid, she let out a sigh of surrender. “Deal. But you’re paying for lunch.”
The muscle in his jaw clenched again. His nostrils flared. For a moment, he didn’t say a word. And then a wide smile stretched his lip—a patented Jaxon Campbell smirk, the kind that made grown women the world over squee like teenagers—and he nodded. “Deal. If you’re really lucky, I’ll even buy you an ice cream.”
An hour later, with Bruce wandering a few feet behind, they walked through the main entryway of Taronga Zoo.
At the first stall, Jax stopped and bought them both a chocolate ice cream. “Your favourite,” he said, handing hers over.
She took it with a smile. “It is.”
Casting a quick glance around, she noted very few people looked at them.
“It’s the cap and sunglasses,” Jax murmured, leaning closer to her, lips curling. “Most people don’t expect a celebrity to be right in their midst, and let’s be honest, I am just the keyboard player. It’s only the rabid fans who tend to recognize me.”
She snorted. “And the Jaxonfires?”
He grinned. “Them too. Thankfully, they don’t tend to hang out at zoos. Only at concerts, and it’s been a while since I performed. Well, performed in a formal capacity.”
Nat frowned. “Do I even want to know what you mean by that?”
He laughed. “It’s not as debauched as you think. The guys and I have been doing some small bar-sized gigs under different names with potential replacements. It’s not until the first song starts that those in the bar realize who they’re watching.”
“Wow, that actually sounds really cool. A cloak-and-dagger approach.”
He nodded, smoothing his arms around her waist with casual ease. She didn’t stop him. Should have, but didn’t. “That was Pepper’s idea. See how the audience reacts without the baggage of our name. Mind you, we’re not performing under Nick’s name any more either.”
“What are you calling yourselves?”
“Officially, Synergy. For the cloak-and-dagger gigs, we’ve had a variety. My favourite was Channing Tatum’s Left Nipple.”
Nat choked on the chocolate ice cream in her mouth. “Channing Tatum’s Left Nipple?”
Jax puffed up his chest. “I came up with that one.”
She laughed. “Why am I not surprised?”
They continued walking, pausing often at the different enclosures. At every one, Nat expected Jax to reposition himself behind her and press his body to hers, to snake his hands over her hips and cop a feel of her breasts. He didn’t.
Instead, he stood beside her as they took in the animals in their small environments, either holding her hand or hugging her to his side. Casual, almost platonic contact.
“Y’know,” he said, watching a lone zodiac bear regarding them both across a man-made mote, “being a celebrity is a lot like being a zoo animal.”
She twisted in his arms, studying the hawkish line of his profile. “Always on display? I thought you liked that kind of attention? It’s the impression you give in all the interviews I’ve seen of you, all the awards ceremonies and public appearances.”
The corners of his lips curled in a wan smile. “Perhaps I’ve just convinced myself that’s the way I have to be. It’s easier that way.”
“Easier than what?” she asked.
His Adam’s apple slid up and down his throat. “Easier than admitting I’ve been a tosser for most of my adult life. Easier than admitting I made a mistake a long time ago when I shrugged off the best thing in my life.”
The words, uttered with calm acceptance, stroked at Nat’s sanity. She stared up at him, her heart fast in her throat. “Jax…” she murmured, a dull ache in her chest. “Don’t—”
“Or perhaps,” he cut her off, “it’s because I get to hurl poo at the audience like the chimps do.”
Nat raised her eyebrows at his unexpected proclamation. “You do not throw poo into the crowd at your concerts, Jaxon Campbell.”
A devilish smirk stretching his mouth, he turned his head to face her. “You’re right. But wouldn’t that be fun?”
He kissed her before she could respond, a quick, playful and noisy smacking of his lips on hers. “C’mon,” he said. “Let’s check out the monkeys. Ten bucks says one of them is going to throw poo at us.”
The chimps did indeed throw poo at them. Jax and Nat ewwed and laughed along with the rest of those gathered to watch the primates do their thing, Bruce hovering a few metres to the side like a grumpy chaperone. No one looked twice at Jax. Nat didn’t know if it was due to his sunglasses and cap, the lack of black leather pants and visible tattoos or the fact those around them were having too much fun with their own company to be bothered to pay closer attention to a guy who maybe looked a little like someone famous. Whatever the reason, Nat loved it. And she could tell Jax did as well. He laughed and hugged her and they existed together in a way they never had before.
It was wonderful.
After the chimps had finished their feces flinging, Jax took Nat’s hand in his and they wandered through the African section of the zoo.
“So tell me.” He bumped his hip to hers in a playful nudge. “Where’s the stunningly handsome husband and horde of gorgeous children?”
Nat snorted. “At home. Waiting for me to stop fooling around with a famous rock star. Why do you think I didn’t want you coming back to my house last night?”
He stumbled, the colour bleaching from his face as he stared at her with blank horror. “Ahhh…”
She laughed, nudging his hip with hers in retaliation. “Kidding. Jesus, Campbell, as if I’d be bonking you if I was married with kids.”
A shaky chuckle bubbled from him and he started walking again. “Sorry. I’ve just got a thing about married women sleeping with me.”
“You like it?” Shock cut through Nat’s voice.
“Hate it. Won’t stand for it. I may be a horn dog but I still have morals. Married is married and I’m not going to be the one to fuck up a union that should be considered sacred.”
A warm tickle of happiness made its way through Nat at his statement. “Damn, Jax. I didn’t know this side of you existed.”
He shrugged. Nat didn’t miss the bitter twist that pulled at his lips. Nor the tension that claimed his shoulders. “I’ve come to realize a few things in my advancing years.”
They walked in silence for a while. Nat digested what he’d said. Wondered if it had anything to do with the way their own relationship had ended all those years ago. She’d accepted her reaction to the footage of Jax having sex with other women on the tops of hotels around the world was a tad knee-jerkish a week after Jax moved out. He’d insisted the incidents had all occurred before she and him had become…pseudo serious. But despite her heart telling her it was the truth, she’d used it as the reason for ending their relationship. When, truth be known, it had been fear.
Fear she’d wake up one day and realize she loved him. And at twenty-two—the age she’d been when she and Jax had rented their apartment—Nat didn’t want to love anyone. Especially not a guy who was a draw card to sex-crazed groupies the world over.
Now, walking beside him, his palm warm against hers, his familiar scent in every breath she took, she wondered how much of her spinster existence was due to the fact no one had ever completely filled Jax’s shoes?
“So no husband and children,” he said, the question ending the silence. “But surely there’s been a boyfriend or two? Boyfriends? Surely Jeremy I’m-Too-Hispter-For-My-Suit Craig can’t be the only man aching for you?”
A blush painted Nat’s cheeks. “Aching for me? I can see why your autobiography was so successful. You certainly have a way with words.”
He grinned. “You’ve read it? Did you like what I said about you?”
“I’m not sure. The chapter dedicated to you bonking your way around Sydney in your early twenties wasn’t very specific on details.”
He laughed. “Okay, I didn’t use your name because I didn’t want you angry at me. And you were the principal of Sydney Boys High at the time it was published. I checked. I didn’t think the students or parents at the school would have reacted well on learning their revered principal had screwed a lowly rock band keyboardist at just about every significant Sydney location, do you?”
She couldn’t help but chuckle. “Point taken.”
He nodded. “Good. Now answer the question, Boxhead. Why aren’t you happily ensconced in a relationship right now?”
A steady pressure wrapped Nat’s temples. A prickling heat razed her flesh. “No one’s ever come close to…” She caught the incriminating confession before it could fall from her lips. “I mean, I’ve just never found the right person. And I work ridiculously long hours. No one’s going to put up with me never being home for dinner, or being at work all weekend with student performances. Or being too tired when I do get home to do anything but collapse in bed, sometimes without even cleaning my teeth.”
He studied her with a steady sideways gaze, an unreadable expression on his face, his eyes hidden by his dark sunglasses. “Yeah, sounds like hell.”
Her heart quickened. Why was it so easy to picture Jax in that bed with her? Teasing her for her bad breath even as he flattened her to her back and slid his morning erection into her all-too-ready—
“So what did you think of the movie last night?” she blurted out, shutting the mental image down. “Best soundtrack of the series so far?”
For a moment, it seemed like Jax was going to call her out for her sudden shift in topic. And then he let out a knowing chortle, lips curling. “So far,” he answered, withdrawing his hand from hers and pulling her to his side, smoothing his fingers across the curve of her butt to settle on her hip.
They walked and talked. Conversation flowed from the movie to the upcoming Chris Huntley sequel, to the animals around them, the people around them, to the band and their exasperating search for a new lead singer. Jax told her about Pepper, her phenomenal voice and crippling shyness, filled her in on how the New Yorker was now the band’s manager and the best thing that had ever happened to Noah. He regaled her with Samuel’s epic battle and ultimate surrender to love. She laughed, not only picturing the brooding guitar player struggling with his well-crafted rock star persona but loving the sound of Jax’s voice, his description of the moment Samuel had bolted after the woman he loved in a San Francisco rehab clinic.
When he told her of the heartache Levi had experienced over the last year, she couldn’t stop the tears stinging the backs of her eyes. “I wish I’d known,” she said, gazing at a large silverback gorilla fleeing a smaller female sitting in front of him. “It’s been a long time since I’ve had anything to do with Levi, but I remember him being a serious, deep guy. To lose a baby in such a horrible way…” She stopped, her heart clenching.
“I almost called you,” Jax said, his body close to hers as he leant his palms on the gorilla enclosure’s railing. “No one but the band and Levi and Corbin’s family knew and we were sworn to secrecy, but I almost called you.”
“To tell me?”
He shook his head. “Because I couldn’t get my head around the shock and senselessness of it all and needed you to help me understand it.”
Nat frowned up at him, her belly knotting. “How would I—”
“You always helped me understand life, Natalie,” he cut her off with a soft smile, still facing the gorillas tending to each other on the other side of the glass. “Just by being with me, you helped me understand the madness of it all. I didn’t realize that until you weren’t.”
The knot in Nat’s belly twisted. Her throat tightened. Her lips tingled.
Jax turned his head, his eyes hidden by his sunglasses, his face shrouded in the shadow form of his baseball cap. “I almost called you to tell you that as well.”
“Why didn’t you?” The question left her before she could stop it, a scratchy whisper.
His smile turned wry. “I told you that already. I’ve been a tosser most of my adult life.”
The self-deprecating contempt in the calm statement about his personality tore at Nat’s heart. “Not your whole adult life,” she murmured, cupping the side of his face with her hand.
“No?” Surprise tinged the word.
She shook her head. “Only when you took my AC/DC album.”
He laughed, the sound warm and relaxed and wonderful. “Ah, only then. Gotcha.”
Without warning, he dropped into a low crouch, pressed his shoulder to her belly and hauled her off her feet. He wrapped his arm around the back of her thigh, ignoring her giggling squeals. “Just for that, I’m going to carry you into those bushes over there and show these gorillas how it’s done.”
She burst out laughing. “Put me down, you maniac!”
“Nope.” He began walking. “I’m going to make you regret that, woman. I’m going to—”
“You better put her down, Mr. Potter,” Bruce’s stern voice rumbled behind Nat. “The paparazzi have discovered you’re here and are hunting for you.”
“Fuck.” Jax lowered her to her feet, a scowl twisting his lips. However, he didn’t release her from his arms, holding her close to his body instead. “No screwing in the bushes then.”
Pussy throbbing at the notion of being caught making out in the bushes by a horde of ravenous paparazzi, Nat pulled away from him a little. “What about lunch instead? We could find a semi-secluded corner in one of the cafés or restaurants here and wait until they’ve given up?”
“Holston’s with them,” Bruce said, distaste evident in his voice.
Jax snorted. “Well, we know he’s not going to give up in a hurry, don’t we?” Turning his dark glasses to her, he let out a wry chuckle. “Fuck it.” With a grin, he reached up and swept the baseball cap from his head. “Ready to have some fun, Teach?”
She frowned, the devilish look on his face unnerving her. And exciting her. “What are you going to do?”
“This,” he said, and without warning, slung her over his shoulder again and strode from the gorilla enclosure.
It didn’t matter how many times Nat or Bruce told him to put her down. He carried her over his shoulder through the zoo, loudly proclaiming to anyone who passed who he was. People stopped and gaped at them. Most raised their phones or cameras and took photos. All of them laughed and smiled. Nat gave up protesting and, giggling often, surrendered herself to the moment and enjoyed his lunacy.
When they finally came upon a gaggle of paparazzi obviously alerted to the spectacle Jax was making, he gave her butt a showing slap. “Think I might take you into the reptile enclosure, woman,” he declared, raising his voice to a melodramatic volume. “Show you a really impressive snake.”
The photographers—three of them in number, all armed with the latest and greatest zoom lensed camera—swung to face them. “Campbell!” they started calling, just as Jax strode away from them, Nat still slung over his shoulder. She gave them a sheepish wave, wondering how the hell the Con board was going to react to this. Wondering but not really caring.
She was having fun.
A minute later, with Bruce muttering something into a mobile phone beside them, Jax carried her into the dark interior of the reptile house.
The cool shadows wrapped around them instantly. Nat blinked, the sudden darkness messing with her vision for a few moments.
By the time her eyes had adjusted to the distinct lack of light, Jax had returned her to her feet. “That was fun,” he laughed, sliding his hands up the back of her thighs, over her butt to pull her hard to his body.
“It was different,” she pointed out, unable to hide the delight in her voice. “What do we do now?”
Removing his sunglasses, he lowered his head to hers, his hands cupping her backside in a warm, possessive grip. “Well, Bruce will keep everyone outside until the zoo security guys come and deal with paparazzi. And while they are distracted by security, kicking up a fuss about being denied access to public attractions and whatnot, you and I will slip out through the reptile house’s staff exit.”
Nat cocked an eyebrow. “And you know all this because?”
“Because I told Bruce to organize just such a thing before coming to your home today, in case the pap found us.”
“You did?”
“I did.” He drew his head closer again to her, his breath a warm caress on her lips. “I also told him to tell zoo staff and security to not come to our rescue or let anyone into the reptile house for at least twenty minutes.”
Nat’s heart tripped a beat. Her breasts grew heavy, her nipples pinched tight. The rigid bar pressing at her belly told her the paparazzi was the farthest thing from Jax’s mind. “You did?” she whispered, smoothing her hands up his chest, over his shoulders and into the hair at his nape. “And why’s that exactly?”
“So we could do this,” he whispered back.
He closed the minute distance between their lips and kissed her.
“And this,” he said when he tore his mouth from hers.
And with that, he pressed her back to the wall, unbuttoned her shirt and proceeded to make love to her.



Chapter Twelve
Nat refused to let him take her out to dinner after the zoo, refused to see him again for the rest of the weekend, in fact.
It didn’t help Carl Holston was waiting for them when they left the zoo by the back staff exit. In typical, obnoxious Holston fashion, the pap threw insults and slurs at them both, hoping for the kind of reaction he could sell for thousands of dollars.
“C’mon, Campbell,” the creep called. “Stick your tongue in her ear. Is she better than your last chick? Fucking hotter, that’s for sure. You knocked her up yet?”
Jax didn’t respond. Nor did Nat. Like a pro, she ignored the man even when he asked her how long she’d been sleeping with Jax, camera firing.
She stood beside Jax, her face composed, her gaze fixed on the distant Sydney skyline across the harbor as if the man didn’t exist.
“You the broad the Minister for the Arts and Culture was out with last night?” Holston asked her, firing away.
Nat ignored him.
“What’s it like juggling two men on the same night, eh?”
She didn’t bat an eye.
“Does the minister know you’re out with Campbell again?”
She studied the view before her, composed. Jax was impressed.
“Do you know Campbell screws women all over the world?”
Jax had never lost his temper with a member of the paparazzi before, but that last one… He turned to glare at Holston just as Bruce arrived. Thank God for good timing, because Jax was one more insulting question away from punching the bastard fucker out.
“In here, sir,” Bruce waved them over to the Aston Martin even as he fixed a stare on the paparazzo. “I’ll deal with this guy.”
“Fucking bodyguards,” Holston sneered, a second before scurrying away.
Bruce grunted. “I’ll run him off,” he said, giving his shoulders a roll. “I could do with the exercise.”
And with that, he followed Holston with a loping stride Jax could only label as gleeful.
Jax let out a wry snort. “I need to pay him more.”
“Probably.”
He turned to Nat, the ambiguous tone in her voice sending an unsettled tension through him. Had the pap freaked her out more than she was letting on? “Everything okay?”
She drew a slow breath, closed her eyes and then gave him a steady look. “I’ve got work to do. Stuff I should have done before now. Would you mind dropping me at home?”
The tension in his gut intensified. “Work?” He forced a mocking grin to his lips. “That sounds boring. How about we go out for dinner instead? You could call up one of your candidates from your list and invite them along, if you want.”
It was, to be honest, a desperate attempt to stave off what he feared was coming. Her leaving him.
He didn’t want that. Not at all.
She studied him for a second, a suspicious gleam in her eyes and then pulled her phone from her bag.
Without a word, she dialed a number, pressed her phone to her ear and waited.
So did Jax, his breath in his throat.
A few seconds later, without uttering a word, she returned her phone to her bag.
Fuck.
“I think it’s best you drop me off at my place, Jax,” she said. “I’m sure you’ve got commitments to attend to while you’re here. The movie premier couldn’t be the only thing your agent lined up for you.”
Jax ground his teeth. She was right, of course. His agent had arranged all manner of public appearances for the weekend, appearances Jax had vetoed after his first night with her.
He didn’t want to waste his time fluffing about with anyone else when he could be spending it with Nat.
He opened his mouth to tell her that and closed it again when his phone rang.
It was Pepper.
“Any chance you can give me an update, Jax?” Synergy’s manager asked, her New York accent all the more obvious to his ears after so many weeks back in Australia.
“You can’t rush perfection, Peps,” he answered, watching Nat as she once again withdrew her mobile from her bag.
“True,” Pepper conceded. “But I’ll give you the perfect kick up the ass if you take much longer.”
Jax laughed, all the while watching Nat.
Who was she talking to on her phone?
Why was she walking away from him?
Why did she look so tense?
It took a second before Jax realized Pepper was no longer talking to him.
“Pepper?”
The band’s manager laughed in his ear. “Why do I feel like the unflappable Jaxon Campbell is well and truly in a flap right now?”
Jax’s gut clenched. “Me? In a flap?”
Pepper snorted. “Yes, you. Here, Noah wants to talk to you.”
Before Jax could tell Pepper he really had to go, Synergy’s drummer was on the other end of the line. “Jax,” Noah burst out. “What the hell are you doing over there? Oh, and guess who wants to come to the opening of the bar? And did you see…”
Like it always did, the conversation with Noah jumped from topic to topic. Jax loved the drummer too much to shut him down, but damn, it was hard not to. Especially when, ten minutes later, he watched a taxi pull to a halt in the zoo parking area, a few metres away from where he stood next to the Aston Martin.
“Noah, dude,” he finally said, a prickling heat creeping over him as Nat walked toward to the waiting cab. “I’ve gotta go. Tell Pepper not to worry.”
If Noah answered, Jax didn’t hear him.
Ending the call, he tossed his mobile onto the Aston Martin’s front seat and ran after Nat. “Oi,” he called. “What the fuck?”
She grinned at him from the open passenger door. “Don’t get yourself into a tiz, Campbell. I’ve got work to do. A lot of it. I’ll see you Monday. With more names on my list.”
And with that, she closed the door and the taxi drove away.
He stood there in the empty parking area, shocked. And nervous.
When Bruce ambled back, the closest thing to a satisfied smile Jax had ever seen on his face, Jax did his best to not appear…in a flap.
It was tricky though. Because he was in a flap. He wanted Nat here with him.
He wanted to spend the weekend with her.
He wanted to spend…
The rest of your life with her?
“Let’s get out of here, Bruce,” he tossed over his shoulder as he dropped into the rental sports car.
He tried to call her numerous times over the weekend, but all he got was her message service, and there was only so many times a guy could ask a woman to call him before he had to admit she wasn’t going to.
Whatever was going on in Nat’s head, she wasn’t sharing it with him. It kind of pissed him off. Truth be known, he felt lost without her.
Lost. Ah, there’s that word Nick had used. Maybe he was right after all?
When the sun rose on Monday, Jax didn’t waste any time getting out of bed. A first for him. “See you Monday,” she’d said. Well, it was Monday. And he was going to see her.
Aware he was stupidly excited about getting to the Con ASAP, he forced himself to go to the Hyatt’s private gym and put in a solid forty minutes working out. Then he swam a dozen laps in the hotel’s pool. Then, thanks to his agent’s insistence, he filmed a live breakfast interview with the country’s leading morning news program where he talked about the search for a new lead singer for the band, who was going to be cast as him in the upcoming movie adaption of his autobiography and life after Nick Blackthorne. The whole time, however, his mind was on Nat.
Not sex with Nat. Just Nat. Wondering what she was doing, if she was wearing those boring conservative low heels at work again, if she was thinking about him.
By the time nine o’clock ticked over, he was ready to burst.
Leaving Bruce behind, he damn near ran from the television studio to the Aston Martin and broke more than one speed limit driving to the Con. He probably earned himself more than one red light camera fine, truth be known.
Didn’t matter.
He’d never been so impatient to see someone. He knew he should be impatient to see her because of the possible replacement options for Nick, that’s why he was here after all. But that wasn’t the case. He told himself he was impatient to see her because he wanted to press her against the door in her office and make her come so loudly the whole damn conservatorium heard. That wasn’t the reason either, although it was a damn arousing notion.
No, he was impatient to see her because after a whole twenty-four hours without seeing her, he didn’t want to go a minute longer without being in her company. In any capacity.
Fuck, was it possible to miss someone so badly in such a short time after so many years of not seeing them at all?
He didn’t allow himself to ponder that question. There was something unnerving about the answer waiting for him if he did.
Instead, he flung the Aston Martin into an empty space in the visitor’s parking area at the Con and made his way to Nat’s office, aware there was a spring in his step and a grin on his face.
Christ, it felt good.
He was two steps into Nat’s outer office when Dory stopped him.
“She’s in a meeting, Mr. Campbell.”
He came to a halt. “An important one?”
The little cutie with the pixie-like face nodded. “Very. The head of the board. He didn’t seem happy. I really don’t think you should interrupt this one.” A shifty smile pulled at the edges of her mouth. “Especially not like you did the last time you were here.”
Jax’s cock twitched at the memory of bringing Nat to an orgasm while he hid under her desk only two days ago. He shifted on his feet, a strange mix of ego, delight and irritation threading through him. He’d waited since Saturday to see her. Was he really going to let a pretentious wanker in a suit make him wait any longer? Was he? He was Jaxon Campbell, after all.
He thought about how Nat would react to him walking in there. How she’d look at him. What she’d think about him.
“I’ll wait,” he said, smiling at the door. Holy crap. He was waiting. Who’da thunk it?
“I fear it’s going to be a long one,” Dory’s voice drew his attention from the door. “She asked me to block out the first two hours of her morning, and she has another meeting after that. With the Minister for the Arts and Culture.” She ran a long, slow gaze over Jax, touching the tip of her tongue to her top lip. “Is there anything I can do for you while you wait?”
Jax didn’t miss the suggestive innuendo in her question. Nor the open invitation in her eyes. He’d had a lifetime of such suggestions and invitations, after all. Groupies were, if nothing else, not shy about coming forward.
“Anything at all,” Dory said, stroking her fingertips down the impressive cleft of her very visible cleavage.
Jax watched her, a thick knot twisting in his gut. Dory was a petite bundle of deliciousness, the kind of woman he suspected would go wild in the sack. And yet standing here, with her offer so plainly hanging between them, Jax had no inclination whatsoever to accept it.
None at all.
A soft grunt escaped him, part surprise, part happiness. “I think,” he said, heart fast, body thrumming, “I might go for a wander around the Con.”
And before Dory could offer to come with him, he turned and strode through the door.
He walked the hallways, talking to whoever stopped him. Some recognized him. He signed more than one guitar case, more than one text book. Posed for more than one photo. He laughed when a young woman, possibly eighteen maybe nineteen years old, told him her mum would absolutely die of envy knowing she’d met him. Of course, there was only one thing to do when told something like that. With the girl’s smartphone, he snapped a photo of himself giving her a kiss on the cheek and then told her to send it to her mum. She did, and Jax and her friends—plus a lecturer or two—stood in the hall, grinning like maniacs as they waited for the girl’s mum to respond.
Which she did. With a very succinct “ARE YOU FOR REAL???”
Laughing, Jax took the girl’s phone and called her mum back. “She is,” he said, when the mum answered it.
After a very animated conversation that mostly involved the mum apologizing for going all gushy—the words gushed into Jax’s ear no less—he’d handed the phone back to the student and continued to explore the Con.
He liked it here. The atmosphere in the place was incredible. The sense of timeless creativity and talent. The walls of the building radiated reverence and peace and serenity. Everywhere he went, the low hum of music danced over his senses, blending from exquisite cello solos, to angelic choir singing, to full classical orchestra performances. His body tingled, awash with a raw energy he hadn’t felt for a long time.
It was powerful. Potent.
Addictive and wonderful.
Damn, he’d forgotten the pure simplicity of playing music just for the love of it. It was incredible.
Inspiring.
Who knows how many minutes had passed when the sound of a guitar playing somewhere nearby caught Jax’s attention. Not just playing any old song, but Nick’s mega hit, “Whispers in the Night”.
He stopped. Pricked his ears. Listened.
Damn, whoever was playing the guitar knew his stuff. It could have been Nick playing, it was that good.
Hurrying along the hallway, Jax sought out the room in which the guitarist was playing.
He let out a laugh when he found it.
“Ahh, I should have guessed,” he said, leaning against the doorframe of what looked like a small rehearsal room to grin at Josh Blackthorne.
Josh snapped his head up from the guitar, guilty dismay and shock registering on his face for a moment—a face so like Nick’s it was a little freaky. “Oh, hey, Jax,” he said, resting his forearms on the guitar and giving Jax a wide smile. “Busted, eh?”
Jax pushed himself off the doorjamb and ambled into the room, past the chairs and empty music stands scattered about the floor space until he reached Josh. “Busted?” he asked, dropping into the seat closest to where Josh sat perched on a stool.
Nick’s son let out a wry chuckle. “I don’t tend to let people hear me play Dad’s music here. Hard to live up to the legacy, I guess.”
Jax studied the young man, unable to miss the belittling tone in Josh’s voice. “I don’t think you’ve got anything to be ashamed of, Josh. What I just heard was incredible.”
Josh shrugged. “It was all right, I guess.”
“Fuck all right,” Jax burst out. “You could leave your old man for dead.”
With another shrug, Josh scratched at the side of his nose with his thumb. “Yeah, he says the same.”
There it was again. A disparaging note in Josh’s voice.
Jax narrowed his eyes. He’d never really thought about Nick and Josh’s situation before. What it must have been like to discover his father was the biggest rock star on the planet? What must it be like now, to be his son, following a musical path after his true love was taken from him?
How much would that suck? Being compared constantly to an incomparable man?
Casting a look around the rehearsal room, he spied the grand piano tucked away in the far corner. He rose from his chair, crossed to it and opened the fall to reveal the keys beneath.
It was an old Bosendorfer, the keys made from traditional elephant-tusk ivory. He skimmed his fingertips across their surface, a little shiver of anticipation flowing through him at the contact. “Wanna play something with me?” he asked, giving Josh a very casual glance over his shoulder.
Josh frowned. “Really?”
Jax shrugged. “Sure. Why not? I’m waiting for Ms. Thorton to finish with a meeting and it’s been a while since I fooled around on a piano.”
Okay, so he’d fooled around on a piano only two nights ago, in more ways than one, but Josh didn’t need to know that.
“And it’s been way too long since I jammed with someone who knew how to play ‘Whispers in the Night’ like you just did.” He returned his focus to the piano’s keys, keeping his voice casual. “Strings keeps fucking up in the chorus riff, Levistan can only play the bass parts—you know what bass players are like—and Noah…well, the drummer boy plays a great backbone, but damn, it’d be good to really play the song, get to the guts of it.” Tossing another glance over his shoulder at Josh, he grinned. “Know what I mean?”
“Hell, yeah.” Josh nodded, shifting on the edge of his stool.
Jax pivoted on his heel and dumped himself onto the piano stool. “Let’s rock out with our cocks out, shall we?” He smirked. “Figuratively speaking, of course.”
Josh shifted again on the stool, a cautious expression Jax recognized on his face. Nick had worn that same face often in the months after he’d left Lauren, like he was uncertain what he was meant to do. Like he was…rudderless.
Rudderless and lost.
“Are you sure?” Josh asked, his fingers stroking the strings of the acoustic guitar. Jax wondered if he was aware he was doing it. “I mean, I know I’m good, don’t get me wrong, but I’m not—”
“If you say you’re not your dad,” Jax interrupted him with a melodramatic point of the finger. “I’ll take that guitar of yours and brain you with it.”
Josh laughed. “Bloody rock stars.” He rolled his eyes. “Think they can do whatever they want to a guitar and get away with it.”
Jax smirked again. “You should see what I used to do to my keyboards when I was out of it. Now stop fucking about so we can let it rip. Just you and me. ‘Whispers in the Night’ okay? Or do you want to try something else?”
Without hesitation, Josh adjusted the guitar on his lap, fixed the strap around his shoulders and perched closer to the edge of the stool, planting one foot on the ground. “‘Whispers’ is great. It’s my favourite Blackthorne song.”
For a second, Jax was overcome by just how much Josh looked like his dad, the way he sat on the stool, the unkempt hair, the fire burning inside him at the thought of making music.
His head swum. A tickling idea itched at the back of his mind. A prickling sensation washed over him.
And then Josh began to play, plucking out the notes of the song Nick had written about Lauren, Josh’s mother, about how much Nick regretted walking away from her, losing her, how much he ached for her every minute of every day. Suddenly nothing else mattered for Jax anymore but the music.
They played together, moving from one Nick Blackthorne song to another. Neither sang. Neither gave voice to the lyrics of the songs. It was just music. Just the power of the guitar and the piano. It filled the small room, a living pulse of evocative sound.
Jax gave himself over to it completely. Lost himself to it and the familiar fantasy that Nat was here. Listening.
Guiding him so he wasn’t lost anymore.
As the last note of “A Woman Called Heartbreak” faded from Josh’s guitar, Jax lifted his head and drew a slow breath.
Christ, he got it now. He understood. Nick was right all along. He was—
The sound of someone clapping in the room snapped open his eyes.
He jerked his head around, his heart slamming hard and fast into his throat. “Boxhead,” he murmured, staring at Nat where she sat in one of the scattered seats halfway back in the room.
She smiled at him and crossed her leg over her knee.
Jax dropped his gaze to her feet, his heart skipping over itself again at the sight of a very sexy, very un-deanish pair of cherry-red six-inch stilettos.
His cock throbbed in his jeans. His breath caught in his throat.
Fuck. Yeah.
“Ms. Thorton,” Josh said, all the confidence of his playing, the surety, gone. He flicked a look at Jax before rising to his feet and ducking his head. “I…we were…”
“Shouldn’t you be in Compositional Elements with Professor Davis?” Nat asked, her tone warm but reproachful.
Josh nodded. “Yeah.”
He turned to Jax again, a small smile curling at his lips. “That was fucking incredible, dude. Thanks.”
Jax shook his head. “It’s me thanking you, Josh. Don’t ever think you’re not as talented as your dad playing the guitar. ’Cause, I’m telling you, I’ve been playing with your old man for over twenty years now and he isn’t half as good as you are.”
Josh stared at him.
“No bullshit,” Jax said.
“Josh?” Nat’s soft voice sounded in the silence. “Compositional Elements?”
Josh frowned at Jax, a frown that turned into a smile Jax could only describe as relieved. He nodded and then, with a quick, “Sorry, Ms. Thorton,” to Nat, hurried from the room, his limp more obvious with his speed.
Jax watched him go, chest tight. “Jesus,” he muttered when Josh left the rehearsal room.
Nat rose to her feet, crossed to the door and closed it. “Told you he was incredible,” she said, her hand moving over the doorknob.
“You’re right,” Jax shifted on the seat, watching her.
She looked amazing. But then she always did. It wasn’t just the heels. It was everything. The way her tailored skirt hugged her exquisite posterior and hips. The way her hair hung in a tousled curtain of dark waves down her back. The way she turned to face him, lips parted, chest heaving.
“He’s wasted here,” she said, leaning back against the door. “I know it. His lecturers know it. Most of the other students know it. Even the ones not remotely interested in popular music.” She pushed herself from the door and walked toward him, hips swaying, gaze holding his. “Maybe now…”
Jax pulled in a slow breath, watching her weave through the chairs and music stands. Every nerve ending in his body, every fibre of his existence was tuned in to her. Aware of her.
Aching for her.
She stopped directly in front of him, so close the inside of his knees brushed the outside of her thighs.
“Maybe now he’ll know it as well,” she finished, her voice a husky rasp.
He stared into her eyes, searching for the desire for him he knew he’d find.
They’d never lacked desire. Never lacked carnal wants. Together, they never lacked anything. Not even direction.
When he was with her, truly with her in every sense, he’d never ever been lost.
Ever.
His heart thumped hard. His breath caught.
His cock pulsed.
Fuck, he got it now. Understood it completely. Without her, he’d been lost. And he never wanted to be lost or rudderless again.
He smoothed his hands up the back of her thighs, pulling her closer to him even as he moved forward on the end of the piano stool. Drawing her into the V of his legs. Needing her. Wanting to feel the heat of her body seep into his. Wanting to breathe in her scent. Wanting to taste her lips, her pleasure…
Wanting her.
He gazed up at her, his palms skimming over her butt. “Nat…”
She lowered her head to his, the silken strands of her hair tumbling over her shoulder to frame their faces, her fingers touching his cheeks with gentle reverence. “Make love to me, Jax,” she whispered. “Right here. The acoustics are amazing, the room is soundproof, the door is locked and there’s not a single class or group scheduled to be in here for the rest of the day.” She traced his bottom lip with her thumb. “Make love to me now. Because be fucked if I can wait any longer. The last twenty-four hours without you have been—”
He fisted a hand in her hair and crushed her lips with his.
She moaned into the savage kiss, her nails scraping at his face before moving to the neckline of his shirt and tearing it open.
Buttons struck the piano. The soft sound reverberated around the room, amplified by the custom-built acoustics of the rehearsal space. He groaned, squeezing her arse as she yanked his shirt open farther and dragged her nails over his nipples.
She broke their kiss, arching a little before returning her mouth to his.
He met her hungry intensity, nipping at her lips with increasing frenzy, working his hands underneath the snug torso of her tailored jacket.
With a shaky chuckle, she pulled away, gazing down at him as she released the row of buttons until her jacket hung open.
He slipped his hands between the satin-lined material and her ribcage, the soft silk of her shirt a frustrating caress against his palm. “I want you naked,” he complained, exploring her ribs, her breasts with his right hand even as he kneaded her butt with his left.
Raw desire flared in her grey eyes. “Then make me naked,” she instructed.
He released the top button of her shirt. The next. The next.
The silk—a deep-emerald green—parted, revealing the heavy swell of her glorious breasts encased in a black lace bra.
He flattened a hand to the small of her back and yanked her forward, back between his legs, capturing a puckered nipple between his teeth.
She hissed. Scored her nails over his scalp. Threw back her head and rolled her hips forward.
He sucked deeper on her breast, the lace of her bra rough against his lips and tongue, an erotic friction he both loved and despised.
Moving his mouth to her other breast, he did the same to its willing tip, biting first on her nipple before suckling it past his lips and onto his tongue.
“How do you do that?” Nat exclaimed on a hitching cry, her legs shaking against his thighs. “How do you suck my tits like that? It’s so good.” She rubbed the curve of her sex to his belly, scraping her nails through his hair. “So good I could almost come.”
Her confession, uttered with delighted exasperation, sent fresh licks of tight heat into Jax’s groin. He pulled away from her breast, sucking on her flesh as he did so until her nipple popped from his mouth.
She groaned, the sound guttural and throaty. “Fuck, you bastard. You stopped.”
He laughed, skimming a palm up her belly to the chasm of her cleavage. “Not stopping. Just doing this.” He hooked his fingers under the edge of her lacy bra cup and yanked it sideways, releasing her breast.
She cried out her approval. And again when he claimed the newly exposed nipple with his lips and teeth and tongue.
He worshipped her breast, its lush softness against his lips and chin sublime in its perfection. When he removed the lace covering her other breasts and pushed both the mounds of flesh together, licking one nipple and then the other with quick, fierce strokes of his tongue, she raked at the back of his neck, her pleas for more hoarse.
Rising to his feet, he shoved her jacket from her shoulders and tugged the hem of her shirt free of her skirt’s waistband.
She shuddered, her belly hitching, her breath ragged.
“Are you sure?” he asked, forcing himself to lift his stare from the sight of her breasts framed by the bunched lace of her bra. This was her place of work after all. And she was the dean. He didn’t want to put her career, her job in jeopardy.
And yet if she said no, if she told him to stop…fuck, he didn’t think he could. Not now. Not knowing what he did. Not after finally realizing, too many years too late, what she meant to him. Really meant to him.
“Are you sure?” he repeated, stroking his thumbs over the side swell of her breasts.
She nodded. “I couldn’t be surer.”
He snaked his hands behind her, found the zip of her skirt and lowered it, gazing into her face the whole time.
Her skirt shimmied down over her hips, pooling at her feet. She shifted slightly, stepping out of the material and pushing it away with the toe of one cherry-red stiletto.
Jax ran his stare over her body, his cock throbbing at what he saw.
She stood before him, the skimpy lace triangle of her G-string covering her pussy, lace-topped suspender-less stockings covering her long legs, her open shirt hanging from her shoulders in the most seductive way, like an emerald frame of silk either side of her full, round breasts still cupped by the underwire of her bra.
“Jesus, Nat…” His mouth went dry. His cock pulsed. “You are the most gorgeous, beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”
She smiled. “Thank you.”
He reached out a tender hand, tracing the five notes tattooed near her sex. “Tell me what they play?”
She closed her eyes. “You’ll laugh at me.”
He shook his head, body thrumming. The scent of her pleasure filled his very breath. Her heat radiated from her. Fuck, he needed to be inside her soon. Otherwise, he’d fucking come in his jeans. “I won’t,” he promised, the words raspy.
Her breasts rose and fell as she pulled a slow breath and then opened her eyes and looked at him, her gaze steady. Direct.
Vulnerable.
“They were the first five notes of a love song I was writing for you between classes, back when we’d first moved in together,” she said, her voice husky. “I’d had the foolish notion it would one day be our wedding song.”
Jax’s heart stopped. His blood roared in his ears. He swallowed, his cock no longer hard but a rigid pole of agony and arousal.
A shy chuckle fell from her lips. “I got it done on the morning of the day we…we separated. It was meant to be a surprise, but you never got the chance to—”
He yanked her to his body and crushed her lips, unable to hold off any longer. Kissed her, ravished her mouth.
She returned his wild passion, fumbling with his belt, his fly. Undoing his jeans until his cock sprang free, jutting upright.
She dropped to her knees, took him in her mouth, sucked his length, licked it. He groaned, a ripple of searing tension blooming at the base of his spine.
Fisting his hand in her hair, he tugged her to her feet, assaulting her mouth again as he toed off his boots and shoved his jeans down his legs.
She took his cock in her hand, pumped his length. Kneaded his balls. Dragged her lips down over his chin, his throat. Captured a nipple and sucked.
He let out a strangled shout, the painful pleasure filling his dick with molten urgency.
Not long now.
“Fuck,” he rasped, staring at the ceiling as if he could see the sublime sounds of their moans and cries rising to it. “Fuck, Nat, I need to be inside you.”
He lowered his head, snared her chin in a firm grip and slashed his tongue into her mouth, thrusting his hips forward, grinding his cock to her belly.
“Now,” he damn near growled, squeezing her butt cheek as he pulled her harder to his groin. “Or I’ll come all over you and the floor.”
She laughed, her eyes hazy with lust and pleasure, her breath shallow. She stepped away from him, moving to the side of the baby grand. She bent over it, spread her legs, arched her back, her butt facing him, her pussy glistening with her juices. “What are you waiting for, Campbell?” she asked over her shoulder, lips curling.
He moved. Fast. Grabbed her wrist and spun her around. “I want to see your face when we come, gorgeous,” he murmured. “I want to look into your eyes and drown in the pleasure I see there. Our pleasure. Pleasure only we can give each other. Pleasure only we create in each other.”
She closed her eyes with a whimper. A tormented frown pulled at her eyebrows. “Christ, Jax…” She opened her eyes and looked up at him. “I want that as well. So much.”
Heart wild, blood on fire, he scooped her up from the floor and deposited her on top of the baby grand. He parted her thighs and licked her pussy in two slow, lingering strokes before moving to the stool and crawling onto the top with her.
He moved over her. Pressed her to the piano’s smooth, glossed surface. Slid into her tight, wet heat. Buried himself inside her to the hilt.
Possessed her.
Not fucking her, but making love to her. Gazing down into her eyes as he made love to her.
Love.
Because he did. He loved her.
There was no denying it anymore. No pretending he didn’t.
He loved her.
And he was going to spend the rest of forever doing everything he could to show her that. Every minute with her proving she was more than just the best sex of his life. Every minute proving those notes she’d inked into her skin weren’t a foolish notion, but a beautiful possibility.
And hopefully, if he was fucking lucky, she’d never tell him it was time for him to go again.



Chapter Thirteen
For the next two weeks, Jax refused to look at any of the suggestions she presented to him for Nick’s replacement.
Nat didn’t know what to do. Didn’t know whether to hit him or drown in the absolute pleasure of being with him.
It wasn’t that he was dismissing the suggestions she made. He just wasn’t interested in even knowing about them. It didn’t matter how many times she brought the subject up, which she did every time she saw him—every single day and night—he either ended the topic by stripping her naked and fucking her senseless regardless of where they were. Inside the ladies loo in Sydney’s most exclusive restaurant had been the most exhilarating. Or he silenced her with a bone-melting, lingering kiss and changed the subject.
For two weeks, it seemed he was less interested in finding a new lead singer for Synergy and more interested in being with her in any and every way imaginable. If she didn’t know Jax better, she’d think he was in love with her.
Which was lunacy. He was Jaxon Campbell after all. Jax didn’t do love. Jax did sex.
But damn, the last two weeks were so much more than sex.
Two weeks of dinner dates. Two weeks of bringing her picnic lunches. Two weeks of taking her to art galleries and concert performances. Two weeks of relaxed conversation about mundane things and spirited discussion about the state of the world.
Two weeks of love-making and hand holding and walks on the beach and everything wonderful and amazing and, goddamn him, perfect.
Try as hard as she could—and she was trying damn hard—she could no longer deny he was wearing down her defenses, her resistance. Not her sexual resistance, but her emotional conflict. Hell, he only had to skim a hand up the inside of her thigh and she was his, lost to her desire for him.
It was as if he’d come back into her life not with the purpose of finding a new singer for the band, but to seduce her. To make her want him more than it was humanly possible. Make her need him in her life.
For fourteen days, she tried to keep the real reason for him being in Sydney front and centre with little luck.
He just didn’t seem interested in finding a new singer. He only seemed interested in her.
That made no sense at all.
She’d heard him talk to the band on the phone about the song and the studio’s deadline for its completion. She’d heard him brush off the concerns of whoever was on the other end of the connection with casual ease, laughing at their stress.
“It’s all good,” he said often. “I trust Boxhead to come through with the right person.”
Every time she heard him make that claim, she reminded him he hadn’t listened to or even met any of her suggestions, a fact he also brushed off with a wave of his hand and a wink. “Don’t stress it, Nat. I have faith in you.”
It was that faith, and the way she was growing to hunger their time together, that was worrying her.
Determined to return to the original reason for their interactions, she decided to attempt subterfuge.
She dragged him to rehearsal room four with the sole intention of forcing him to listen to one of her candidates, a final-year singing student who thankfully was not aware of his reason for being called out of class.
Before Nat knew it, Jax struck up a conversation with the suddenly star-struck singer about the Sydney soccer team’s chances now Josh Blackthorne was no longer their key striker. He signed the young man’s guitar case and sent him on his way without ever hearing a note sung.
She turned to Jax to berate him, but as always, he stole her frustrated confusion and anger with his lips and tongue.
They made love right there on the floor of rehearsal room four, the same room they’d made love on the grand piano fourteen days ago. Jax brought her to orgasm twice with his mouth and fingers before, murmuring her name over and over, sank his length into her more-than-ready sex and coming with her as she climaxed a third time.
When they left the room an hour later, Bruce was waiting for them opposite the door, a rare smile curling his lips.
“Jesus,” she muttered, cheeks hot, tummy clenching. “How many times has your bodyguard heard me orgasm in the last two weeks?”
“I thought you told me that room is sound proof?” Jax said, threading his fingers through hers as they walked away, Bruce a few steps behind.
She whacked his stomach with the back of her hand. “That’s not the point.”
Jax laughed. “I’ve lost count. He must like you though.”
She flicked him a quick sideways glance. “Why’s that?”
“I’ve never seen him smile before.” A comical frown creased his forehead. “Ever, now I think about it.”
Nat had rolled her eyes. “Idiot.”
He pulled her closer to his side and kissed her temple. “I can understand though,” he murmured, lips caressing her skin. “I kinda like you as well.”
His proclamation filled her with such warm happiness she was barely able to draw breath as he walked her back to her office to take his leave of her for the rest of the day with a promise to collect her from work when she was finished.
He did just that very thing and was waiting for her in the Con car park beside the sleek Aston Martin. He smiled at her as she walked toward him, smoothed his hands around her hips and brushed his lips over hers before telling her he was starving.
They ate dinner at a crowded café close to the Con, swapping stories about famous people they interacted with, embarrassing situations they’d found themselves in. She told him about getting the job of dean, how her appointment had sent shockwaves through both the Australian music world and university education community. It wasn’t every day a youngish woman was awarded such a prestigious role, especially one who didn’t have political connections.
“I got the job entirely on my merits,” she said, an innate sense of pride flowing through her. “On my teaching success. And have spent all the years since making my doubters eat crow.”
He laughed. “Why do I have no trouble picturing that?”
Her answering grin was wide. “Because you know me well?”
“Better than anyone else in your life,” he murmured.
She wanted to ask him why he was so sure. Wanted to tell him he was wrong, but he wasn’t. He did know her better than anyone else. Which should have unnerved her, given how long he’d been out of her life and how much she’d changed since they’d parted ways, but it didn’t. Instead, it made her feel…
Happy. Gloriously, giddily happy.
Even when two women approached and identified themselves as Jaxonfire groupies, suggesting—right in front of Nat—a threesome, she didn’t bat an eye.
Because she knew he wouldn’t desert her for the groupies. Knew he was with her.
And he didn’t desert her. He laughed off the women with a wink, that patented Jaxon Campbell smirk and a firm, “No thanks,” before turning back to her and resuming their conversation about the music industry’s deplorable sexualisation of young female singers in the current pop charts.
They returned to his hotel suite after dinner and made love on the bed, in the shower, on the baby grand piano. They curled up and watched an old Matt Damon movie and then made love again. And she didn’t care when she woke in the morning still wrapped in his arms.
Didn’t care at all. The complete opposite in fact. It was wonderful.
Blissful.
She slipped from his arms and took a quick shower. After a rather laughable attempt to make herself look half decent in her lust-discarded clothes, she kissed him on the lips, snickered at his sleepy command that she come back to bed and then rushed to work.
Thank God, a taxi was quick to flag and the traffic nice to her.
Giving Dory a quick wave as she strode to her office, she ran her hands over her crumpled suit pants. She really should have woken earlier this morning. Gone home before coming to work. Changed into something more appropriate. People were going to talk. If they weren’t already.
Her belly fluttered with rebellious delight. Screw them. What she was doing with Jax didn’t impact on her job. And it was going to be over soon, if she could ever get him to actually listen to any of her selected candidates.
Rounding her desk, she dumped her handbag on the floor beside her seat and prepared to sit.
The first thing she saw on the polished mahogany surface—no doubt placed there for her by Dory—was a note from the chairman of the Con’s board, requesting a meeting ASAP.
The second thing was a magazine, one of those trashy gossip magazines, with an image of her, Jax and Jeremy on the cover, under the heading: Love Triangle Sounds Off-Key.
She looked at both and grinned, the rebellious delight in her tummy blooming into wicked joy. She’d known a life with Jax was never going to be boring. Looks like it had already be—
She froze, her bottom halfway toward the cushioned seat of her chair, the sounds of Dory typing up something on the laptop in the outer office doing nothing to smother the rapid pounding of Nat’s heart in her ears.
Cold realization crashed over her like a shower of icy pinpricks inside and out.
A life with Jax?
She blinked, staring at the magazine without really seeing it.
Oh God, what the hell was she thinking? A life with Jax? Was she insane? Damn it, had she gone and done exactly what she’d told herself she wouldn’t? Had she fallen in love with the bastard? The very bastard who’d shrugged off their first relationship and stolen her AC/DC record without a backward glance?
Had she?
Had she?
Lowering her butt to her seat completely, she pressed her palms to the smooth surface of her desk and drew a slow breath.
She thought about her behavior, her attitude toward everything—the potential backlash from the board, the ridiculous attention from the media—and let out a strangled whimper.
Oh fuck, she had. She’d fallen in love with Jaxon Campbell.
Which was the most ridiculous, clichéd, woeful thing she’d ever done.
Closing her eyes, she pressed her palm to her lips. Prickling heat crept over her, replacing the chill of her horrifying realization. Her belly rolled. Oh God, she was in love with him. She’d told herself she wouldn’t let this happen. Told herself it was only ever allowed to be sex, and here she was, imagining a future with him, enjoying being with him on every level when they were together, not just a sexual one. Thinking about him with a dopey smile on her face when they weren’t together.
Damn it, when had this happened? How had this happened? She’d been so adamant. So determined. She wasn’t going to fall in love with him. They weren’t meant to be a real couple. They weren’t.
More to the point, what did she do about it?
“End it,” she muttered, a sick weight settling low in the pit of her belly. “Bring it to an end now. Before you make a fool of yourself and he takes off again with something more important than a record.”
Opening her eyes, her stomach a broiling mess, she woke up her office computer and pulled up the details of the only serious replacement for Nick Blackthorne she could think of.
She stared at the screen, looking at the student there. “You better not say no,” she whispered. “After all the orgasms I’ve wasted…”
The mocking statement died in her throat. The orgasms Jax had given her could never be considered wasteful, no matter how much of her heart and soul she’d lost to him with each one. She would draw on the memory of those orgasms, of him, long after he’d left. Long after the band, Synergy—with its new front man—had rocked the world again.
Long after Jax returned to his wild Jaxon Campbell sex-maniac ways.
Hitting the print shortcut on her computer’s keyboard, she stared blankly at the screen a while longer, allowing herself one last, long tormenting thought of Jax.
And then she shut him from her mind completely and turned her full attention to work. The Dean of the Sydney Conservatorium of Music’s job was never done, after all.
Six hours later, when Jax wandered into her office, long, lean legs snugged in black leather, sinewy torso wrapped in a black T-shirt and faded denim jacket, his smile relaxed and playful, she was ready.
“Hey, Boxhead.” He crossed to the seat in front of her desk and flopped into it, lacing his hands behind his head. “You finished soon? I’ve got something special planned for the evening.”
Drawing a slow, steadying breath, she threaded her fingers together on her desk and schooled her expression to one of patient calm. “I’ve other plans tonight, Jax.”
His eyebrows shot up his forehead. “Fuck off.”
A lump grew hot and fat in Nat’s throat. “Yes. I’m going to the Prime Minister’s Ball this evening with Jeremy.”
The loose ease in Jax’s body vanished. “The Minister for Pictionary?”
Nat rearranged the papers on her desk. “If you recall, he extended the invitation while you were here in my office two weeks ago. As Dean, I would be remiss in not attending it with him.”
“While I was making you come from under the desk you mean?” A dark glint flashed in his eyes. “You know the mags are calling us a love triangle? You, me and the Minister. Apparently, he’s been telling people you two are serious. One coffee date and you’re serious. How’s that for deluded? Always knew politicians spun bullshit every time they opened their mouths. Add that to the pap images of you and I together shot over the last couple of weeks and the media is going crazy. My agent has been contacted more this last week for comments on the situation than she ever has for any band or book-related nonsense.”
Swallowing the lump threatening to choke her and cursing the nauseous churning in her stomach, Nat straightened the sheets of paper in front of her again. “I’m aware of the articles, Jax. And when I spoke to Jeremy today, I explained to him you’re just an old acquaintance I’ve been entertaining as a favour to Nick Blackthorne while you’re in the country.”
Jax’s eyes narrowed. A knot in his jaw bunched. “As a favour to Nick?”
Nat nodded. Oh Christ, she felt ill. “Speaking of Nick, I have my final suggestion for you for his replacement.” Plucking the top sheet of paper from her desk, she handed it to him. “These are his results and class progress so far. His voice and talent are beyond words,” she said as he took the sheet and regarded her with a confused frown. “He has the musical lineage and the rock-god attitude already, and as you know, he can play a guitar better than any student I’ve ever met, both currently studying and graduated.”
Jax lowered his attention to the paper in his hand and then looked at her again, his stare unreadable.
“With the right guidance,” she said, forcing her voice to remain professional, almost aloof, “and a few choice words from his father I think he will be perfect for Synergy.”
Jax studied her. “You’re really going out with the Minister this evening?”
Nat’s stomach twisted at the bewildered disbelief in his voice. “I am.” She shifted on her seat, perching herself on its edge, her pulse far too fast in her neck. She dropped a glance at the sheet in Jax’s hand. “Would you like his contact details?” she asked, refusing to acknowledge the guilt and ache in her chest. Leaning forward, she pressed the intercom button connecting her to the outer office. “Dory, can you bring me in a copy of Josh Blackthorne’s contact details, please?”
Body still, gaze level, Jax regarded her from across her desk. “I wasn’t hanging around for a name, Nat. I knew it was going to be Josh. I knew it had to be him the Monday we played together.”
She stared at him, the air around her a compressing heat. “So why were you hanging around? Why the fortnight of—”
“I was hanging around for you.”
Pain lanced at Nat’s heart.
He watched her, his Adam’s apple sliding up and down his throat. “You’re really going out with Craig tonight?”
She forced a tired sigh past her lips, refusing to surrender to the deluded fantasy of being with him. “Yes.”
His nostrils flared. “So after all this?” He swiped his finger back and forth between them. “What you and I have been doing for the last two weeks? What we’ve shared? It really was just sex?”
Her chest ached. Her breath scraped at her dry throat. “Did you think it was anything else?”
He didn’t reply. He just stared at her, his jaw bunched, the paper with Josh Blackthorne’s performance results and comments from lecturers sitting on the desk in front of him.
She pressed her palms to the tops of her thighs and swallowed. Waited for an answer she didn’t want to hear.
“No,” he finally said, his voice flat. Emotionless. He straightened to his feet. “Of course I didn’t. The notion of spending the rest of my life with you, of being in love with you, of hearing those five notes tattooed on your body played as you entered a church on our wedding day never crossed my mind. I never once thought how incredible and perfect it would be to grow old and grey and wrinkly with you. Never found myself daydreaming of having children with you and watching them grow up to be musical geniuses. Not at all. Not once.”
Nat stared at him, her heart a world of compressing agony.
Oh God, had he really been thinking all those things?
Did it matter?
He stood at her desk, hurt betrayal etched in his face.
“Jax…” she whispered, his name rough sandpaper in her throat. “Why…I can’t…” She paused.
Can’t what? Believe it?
“Josh Blackthorne’s contact details,” Dory’s chirpy voice cut the heavy silence. She damn near skipped into the room, flashing a coy sideways smile at Jax. “I was in bed with you last night.”
Nat’s stomach dropped.
“I mean I fell asleep listening to a Nick Blackthorne album.” Dory giggled. If Nat didn’t know Dory so well she’d hate her. “You’re an incredible musician. I’ve read articles comparing you to Ray Charles and Jordan Rudess. You’re sexier than both of them, though.”
Without breaking eye contact with Nat, Jax raised an eyebrow. “Is that so? I’ve heard I’m incredible as well. Especially to fall asleep with.”
Dory giggled again.
Tight pain shot through Nat’s chest.
“So that’s it?” Jax asked, unreadable gaze still holding hers. “We’re done here? Finished? You’ve given me what I want and I’ve given you what you want?”
Nat balled her fists on the tops of her thighs. She wanted to say no. Wanted to say she’d messed up. But he was Jax, and it seemed she was a chicken. “We’re finished,” she said, voice steady. “I know Josh will be a perfect fit for the Synergy.”
Jax’s nostrils flared. He studied her, nothing in his expression revealing what he was thinking. Nothing. Nat hated seeing him that way. It wasn’t Jax.
Say something. Tell him he can call you if he wants. Tell him you don’t mean it. Tell him you’re sorry. Tell him you love him. Tell him!
“Jax…” she began, every fibre and nerve ending in her body shearing apart with confused grief. “I…I can’t…”
With a barely audible growl, Jax nodded. “Fine. We’re finished. You won’t mind then if I take your assistant here—” he snaked his arm around Dory’s tiny waist and yanked her to his side, “—away? Show her just how…incredible I can be?”
Dory gaped at him with wide eyes, open excitement and undeniable desire on her face. “Me? Are you serious?”
Nat ground her teeth. Inside, she was dying. “Sure.” She waved a limp hand. A ball of sour grief burned in her throat. “She’s all yours.”
Dory swung to Nat, eyebrows high. “I can go early? Really?”
Nat’s smile for her assistant was brittle. “Of course, Dory. It is almost five after all.”
Jax laughed, the sound ribald devilry. “You’re giving her an early mark?” He buried his face in the side of Dory’s neck and she let out a surprised gasp, wriggling and giggling against his side. “How’s that for an early mark?”
Nat didn’t need to see the red mark on the side of Dory’s neck to know he’d given her a love bite.
“Let’s go, cutie,” Jax said, squeezing Dory’s backside.
Nat’s stomach rolled.
“Are you okay with this, Ms. Thorton?”
She drew a swift breath at her assistant’s laughing question. Smiled. More brittle than before. “Absolutely, Dory. Jax and I are just old friends.”
A heavy prickling sensation told her Jax was looking at her.
“Absolutely,” he echoed. “Nothing more.”
The words flayed at Nat’s sanity. As did Dory’s delighted squeal when Jax hooked his arm behind her knees and swung her feet up off the ground, his laugh low and thoroughly filthy. “Let’s go. There’s nothing else I need here.”
His stare connected with Nat’s for a brief moment, long enough for her to see the contempt in his eyes, and then he turned, carrying her assistant from her office.
He didn’t look back.
Nat sat at her desk, numb. Empty. Motionless.
It was only when she heard the outer office door open and close that she squeezed her eyes shut. Hot tears burned at the back of them. She blinked, refusing to let them fall.
Refusing to…to…what? Blame Jax for his actions? She’d caused this. All this. She couldn’t blame him. She was the one who had demanded sex for names. She was the one who had goaded him into pleasuring her.
She was the one who had let him back into her life, when she’d known damn well she didn’t have the strength or will power to survive him.
She was the one to blame for it all. What had she expected? For Jax to beg to be with her? Refuse to accept her dismissal?
“The least he could do,” she muttered, swiping at her eyes with the back of her hands, “was give me my AC/DC record back.”
It was meant to be a joke, a way to break the misery in her soul.
It was only when Nat heard the first raw sob tear from her throat that she realized it was something else entirely.
The final nail.
Jax was gone from her life. For good this time.
The darkening evening beyond her office window fifteen minutes later, told her she had to move. As did the shrill chirp of a text message on her phone.
Nose blocked from her unchecked, shameful tears, she scooped her bag from the floor and dug out her mobile.
Shall pick you up in thirty minutes, Natalie. May I say I am so very happy you are attending the PM’s ball with me. I hope—no, I know it will be the first of many events and moments we share.
xox
J.
Nat read the Minister for the Arts and Culture’s far from subtle message, the words blurred by her stupid tears.
“Okay.” A heavy sphere of pain sat where her heart used to be. “Okay. We’re done here. Time to get moving, Nat. Time to put the last two weeks behind you and move on. You’ve had your fun and look where it got you. It’s time to be the Dean of the Con again. Time to get back to reality.”
Refusing to sniff or sob again, she rose from her desk, collected her bag and walked from her office.
She had a ball to get to. With a lovely man who was funny and good looking and smart and didn’t sleep with groupies and whose job worked perfectly with hers and…and…who was nice…and…publically aware and…and…
“And who isn’t Jax,” she finished aloud, her voice cracking. “Goddamn it, who isn’t Jax.”



Chapter Fourteen
An hour into the Prime Minister’s Ball’s proceedings, Nat knew coming had been a mistake.
Pulling in a slow breath, she ran her palms down over her belly, looking about herself. There were more dignitaries—local and foreign—and influential people here in the Sydney Town Hall than she’d ever encountered in one location. Every one she’d met had been friendly and interesting to talk to. She’d had a lengthy conversation with the prime minister’s wife about the Australian opera scene and how the Con was integral to furthering its international acclaim. She’d discussed Chopin and hip-hop with the Ambassador for the U.S. and the role of Eminem in Australia’s popular culture with the CEO of Qantas. It was, for someone in her position, a dream.
And yet she knew it was all a farce. Not because she wasn’t capable of holding her own in such company, but because the man beside her for all those conversations and discussions was not the man she wanted beside her.
Pressing both hands to her belly again, the snug black satin of her evening gown like cool liquid against her palms, she flicked Jeremy a quick sideways glance.
When he’d collected her from her home, just under ninety minutes ago, she’d been struck by how handsome he looked in his tux. When he’d run his gaze over her, she hadn’t been able to miss his admiration and desire.
She’d offered him her cheek. He’d placed a chaste kiss on it, his lips lingering long enough to indicate to her chaste was not at all how he wanted to kiss her. He’d told her how beautiful she looked and presented her his elbow.
Proper and chivalrous and gentlemanly.
She should have melted into a puddle of blissful desire. What woman wouldn’t?
Should have. But didn’t.
Since he’d collected her from her place, she’d told herself to give it time. Time. He truly was good looking. And quick witted and knowledgeable and easy to talk to.
The perfect date.
Standing beside him now, she told herself the same thing. Despite her expectation he would leave her to talk politics with his peers, he’d stayed with her from the moment they entered the ball. Had seldom removed his palm from the small of her back. Had included her in every conversation he had, no matter who it was with.
The perfect date.
She’d heard more than one murmur of the potential of his political future as they moved around the hall, most including the words future prime minister. He was humble and sweet and attentive and she knew they looked good together. They’d been complimented on that very thing often, including from the PM himself, his wink to Jeremy encouraging.
Jeremy had ducked his head with a boyish smile and slid his hand a little farther up Nat’s back. Up. Not down. Not closer to her butt to give it a taunting squeeze.
She’d held her breath, waiting for something inside her to react. To tell her this wonderful, perfect man was the right man for her.
Even if only the right man for her right now.
An hour in, and she’d accepted the fact that something was never going to happen.
It was a mistake to be here with Jeremy. It was a mistake to let him believe there was any hope of there ever being anything between them. There wasn’t. There never would be.
Not when she was irrevocably in love with Jax.
Jax. Who she’d spurned only a few hours ago. Who’d left her office with another woman in his arms.
Nat caught her bottom lip with her teeth and drove her nails into her palm.
“Are you well, Natalie?” Jeremy’s low voice tickled her ear, his breath warm on the side of her neck. “You seem…distracted.”
She started, jerking her head around to give him a guilty stare. “I’m…”
She stopped, the word fine dying on her lips before she could utter it.
“It’s the rock star, isn’t it?” Jeremy said, his eyes direct behind the spotless lenses of his glasses. “Jaxon Campbell.”
At the sound of Jax’s name, Nat’s stomach twisted. Her chest clenched. Her throat grew thick. “I…I’m sorry, Jeremy.” The apology left her on a soft whisper.
He drew in a slow breath. Released it and then let out a wry chuckle. “I suspected I had no chance when you rescued him from that melee after we’d had coffee. When you saw him, even at a distance, you came alive.”
Nat’s breath caught in her throat. “Jeremy…”
The Minister for the Arts and Culture shook his head, his smile warm. “I’m not mad. Disappointed, yes, but not mad. I had hoped we would…” He chuckled again, the sound self-deprecating. “Well, you are aware of what I hoped for. And it wasn’t just a political move, Natalie, me wanting to be with you. It was because you are incredible.”
Heart racing, Nat raised her hand and placed it to Jeremy’s jaw. “I’m sorry,” she said again.
He leant forward and brushed his lips against hers. “I am too,” he whispered before stepping away from her.
She looked at him, guilt and grief and dejection wrapping her like a shroud. “I have to go.”
He nodded, his smile both kind and sad. “You do.”
Nat caught her bottom lip with her teeth again. She studied him and, hands resting on his shoulders, placed a chaste kiss on his cheek. “Minister,” she said as a goodbye.
“Dean Thorton,” he said in return.
She turned and weaved her way through the ball to the main exit, head roaring, heart a crashing tattoo in her chest.
Flagging a taxi, she climbed into the back and settled into her seat.
When she didn’t immediately provide an address, the driver twisted in his seat and cast her an impatient look. “Where to?”
The thought of going back to her place, to her empty house, chilled her. Made her belly roll. She needed to get her mind off her misery, off the woeful situation she’d brought upon herself.
“The Sydney Conservatorium of Music,” she answered. “Main building, please.”
With a grunt and a nod, the driver turned back to the wheel and swung out into the steady flow of Friday evening traffic.
Fifteen minutes later, Nat unlocked her office door and crossed to her desk.
She sat in her chair. Opened her laptop. Opened the most recent budget report and stared at it.
Beneath her desk, her feet encountered…nothing.
Nat closed her eyes. Unable to stop herself, she thought of Jax hiding under there, smoothing his palms up the inside of her thighs…making her come…grinning up at her when they were alone, the devilish delight in his eyes filling her with a wanton, happy thrill she’d missed more than she ever wanted to admit.
“Damn it,” she growled, slamming her laptop shut and jolting to her feet. First thing Monday she was getting a new desk. Hell, a new office. She couldn’t be in here anymore.
Not Monday. Not now.
She hurried from the room. She needed to clear her head. Go for a walk.
Reconnect with who she was—the dean. Not a lovesick teenager.
The Con’s silent hallways stretched around her, dark and serene. She wandered, not paying attention to where she was, just listening to her footfalls, her heartbeat, her breathing as she walked.
When she came to rehearsal room four, she stopped.
Her pulse pounded in her throat. Staring at the door, she shook her head. “You are such a masochist,” she muttered, a second before she opened the door and entered the room.
And stopped.
The muted spotlights were on, their warm glow illuminating the picnic blanket laid flat on the floor beside the baby grand piano. On the blanket sat a wicker picnic basket, two white plastic plates, two plastic champagne flutes and a silver wine cooler in which sat an unopened bottle of Moët. The pool of water staining the red-checked blanket beneath the cooler told Nat the ice inside had long melted, condensation no doubt trickling down the silver cooler to seep into the material.
But it wasn’t any of those things that stole her breath. That ripped her chest open and squeezed her heart in a punishing grip.
It was the old-fashion portable record player sitting beside the champagne. And the AC/DC album resting against it, the five signatures scrawled on its cover clearly visible.
“I’ve got something special planned for the evening.”
Jax’s words from earlier that day, uttered with open happiness and teasing delight, came back to her. She stared at the AC/DC album, her AC/DC album, the air in the room crushing her. Pressing down on her.
He was going to give the album he’d taken from her back.
He was going to…
Stomach a hot mess of knots, she crossed to the picnic blanket, blinking a little as she stepped from the dark shadows of the room into the golden light falling over the picnic blanket.
Yes, it was her album. There was no denying it. The right top corner was a tad frayed from all the times she or Jax had parted the cardboard to slip the record inside out. Angus Young’s signature had that funny little wriggle in it where he’d been bumped by Brian Johnson as he was signing it. And there was her name, written by Phil Rudd, the band’s drummer on the top left of the cover.
Nat dropped to her knees and reached for the album, the satin of her evening gown pooling around her, her ribs straining against the boned corset.
She skimmed her fingertips over its surface, staring at it.
He’d planned to give her the album back. Planned to play it tonight while they ate a picnic dinner here in the rehearsal room. The same rehearsal room they’d…they’d…
“I’ve got something special planned for the evening.”
His words mocked her again.
A raw sob tore at the back of her throat. Hot tears stung at the back of her eyes. She touched the album cover again, letting her finger rest on the worn top right corner.
She could see him here, in her mind, setting it up, grinning that boyishly wonderful grin of his, most likely humming. Could see him standing back and checking it out before walking to her office to ask her when she was going to be finished. To tell her he had…
“Something special planned for the evening.”
She let out a ragged breath, a numb weight on her heart.
He’d planned to give the album back and make love to her right here, tonight. Maybe even tell her he loved her. He’d planned that. Jax who never really planned much of anything, who was led by his impulses and desires. He’d planned this, and instead he was now with Dory, probably having wild sex, probably making Dory scream with pleasure over and over because she, Nat, had rejected him.
“Damn you, Jax,” she muttered, the acoustics of the room catching her voice. Lifting it from her lips. “Why did you change the rules? I could have survived this all if I didn’t think you loved me, but now…”
She stopped, shook her head and dropped her face into her hands.
“But now what?”
Nat jerked her head up at the sound of Jax’s voice.
He emerged from the dark shadows at the back of the room, his eyes tormented. Haunted.
Nat stared at him. “Wh-why…what are you doing here?” The question left her on a croaky rasp.
“Why aren’t I with your assistant, do you mean?” he suggested, walking toward her. “Off somewhere being the sex-maniac rock star I am?”
Mouth dry, Nat nodded.
He stopped at the chair closest to the picnic blanket, his gaze holding hers. “Tell me why you’re not with the Minister for the Arts and Culture first. At the PM’s Ball.”
She drew a slow breath, every nerve ending thrumming, every molecule in her body aching for him. “Because the minister is not the man I want to be with.”
An unreadable emotion flared in Jax’s dark eyes. “Who do you want to be with, Nat?”
“A sex-maniac rock star,” she answered.
His jaw bunched. “Why the change of heart? I need to know. Only a few hours ago you wanted none of me.”
She swallowed, stomach churning. “Because you make me feel alive. Because you stop me from being so tightly wound, so constrained and proper. Because you make me believe there’s room in my life for fun and impulsiveness and mischief and that it’s okay to just run with what you’re feeling every now and again. Because you make me laugh and you make me happy and you make me horny.” She stopped, closing her eyes as the memory of every orgasm he’d given her in the last two weeks rolled through her. Warmed her. “Fuck, you make me horny. Really horny.”
She opened her eyes, looking up at him. Aching for him. “Now. Your turn. What are you doing here? At the Con? Why aren’t you off with Dory?”
He sat motionless, elbows resting on his knees, regarding her with those dark eyes of his. “Because five minutes out of your office, the very thought of making love to anyone else apart from you made me sick. Like, physically sick. I thought I was going to hurl. I love you, Boxhead. I always have. It just took way too many years of empty, meaningless sex for me to realize it.”
Nat’s heart thumped faster. She opened her mouth to tell him she loved him as well and froze when he shook his head and held up one hand to stop her.
“I’ve spent a fucking lot of hours these last two weeks thinking about what a life with you would be like,” he went on, his voice strained. “How wonderful it would be. It was pretty fucking incredible twenty-one years ago, and that was before the notion of love even entered our minds. I’ve spent nights watching you as you slept in my arms, imagining how wonderful being with you for forever would be, and sick with dread at the thought of a life without you. I’ve done the meaningless, superficial thing, Nat, and I don’t want to do it again. I’m a better man when I’m with you. I know that sounds clichéd, but it’s true. But here’s the thing. I’m terrified I’m not good enough for you. How could I be? I’m just a tosser who can play a keyboard well and knows how to hold a note. I’ve done little with my life but fuck my way around the world and sing songs mostly written by other people. You’re the dean of the most prestigious school for music in Australia. You’ve got degrees coming out of your arse. People respect you. Need you.”
He scrunched up his face, turning away from her as he raked his hands through his hair.
“How could I possibly be worthy of you?” he asked, staring at the darkness outside the spotlights.
Throat tight, Nat rose to her feet and closed the small distance between them. She lowered herself to the floor between his knees and looked up at him. “Love is not worth, Jax. And I love you. But the answer to your question, about how you could possibly be worthy of me is simple. Because you are Jax Campbell.” She slid her palms up his shins, over his knees to the tops of his thighs.
He turned back to her, heartache and hope shining in his eyes. “And?” he asked, his voice low.
She smiled. “And you tattooed a woman with a box for a head on your butt.”
He laughed, lowered his face to hers and kissed her. He swept his tongue into her mouth, claimed hers. He buried his hands in her hair.
She kissed him back, rapture and pleasure and sheer joy washing over her. Consuming her. Searing away her grief.
A lifetime later—or maybe only five minutes, she didn’t know or care—Jax raised his head from hers and gazed down into her face. “I’m pretty fucking certain I need to make love to you now, Natalie Thorton. What are the chances of the cleaning staff coming along and busting us?”
She laughed, her pussy throbbing, her heart singing. “Pretty fucking high, to be honest.”
He grinned. “Perfect.”
He captured her lips again, his kiss wilder this time. Hungrier.
And then he broke away with a muttered curse. “Fuck.” He pulled back from her, shoving his hand into the back pocket of his jeans. “Give me a sec. There’s something I forgot to do.”
He pulled his phone free of his pocket, swiped his thumb over its screen, tapped on it three times and then raised it to his ear, his expression set. Determined.
Nat watched him, belly fluttering.
His gaze found hers a second before he straightened on the seat and grinned.
“Strings,” he said into his phone. “Get the guys together and get your arses to Australia. I’ve found our new front man.” He dropped her a quick wink. “And you’re never going to believe who it is.”



Epilogue
A hint of spring danced on the soft breeze blowing across Sydney Harbour. It turned the evening air to a teasing caress that played with Jax’s hair and tugged at the pants of his tux as he climbed the steps of Sydney’s famous Opera House.
He tightened his grip on the woman’s hand at his side, smiling at the media and paparazzi gathered on either side of the red carpet leading up to the Opera House.
“There they are,” Nat said, pointing to a group of people standing at the top of the flight of steps. Four men and three women, all dressed in exquisite finery, even the man with the black leather cowboy hat pulled low over his face.
Jax laughed. “Strings seems to be barely tolerating the photographers. Think we better hurry up so he doesn’t put his cranky pants on.”
Nat grinned. “You’ve made them wait this long. Three weeks since you walked into my office, in fact. I think a few more seconds isn’t going to hurt them.”
Pulling her to a halt with gentle pressure on her hand, he spun her to face him and captured her smiling lips with a kiss.
Around them, the media and public watching from the other side of black velvet rope let out a cheer.
Camera flashes peppered the evening.
For a second, Jax came damn close to throwing Nat over his shoulder and carrying her back down the steps to the limo they’d only just exited. He pushed his hips to hers, a silent sharing of just how fucking horny she made him.
“Hurry up, Campbell!” a grumpy male voice called from the top of the steps.
With great reluctance and a cheeky laugh, he tore his lips from Nat’s and turned to grin at those waiting for them. “Wait your hurry, Strings!” he shouted back.
Samuel Gibson rolled his eyes and shook his head. The woman he held tucked to the side of his body laughed before saying something Jax couldn’t hear to their other companions. But based on the way Noah, Pepper, Levi, Corbin and Sonja burst out laughing, Lily had no doubt drawn everyone’s attention to the fact her husband still wore his famous brooding persona in public.
“C’mon.” Nat adjusted Jax’s tie and he turned back to her, his heart tripping a beat and his cock twitching at the familiar hot desire he saw in her eyes. She smiled, trailing her fingers over his chest, down to the waistband of his tux’s trousers and—for a deliciously wicked moment—lower. “We better get going. The showcase is about to start,” she said, “and it would be woeful if the organizer didn’t at least make an appearance behind the curtain before it did, don’t you think?”
Jax risked Samuel’s ire again by tugging Nat closer to his body. “I think,” he whispered in her ear, “I want to fuck you silly right here on the steps of the Opera House.”
She laughed, the sound throaty. “Later,” she murmured. “I promise.”
Letting out a melodramatic groan, he pulled away from her, thread his fingers through hers and, gloriously happy, made his way to the top of the stairs.
“So?” He grinned at his fellow band members. “Ready to see our new guy?”
Samuel grunted. “I can’t believe you still refuse to tell us who it is. You’re being a mysterious fucking pain in the arse, do you know that?”
Jax laughed.
Samuel turned to Nat. “Who is it? Someone performing at this Oz Rock Showcase? One of your old students?”
Nat smiled. Jax laughed again. “All will be revealed soon, Strings.”
He held his hand out toward the direction of the doors. “Let’s go.”
They all entered the Opera House’s main foyer, pausing for a moment to pose for the media crew officially invited to the Conservatorium’s event.
“I have to go,” Nat whispered in Jax’s ear. “See you after the opening act, okay?”
He grabbed her butt, hauled her to his body, kissed her with hungry need and let her go. “I’ll mind your seat.”
She laughed and then hurried away with a wave.
“I like her,” Pepper said, nodding as she watched Nat disappear in the crowd mingling at the main hall’s entrance. “She’s—”
“Naughty,” Jax finished. He dragged his attention back to his fellow band members. “Come on. There’s someone waiting for us inside.”
After finding their row of seats, second from the stage, Jax plonked himself down and, catching sight of Nat waiting in the wings, gave her a wink.
“Never seen her look so relaxed,” a deep male voice said in front of Jax.
“Nick?” Samuel said. “What the hell are you doing here?”
Nick Blackthorne, sitting in the seat directly in front of Jax’s, twisted about to face them. “Wouldn’t miss this for all the world, mate.”
Jax smirked. On his left, Levi cast him a contemplative frown. Noah narrowed his eyes. “Are we here to see—” he began, but stopped as the house lights dimmed, fading until the Opera House’s main hall was pitch black.
Jax wriggled lower in his seat.
The haunting sounds of “Lily’s Song” began to play in the darkness, plucked out with exquisite beauty on an acoustic guitar, filling the room as a single spotlight switched on. Illuminating the young man perched on a stool alone in the middle of the stage, guitar slung around his neck, long, lean body encased in black jeans, a black T-shirt and battered black leather jacket, head down, focus fixed on his fingers moving over the guitar’s strings with flawless talent.
“Well, fuck, eh?” Samuel muttered beside Jax. “Can he sing?”
Jax shrugged. “No bloody clue, mate,” he said with a grin.
On the stage, Josh Blackthorne raised his head and, with a smile more sexy than his father’s, showed the world he could indeed sing.
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She'll either make them or break them
 
Blame it on the Bass
© 2014 Lexxie Couper
 
Heart of Fame, Book 6
After a horrific accident robs rock legend Levi Levistan and his long-time partner, Corbin, of their dream of becoming parents, Levi is lost in a sea of grief. Until he runs into an old high school flame and their chemistry reignites.
Corbin Smith is intent on bridging the chasm between their hearts. But witnessing his lover’s steamy onstage kiss with another woman jolts him to the core with sexual arousal. And he realizes the key to their healing is standing in Levi’s arms.
As an erotic romance editor, nothing much unsettles Sonja Stone. She’s not even surprised at her body’s powerful reaction to Levi’s kiss. But when Corbin approaches them, eyes smoldering with hunger, his suggestion shakes her to the core.
Sensing their unspoken wounds, Sonja agrees to take a chance on a threesome. Their union is explosively perfect, but something is holding Levi back from sealing their searing emotional connection. Something that could destroy their love once and for all…
Warning:
This book contains angst, torment, sarcasm, humour, scorching m/m sex, searing m/f sex and explosive m/m/f sex.
 
Enjoy the following excerpt for: Blame it on the Bass
“I want you to sleep with me.”
Sonja’s stomach dropped at Levi’s declaration. Prickling heat razed her entire body. Her nipples puckered. Her pussy throbbed. She blinked. “Sorry?”
Surely she’d misheard him?
He took a step closer to her, his gaze holding her frozen to the spot. “I want you to sleep with me. And Corbin.”
Sonja burst out laughing. She stumbled back a step, holding her arms to her belly. “Oh boy, Stan. I see your sense of humour is still messed up.”
Levi crossed the threshold in one step and closed the door behind her. “I’m not joking, Sonny.”
The bubbling guffaws died in Sonja’s chest. She frowned, her brain refusing to comprehend the words coming out of Levi’s mouth. Holding up a hand, she backed another step away from him. “Wait, wait, wait.” She shook her head, staring up at him. “You’re serious?”
He leant his back—broader than it used to be at school, she noticed—against the door and nodded. Sonja didn’t know if it was the beard, the tousled waves of dark honey-blonde hair or his unreadable eyes, but for the first time since he’d appeared back in her life it really truly dawned on her they were grownups now. Adults existing in a world of adult rules. And adult Levi was most likely used to getting whatever he wanted.
She drew in a wobbly breath, her mouth dry. Unfortunately, the same state couldn’t be said for her sex. Already it was growing heavy and damp at the notion of doing stuff with Levi and his boyfriend.
Corbin. Corbin Smith. He’s a famous, successful Hollywood screenwriter. And gay. Openly and proudly gay. Think about that, woman.
Gnawing on her bottom lip, she folded her arms again and fixed Levi with an unwavering stare. “So you’re telling me you want me to have sex with you and your boyfriend.”
“Partner. And yes.”
“Your gay partner. I just need to make sure I’ve got all the facts straight here before we go on.”
Levi crossed his ankles and nodded. “My gay partner. Yes.”
Sonja’s pulse thumped hard in her ears. “You, Levi Levistan, want me to have sex with you and your gay partner? The man who came into Do Re Me last night and busted you kissing me. The one who seemed pretty bloody miffed about it. That gay partner?”
Levi nodded once again.
“And how does your gay partner feel about this? Can’t imagine he’s a fan.”
Something hungry glinted in Levi’s eyes. “Corbin was the one who suggested it.”
Sonja raised her eyebrows. “He what?”
“He suggested it. After we made—” A haunted expression twisted Levi’s face. “After we fucked. After I fucked him.”
For a split second, Sonja forgot how to breathe. Every cell in her brain deserted its normal function to process Levi’s ludicrous claim. A heavy weight strapped around Sonja’s chest. Her stomach clenched. Her throat tightened. Words failed her. No, not just words. Thoughts. There was no way in hell she had the ability to comprehend what Levi Levistan was telling her.
It was too…too unbelievable.
She opened her mouth. Closed it again.
Nope. Not a single word.
At the door, Levi watched her. Waited.
She remembered this side of him well. It was one of the sides that had driven her crazy when they’d been hot and heavy at school. The side that let nothing show. No hint of what was going on in his head. Or his heart.
Experiencing it again, she remembered all too easily how much it pissed her off.
Pricking anger crashed over her. Suffocating her shocked stupor. “So this is how famous rock stars do things, is it? You just open your mouth and expect whatever it is you say to happen? You just make a call, get an address and turn up at your old girlfriend’s home and suggest a threesome? This is you now, is it?”
Levi didn’t say anything. Just watched her.
She threw up her hands. “Of course it is. Money, fame, groupies. Why wouldn’t you expect it? And I didn’t exactly fight you off in the bar, did I? So yeah, I can see exactly how that equals, ‘hey, Sonny, I know it’s been a while, but wanna be in a threesome with me and Corbin?’” She stopped her rant. Folded her arms over her breasts and glared at him.
“You know,” he said, expression unreadable, “when you wave your hands around like that I can see your—”
“Fuck you, Levistan,” she snarled, spinning on her heel and storming away from him.
Her heart felt like a sledgehammer in her throat.
She stomped into her living room, fighting to calm the charged energy thrumming through her.
The nerve of the guy. Coming to her home and suggesting something so…so…
Enticing?
An image shot through her head from her last dream, the one responsible for all the pushups. Levi tracing his tongue up Corbin’s spine as Corbin’s tongue teased her right nipple.
Her feet tripped over themselves. She stumbled a step, careened off the arm of her couch and plonked down with a grunt on the armchair situated beside it.
“Damn you, Stan,” she muttered, scrubbing at her face with trembling hands. She knew he’d followed her into the living room. She could feel him. It was like he was a big, annoying magnet, an undeniable force that pulled on every fibre and molecule in her body.
She didn’t lift her head when warm, long-fingered hands smoothed over her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Sonny,” he murmured, his breath warm on the back of her head.
Letting out a huff—she was going hyper-ventilate soon with all the ragged, shaky, huffy breathing she’d been doing since he arrived—she shrugged off his touch. She didn’t want to. She’d always loved the feel of his warm palms on her body, even when she was too inexperienced to truly understand the significance of the response.
Hell, the first time they’d spoken in the schoolyard he’d helped her up after she’d walked straight into a pole while staring at him. He’d been sitting outside the music block, plucking out a rhythm on one of the school’s acoustic guitars, his focus on the strings, his shaggy blonde hair hanging around his face, and she’d walked past him—an enthralled fifteen-year-old with an all-encompassing crush—unable to look away. Until she’d hit the pole and landed on her arse.
He’d hurried over to her and smoothed his hands around her upper arms, worry in his eyes even as a friendly smile played with his lips.
From that moment onward, she’d been defenseless against his hands.
Did he remember that now?
“Seriously, Stan.” She finally raised her head and glared at him. “What you’re doing, what you’re asking me to do, it’s a bit fucked up.”
He sat perched on the edge of the coffee table in front of her, looking at her, so close his knees brushed hers. The faint caress of denim on Sonja’s bare skin sent a ripple of wanton sensations through her.
Levi, the perceptive bastard, didn’t miss her body’s reaction. A knowing light danced in his eyes and he leant forward, holding her gaze with his. “And yet, you’re turned on by the request.”
“I’m not going to sleep with you and your boyfriend, Levistan.”
“But you want to.”
Her belly clenched. Not just at the calm confidence of his statement, but at the truth in it.



His music moves the world. Can his love move her heart?
 
Love’s Rhythm
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Heart of Fame, Book 1
Nick Blackthorne knows all about words of love. They’re the reason he’s the world’s biggest rock star. The irony? He turned his back on love a long time ago, lured away by the trappings of fame.
An invitation to a friend’s wedding is a stark reminder of how meaningless his life has become. When he enters that church, there’s only one woman he wants on his arm—the one he walked out on a lifetime ago. But first he has to find her, even if all she accepts from him is an apology.
Kindergarten teacher Lauren Robbins once had what every woman on the planet desires. Nick. Their passion was explosive, their romance the stuff of songs…and it took fifteen years to get over him. Then out of the blue Nick turns up at her door, and all those years denying her ache for him are shattered with a single, smoldering kiss.
But molten passion can’t hide the secret she’s kept for all these years. Because it’s not just her heart on the line anymore…and not just her life that’ll be rocked by the revelation.
Warning: Remember your first crush on a rock star? Now add smoldering sex, a raw and undeniable passion, soul-shattering orgasms. And secrets…
 
Enjoy the following excerpt for Love’s Rhythm:
“Hello, Lauren,” a deep male voice said behind her.
Lauren squealed. An honest to goodness squeal. At the same exact second she spun on her heel and swung her satchel, weighed down with two textbooks, her uneaten lunch, car keys, half-empty water bottle, twenty-two hand-drawn self-portraits tucked in a sturdy cardboard folder, her purse and her iPad.
The satchel smashed into the temple of the man standing behind her.
There was a solid thud, a surprised oof, followed by an even more surprised, “shit, that hurt,” before the man went down like a bag of bricks, collapsing to the ground in one fluid, graceful drop. No, not just the man, the rock star. The rock star the whole world idolised, the one who’d grown up in this very parochial town with her.
The rock star who’d stolen her heart in that life she refused to think about.
Lauren’s mouth fell open. Her pulse turned into a sledgehammer. She stared at the motionless man lying at her feet, refusing to believe what her eyes were telling her. Nick Blackthorne was here in Murriundah, and she’d rendered him unconscious with the very satchel he’d given to her fifteen years ago.
“Oh, no.”
The words were a whispered breath. She dropped to her knees, the ground’s winter-damp seeping through the linen of her trousers as she reached out with one hand and gave Nick’s shoulder a gentle push. “Nick?”
He didn’t move.
Oh boy, Lauren, you’ve KOed the world’s biggest rock star.
She shoved him again, a little harder this time. “Nick?”
He didn’t make a sound. Not a bloody one.
“Shit.”
Her heart slammed into her throat, just as hard as the satchel had hit his head. She licked her lips and brushed a strand of his black hair from his forehead. He was just as gorgeous as always. Older, yes. He was almost thirty-seven after all, but the years looked good on him, so good. In fact, they suited him. When he’d been a teenager, he’d been god-like in his beauty. When he was in his twenties, that god-like beauty had verged on painful to look at. She’d spent many nights lying in the bed they’d shared for a year and a half, gazing at him while he slept, wondering at his perfection, her belly knotting with love, her sex constricting with longing. And then it had become just her bed, Nick nothing but a ghost in her heart.
She’d stopped reading articles about him somewhere in his late twenties, knowing each one would only make her stupid heart ache. But it was impossible to avoid seeing images of him. He kept popping up on the national news. Australia loved one of their own, especially when they’d won a Grammy or Billboard Award, or when they were dating Hollywood royalty or British royalty, something Nick Blackthorne seemed to do on a regular basis. Even worse was the local Murriundah Herald, the small newspaper constantly keeping the town aware of their famous son and his activities. Those images were hard to escape, and when she had let herself stare at them for longer than a heartbeat, she’d noticed his late twenties and early thirties only elevated his looks to a lived-in sexiness. The tiny seams around his eyes, the lines by his nose, they all heightened what she’d never forgotten—Nick Blackthorne was a sexy, sexy man. And now here he was, unconscious on his side in the Murriundah Public School’s muddy playground, looking even sexier than she remembered.
Damn it, what was he doing here? What the hell was he doing back here?
For me?
She frowned, shaking her head at the notion. No. Nick wouldn’t be here for her.
Could be. Isn’t that what you’ve dreamed about for the last fifteen years?
Her frown turned into a scowl. No, it bloody well wasn’t. She had moved on. She wasn’t still the naïve young woman with impossible fantasies and fairy-tale wishes of happy-ever-afters. And if he was here for her—her heart smashed harder into her throat at that thought—he could bloody well bugger off. The last thing she wanted was—
He groaned. A barely audible noise deep in his chest.
Lauren started, a tiny yelp slipping from her. “Nick?”
She nudged his shoulder again, but the groan was about it. “Well, at least I know I didn’t kill you,” she muttered, giving him a glare. He lay there on the cold ground, long, lean body decked out in black jeans, a black shirt and a black leather jacket she knew would cost more than she earned in a month.
Lauren rubbed at her mouth. What was he doing here? And was he alone? Surely he travelled with an entourage? A bodyguard? She’d seen enough paparazzi images of him to know there was usually a hulking great big guy shadowing him wherever he was. Where was that guy?
She sat back on her haunches, studying the empty playground around her. There were no massive hulking great big guys running at her, which meant she would have to deal with the unconscious Nick.
A tight twisting sensation stirred in the pit of her belly and she bit back a groan. She was not going to get all horny and excited at the idea of dealing with Nick. Besides, there wasn’t a hope in hell she could lift him by herself and carry him to her car, even if she wanted to. At five-foot-six and one-hundred-and-thirty pounds wringing-wet, she wasn’t exactly the lugging-unconscious-rock-stars-around type even if said unconscious rock star had more than once lay full-length atop her in bed, on the living room floor, the kitchen bench, the—
Lauren slapped her hands to her face, killing the utterly insane train of thought. God, was she an idiot? What the hell was she doing thinking about Nick making love to her?
“You a masochist, Lauren Robbins?” she snarled under her breath, grabbing at her satchel/instrument of destruction before digging her phone from its lethal contents.
She turned it on, keying in Jennifer’s number. Hopefully, her best friend was sticking with Friday-afternoon tradition and had closed her vet clinic early. Jennifer was used to dealing with heavy, unresponsive animals, being the only vet in the district. Dealing with an unconscious Nick Blackthorne would be a breeze.
“I’ve got the margaritas chilling in the fridge already,” Jennifer Watson said the moment the connection was made, not bothering with any kind of greeting. “Tell Josh you’ll be home later than normal tonight.”
“I’ve got a problem, Jen,” Lauren answered, trying hard not to let her gaze roam over Nick. Trying but failing, damn it.
“What’s up? And if you tell me you’re marking school books I’m coming over there to thump you.”
“I’m not marking school books, Jen.” Lauren rolled her eyes. “Now shut up and listen carefully.”
Jennifer made a dramatic ooh sound before laughing. “Okay, Miss Robbins, I’m listening. What’s your boggle?”
Lauren bit at her bottom lip. “Umm, you know how I told you I once dated Nick Blackthorne?”
Jennifer let out a sharp snort. “You mentioned it in passing years ago and never let me bring up the subject again. Is this a confession? Did you lie to me? Or are you going to tease me some more with tales of your past? Did you also date Hugh Jackman? Guy Pearce? Geoffrey Rush?”
Lauren laughed, rolling her eyes. “No, I didn’t. But I did date Nick Blackthorne.”
“And I’m going to say the same thing I said when you told me before—lucky bitch. Now tell me what’s up?”
Lauren took a deep breath. “Well, he’s here now.”
Silence answered her. For a good twenty seconds or so. Then Jennifer said, “Nick Blackthorne is here?” Her voice, normally calm and laced with mirth, like she knew a really funny joke and was on the verge of sharing it, raised an octave. “In Murriundah?”
Lauren gazed at Nick’s face, his stormy-grey eyes shuttered by thick black lashes resting on cheekbones high and strong. A decidedly purplish bruise was beginning to make itself known on the side of his face. “In Murriundah,” she answered on a sigh.
Jennifer made a strangled little sound. “And?”
“And I just knocked him unconscious in the school playground.”
“What the—”
Lauren jerked the phone from her ear.
“What the hell do you mean you just knocked him unconscious?” Jennifer continued, her voice far from calm and loud enough Lauren could hear each word even with the phone nowhere near her ear. “Why? With what? And why? Jesus Christ, Robbins, who are you really and what—”
Lauren returned her phone to her ear. “Jenny!” she snapped, “I don’t have time right now. I need your help. I can’t move Nick by myself and I can’t leave him on the ground. He’ll catch a cold—”
“A cold?” Jennifer interrupted. “You can’t leave him on the ground because he’ll catch a cold? How ’bout you can’t leave him on the ground because he’s Nick Blackthorne?”
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