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“Uh, look. I really need your help.” She took a deep breath. She 

did most of the sales negotiation on behalf of her boss—she 

shouldn’t, she wasn’t qualified or registered, but she did. 

“What would make it worth your while?” 

He lowered his glasses and eyed her, and she gritted 

her teeth. She couldn’t see the colour of his eyes from here, 

but he made no effort to hide the fact that he was checking 

her out. He slid the glasses back up his nose and grinned, 

dimples flashing. 

“A date.” 

“No. 

“Your loss.” He turned to leave. She sighed and looked 

away. A man crossing the business estate caught her attention. 

Lionel. He was on his way to the council chambers across the road. She turned away, trying to hide 

her face. Please don’t see me.  

“No, wait!” she called to the labourer, trying to keep her voice low. Damn it all to hell. 

“Okay, fine.”  

He turned his head, just slightly. Didn’t even meet her eyes. “Dinner.”  

She rolled her eyes. Fine. She was ready to agree to anything at this stage, as long as he gave 

her the flash drive back. She’d take it off him and run.  

“Fine. Dinner.”  

“Somewhere fancy.”  

Melanie’s grip tightened on the chain-link gate. “All right, already. Can you please just get 

it?”  

“And dancing.”  

Melanie glanced back over her shoulder. Lionel had stopped on the other side of the street, 

talking to a man she didn’t recognise. “Fine. Dancing,” she growled as she turned back to the 

frustrating man who was playing carelessly with her future.  

He turned and started walking toward the gate, his shoulders and hips swinging in a loose-

limbed gait. He paused when he got to the bottom of the ramp.  



“One more thing,” he said, holding up a finger. She cast her eyes skyward, praying for 

patience.  

“What?” she hissed.  

“A kiss.” 
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