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Pushing Her Boundaries

 

Maggie is done with men. Flying to Minneapolis, she’s seated beside the type of man she always falls for. A sexy, arrogant alpha jerk.

 

Mace Williams irritates the woman next to him. She's so damn sexy, he doesn't care. When their seatmate suffers a cardiac arrest, Maggie and Mace team up to save his life, but it's too late.

 

In Minneapolis, Maggie heads to a restaurant with her sister, only to find Mace waiting. Worse, she learns he'll soon be her brother-in-law.

 

Stuck in her sister’s apartment with Mace, Maggie offers him one night of sex, anything goes. No obligations, no recriminations. Mace agrees...he wants more than Maggie's body, he wants her heart.

 

Thrown into a disastrous canoe trip, they must work together to survive. Maggie must face her demons and trust Mace with her life. Mace is determined to save her, regardless of what the future brings.

 

Genre:
Contemporary
Length:
46,460 words

 

PUSHING HER BOUNDARIES

Julia Rachel Barrett

EROTIC ROMANCE


Siren Publishing, Inc.

www.SirenPublishing.com

ABOUT THE E-BOOK YOU HAVE PURCHASED:
Your non-refundable purchase of this e-book allows you to only ONE LEGAL copy for your own personal reading on your own personal computer or device.
You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and the copyright owner of this book.
This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer to peer program, for free or for a fee, or as a prize in any contest. Such action is illegal and in violation of the U.S. Copyright Law. Distribution of this e-book, in whole or in part, online, offline, in print or in any way or any other method currently known or yet to be invented, is forbidden. If you do not want this book anymore, you must delete it from your computer.

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

If you find a Siren-BookStrand e-book being sold or shared illegally, please let us know at

[email protected]

A SIREN PUBLISHING BOOK

IMPRINT: Erotic Romance

PUSHING HER BOUNDARIES

Copyright © 2011 by Julia Rachel Barrett

E-book ISBN: 1-61034-202-X

First E-book Publication: February 2011

Cover design by Jinger Heaston

All cover art and logo copyright © 2011 by Siren Publishing, Inc.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:
This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission.

All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

PUBLISHER

Siren Publishing, Inc.

www.SirenPublishing.com

Letter to Readers

 

Dear Readers,

 

If you have purchased this copy of
 
Pushing Her Boundaries
 
by Julia Rachel Barrett from BookStrand.com or its official distributors, thank you. Also, thank you for not sharing your copy of this book.

 

 

Regarding E-book Piracy

 

This book is copyrighted intellectual property. No other individual or group has resale rights, auction rights, membership rights, sharing rights, or any kind of rights to sell or to give away a copy of this book.

 

The author and the publisher work very hard to bring our paying readers high-quality reading entertainment.

 

This is Julia Rachel Barrett’s livelihood.
 
It’s fair and simple. Please respect Ms. Barrett’s right to earn a living from her work.

 

Amanda Hilton, Publisher

www.SirenPublishing.com

www.BookStrand.com

DEDICATION

To our wilderness guides, without you, there wouldn’t be a story.

PUSHING HER BOUNDARIES
JULIA RACHEL BARRETT

Copyright © 2011

Chapter One

Oh for god’s sake!
Maggie rose from the sticky pleather chair to search for another seat, one that would be out of earshot of the annoying man with his high-tech Bluetooth headset.
Geez, he’s blabbed nonstop for what, an hour?

She looked around. As far as she could tell, every single seat at her gate was occupied. So were all the seats at the next gate. Fuck. Maggie sat back down. The only saving grace was the time. They’d begin boarding in ten minutes or so.

What is he talking about?
She’d spent the past hour with her nose buried in a book, trying to tune him out. Since her attempts had been only marginally successful, she figured she might as well listen outright.

“No, Mike, that won’t work. She has a history of noncompliance. Her blood sugars typically run over four hundred.

“Yeah, I know, but this has been an ongoing issue. You can try her on an oral medication, but if my experience is any indication, she’ll fill the prescription and then never take it. Look at the chart.

“I’ve sent her to our diabetes educator…repeatedly. I’m not even sure they’ll give her another appointment. She takes up hours of their time, time that could be better spent with a patient who actually wants our help. This woman has no interest.

“Well, did you ask how much she’s drinking?

“Of course she’ll tell you she’s only drinking a beer or two a day. Mike, get real. This woman is a lost cause.

“I’m obligated? I’m her doctor, not her parent. She has to take some responsibility for her own health. I can’t live with her twenty-four seven, watching every single thing she puts in her mouth, wagging my finger.”

Great bedside manner. What a pompous ass
.

“Look. You want to put her in the hospital and try to bring her sugars under control, be my guest. For the next ten days, she’s your patient. Maybe you’ll have better luck with her than I’ve had.”

Probably
.

“So did the results of that stress test come back?

“What did it show?

“Um-hmm. You refer him to Brian?

“Good.”

As Maggie looked up, the man glanced in her direction. Her cheeks grew hot. She’d been caught eavesdropping.

Wait a minute. Why should I be embarrassed? It’s not like I can help it. He’s talking right in my ear
.
Oh my god, he did not just wink at me. Jerk.

“Yeah, Mike, listen, I’m going to be boarding soon, so we’ll have to wrap this up. What about that…uh, what about the case of possible pancreatitis? Yeah, the woman I sent to the ER yesterday. Is she any better or are we talking gallstones and surgery?

“Hepatitis, huh? What does her blood work show?

“Hep C positive? Since when?”

Maggie saw the man shake his head.

“Damn skin-poppers. I knew it was just a matter of time before she’d stick herself with a contaminated needle. I can’t tell you how often I warned her about that.”

Skin-poppers? This guy’s talking about methamphetamine. Christ, I’m glad I didn’t go to medical school.
Hearing the loudspeaker click on, Maggie glanced over at the desk. She searched through her carry-on bag for her ticket, waiting for the announcement to board. She was A-1. That should get her away from this guy sooner rather than later.

Rising from her seat, Maggie slung her bag over her shoulder and headed to the gate. She rolled her eyes when she realized that the passenger standing right behind her was
him
, and he was still blabbing.
Great, just great
. Maggie shot him a sideways glance. At least he didn’t dress the part. She’d never know he was a doctor by his clothes. He wore a light gray T-shirt tucked loosely into faded blue jeans, blue jeans that hung low on narrow hips. His feet were covered by a pair of worn leather boots.
Nice body. Too bad he doesn’t have a personality to go with it
.

The man laughed into his headset and Maggie’s eyes automatically traveled up to his face. He grinned at her and she quickly averted her eyes, but not before she caught a glimpse of straight white teeth and a pink tongue, sensuous lips, a Grecian nose, high cheekbones, wide-set sea-blue eyes, and tousled, dark brown hair that looked as if some woman had just run her fingers through it. Maggie flushed again. She knew he’d caught her checking him out, damn it.
What is it about jerks? They always come in such nice packages.
He held his boarding pass in his left hand, his phone in his right. Unable to stop, Maggie scanned the boarding pass for his number. A-2. Crap.
With my luck, he’ll sit next to me
.
I wonder if he’ll shut off his phone.

On Maggie’s last flight, her seatmate had texted during the entire trip. When she asked him about it, he’d laughed and claimed to be texting with the copilot. He’d said, “Ain’t it great how he can text during takeoff and landing?” Maggie hoped that was a joke. Annoying son of a bitch.

“Hey, A-1, you need any help with that bag?”

Maggie started. “Huh?”

“Your bag. It’s sliding off your shoulder.” Apparently he’d ended his phone call.

“Uh, no thanks.” Maggie lifted the bag and shifted the strap back up over her shoulder.

“Looks heavy. You don’t believe in traveling light?”

Maggie rolled her eyes. “Is it any of your business?”

“No, just making conversation. You’ve been listening in on my conversation and staring daggers at me for over an hour. Thought I’d return the favor.” He grinned at her, showing off those straight white teeth.

“Are you always this obnoxious?”

He laughed. “Only when I think a woman is especially cute.”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake.” Slinging her bag to the other shoulder, jostling him in the process just to be annoying, Maggie strode toward the man at the computer kiosk. He scanned her boarding pass and checked her through with the words “Hand this to the flight attendant, please.” Maggie snatched the boarding pass back from him and stomped down the ramp as hard as one could stomp in flip-flops, irritated as hell. Double jerk. Triple jerk. The hair on the back of her neck prickling, she could hear his deep chuckle as he followed behind. He was probably looking at her ass.

Of course
he
didn’t have a carry-on, just the equipment that seemed de rigueur for guys like him, a cell phone and what looked like an e-reader. He personified the reason she wasn’t in a relationship. Her last boyfriend, her fiancé, had turned out to be a self-centered, narcissistic, lying, cheating, bigamous pig once she’d got past the superficial charm. This man was no different. He was probably his own sun, moon, and stars.

Maggie tossed her purse onto an empty bulkhead seat. She stepped out of the aisle, allowing the man to pass by, waiting for an opportunity to shove her bag into the overhead bin.

“Let me get that for you.”

The strap slid off her shoulder and before she could protest, he’d shoved it into the overhead bin.

“You want the aisle seat or the window seat?”

“Huh?”

“How erudite. You want the aisle seat or the window seat?”

“Wait just a minute…”

“All right,” the man interrupted. “I’ll take the window seat. That way I’ll have something to lean my head on. Unless you’d prefer I lean it on your shoulder.” He grinned at her again.

Cheeks burning, Maggie sputtered, but she couldn’t come up with an appropriately rude response. The man shrugged and slid by her, plopping down into the window seat.

“Miss?”

Maggie turned around to face the flight attendant.

“Would you mind taking the middle seat? This gentleman is recovering from a broken hip and he needs the aisle seat.”

Maggie gave up.
Yeah. Sure. Whatever
. “Of course I’ll take the middle seat.” She moved her purse and sat down.

“Miss? You’ll have to stow your purse in the overhead bin.”

Crap
. Maggie heard her seatmate snort in amusement.

“All right, just let me get my book.” She fished through her purse, pulled out her paperback, and zipped it closed in case things shifted during the flight. She handed it to the flight attendant.

“You ought to get one of these.” The man waved his e-reader in her direction. “Lightweight, stores about a thousand books. I can even get baseball scores on this sucker.”

“Goodie for you,” Maggie mumbled.

“You know, you’d be much more attractive if you’d lose the frown.”

Maggie sat down. “The frown?”

“Yeah. We sat there in the terminal for an hour and forty-five minutes and I didn’t see you smile once.”

“How would you know? You never stopped talking on your cell phone,” Maggie retorted, fastening her seat belt.

The man laughed. “I knew you were paying attention.”

Ya think?
“It was pretty damn hard not to.”

“Miss, would you mind helping me with my seat belt?”

Oh god, the perks of sitting in the middle seat
…

“I would be happy to help you with your seat belt.” Maggie lifted the armrest and reached between the seats, fishing for the end of the older gentleman’s seat belt. She helped him buckle it and tightened the belt for him. She sat back in her seat and propped her legs up against the bulkhead, closing her eyes before either of her two seatmates could say anything else.

“I could use some help with my seat belt.”

The words were soft and meant for her ears alone. Maggie leaned forward and rested her head in her hands. She groaned.

“I’m teasing. Lighten up. You act like you’re going to a funeral.”

Maggie opened her eyes and looked at him. “How do you know I’m not? How do you know I’m not flying to a funeral?”

He stared at her for a moment.
His eyes really are a remarkable blue
.

“Are you?”

“Am I what?”

“Flying to a funeral?”

Should I lie and make him feel like an ass? No, he wouldn’t feel like an ass
. “No.”

“Didn’t think so.” He settled back into his seat. “So where are you headed? Denver?”

Maggie shook her head. “Not that it’s any of your business, but no, I’m going to Minneapolis.”

“Really? Me too.”

Great. Just great
.
I wonder if he plans to blab the entire flight
.
Two entire flights
.
Maybe I’m a substitute for his cell phone.
Maggie smiled at the thought.

“That’s better. You’re very pretty when you smile.”

“Do you try to be insulting or is it your modus operandi?”

“Who’s being insulting? I’m stating a fact. You’re very pretty when you smile.”
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