
  
    [image: PROVOKE]
  


  
    
      PROVOKE

      B.A.D. INC BILLIONAIRES: BOOK FOUR

    

    
      
        ANGEL DEVLIN

        TRACY LORRAINE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        A Note

      

      
        PROVOKE DEFINITION

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

    

    
      
        BREAK

      

      
        Also by Angel & Tracy

      

      
        About Angel Devlin

      

      
        About Tracy Lorraine

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Provoke is written in British English and contains British spelling and grammar. This may appear incorrect to some readers when compared to US English books.

      

        

      
        Angel & Tracy xo

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROVOKE DEFINITION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        PROVOKE

        Definition

         

      

      

      
        	To stimulate or incite someone to do or feel something, especially by arousing anger in them.

        	To cause a reaction, especially a negative one.

      

      

      Are you in love? Or are you just desperate to feel something, even if that something is bad for you? Do you imagine it’s better than feeling nothing at all?  - Jackie ‘Jack’ Chambers.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jackie

      

      

      I should carry a portable fire extinguisher because my life veers between putting out fires and being surrounded by hot men.

      “Jackie, we’ve got a situation,” Gavin, one of our top security guys voice comes down the line. As he sounds uncomfortable more than serious, I wonder which of the four of my boys has been caught with his trousers down. Turns out for once, it’s none of them.

      “I’m on my way. I’ll bring Ant up en route,” I sigh. So much for actually getting on with my job this morning.

      I head to the top floor, and nod to Ant’s receptionist Rachel. I can tell by the slightly wide-eyed tell in her eyes that Ant may or may not be in a compromising situation. Tough shit, and nothing I’ve not seen a million times before. Looks like I might catch one with his trousers down after all.

      I walk straight into his office where I find Lola Hawley with her panties halfway down her legs. Interesting. Ant’s addiction is older women and this is a swift change of direction. However, right now, Lola’s pussy is not where his focus needs to be.

      “We have someone you’re looking for in the security room,” I tell him.

      “You don’t mean Ellie, do you?”

      “Yes. Your potential offspring was caught giving Demetri Marlow a blow job in the bathrooms outside of the studio.”

      Clearly frustrated in more ways than one, Ant follows me into the main security office where we review the footage. I leave the now furious Ant to go do damage limitation elsewhere. Because Demetri Marlow is the lead singer of the Rock/Punk band Hendon Street, the current band of the moment, and I requested they wait for me in a meeting room on the same floor as the photography studio and now infamous bathroom.

      Outside the door I make sure I’m standing straight, shoulders back, with my don’t-fuck-with-me face on. I push open the door and five faces all turn to look at me.

      “She stole my wallet,” Demetri Marlow yells from his seat around the table, like a two-year-old who’s dropped his ice-cream. 

      Ignoring him completely, I pull out one of the other chairs around the table and sit down. I cross one leg over the other and lean back, letting my eyes travel over everyone there. So far today I’ve only seen them in passing, as I instructed one of our staff members to escort them here and said I’d be there shortly.

      “As I briefly mentioned to you before, I’m Jack Chambers, the editor of B.A.D. Inc.” I announce. My eyes narrow in on Demetri. “This morning you engaged in a sexual act with the daughter of Anthony Warren. As you may, or may not know, Anthony is one of the co-owners of B.A.D.”

      Demetri now looks a little less arrogant and I notice the slight smirk on the face of the bandmate next to him. I take in the other guy for a moment: grown out layers in shades of light brown, eyes the colour of whisky, and a face that lights up when amused. I’d like to amuse him.

      The PR man coughs, and as I meet that whisky burn of a gaze in the other musician before turning to the PR, embers flicker in my lower belly.

      “I’m sure we can get all this ironed out quickly. As you know, I’m Chris Marples, representing the band here today. You know Demetri. To his right is the lead guitarist of Hendon Street, Easton Cooper.” I nod at Mr Whisky Eyes. “Next to him is Miles Ritchie, the drummer; and then finally, there’s Joseph Scott, our bass guitarist.”

      I’ve just finished acknowledging the band when a knock comes to the door and Gavin beckons me. “Excuse me a moment,” I tell them. A minute later I’m back and I throw Demetri his wallet across the table.

      He picks it up and shouts, “Thieving little bitch.”

      “Problem?”

      “There was a few hundred quid in there. My wallet was packed with notes. Packed. Now it’s empty. At least my credit card’s still in there. Anyway, what are you going to do about it?”

      I sit back in my seat and look Demetri squarely in the eye.

      “What I’m going to do is tell you that you might be the tabloids’ current darling, but when you come to my building, my business, you don’t arrange blow jobs in my bathrooms. The fact you took your eye off your wallet because you were too busy focusing on your dick being down the girl’s throat is not my fucking problem.”

      Demetri opens his mouth, but Easton places a hand on his arm and gives him an imperceptible nod. 

      “Because of what you did, we now have to book more studio time to take your photos. We run a tight ship here and we’re all very busy people. Maybe you’re used to everyone putting up with your fucktard behaviour, but I didn’t get to where I am today by allowing such bullshit. So, you get one more chance. Do you want to be on the cover or not, because there are plenty more who’d step in at short notice if you don’t?”

      “We do want the front cover.” Easton’s voice is like a low rumble of thunder, where your heart beats faster, anticipating what’s next. “Demetri will now apologise for his behaviour.”

      It’s insincere but he does it anyway. I couldn’t give a fuck. I’ve no time for pandering to men who act like prepubescent boys.

      “Great, that’s all understood then. My assistant will be in touch to reschedule. Good day to you all.” I stand up and walk until I’m by Demetri’s side. “Keep your cock in your trousers next time, because you’ll lose a lot more than a few hundred pounds if you fuck me and my company over again.” I walk out, slamming the door behind me.

      I hear the door reopening. “Jack.” Whisky eyes’ thunder rumbles from behind me. I stop and take a deep breath wondering what he wants. I listen as his feet catch up to me and he appears at my side.

      “I’m sorry for Demetri’s behaviour. What can I say? He’s a typical lead singer.” His eyes twinkle as a hint of a friendly smile hits his features. 

      I sigh. “I know, and to be honest, I’m more concerned with Ant’s daughter. Anyway, hopefully everything can be rescheduled and not put us too far behind.”

      Easton produces some concert tickets. “We’re playing a charity gig this coming Saturday, and if you’d like to come and bring any of the others, we’d be honoured. VIP section and all that.”

      I take the tickets from him. “Thanks. I’m not sure what my plans are, but I’m sure someone will enjoy coming to the concert.” 

      He’s about to say something else when a familiar face comes into view—Oliver. He looks from me to Easton and back to me. “I need to talk to you about rescheduling the band.”

      “That’s what we were just discussing.” I walk away from Easton and continue down the corridor with Oliver, but the embers still flicker low in my stomach and not for the on-again, off-again lover I’m walking alongside.
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      It’s not my intention to go to the concert at all. Things between Oliver and I are difficult and right now, I don’t need the added complications of amber gazes, although my core pulses thinking of what it would be like if those eyes fixed on mine while he devoured my pussy. But I need to think about Oliver—solely Oliver—because after years of backwards and forwards it’s becoming obvious to me that what I want, Oliver doesn’t. I need more than he can give me, and he wants to be enough. I wish he was enough for me. I love him. I’ve loved him for years, but… well, that’s it really… but. I need to explore that ‘but’ and where it leaves us.

      It’s that very Saturday of the concert that I’m given the job of babysitting Ellie while Ant deals with the fallout from her having just killed her own mother. The cunt deserved it, but still… 

      Deacon leans against the doorframe, Ellie at his side. “She’s doing surprisingly well for a murderer. If I have a daughter, I hope she grows up to be just like her.” He grins as he ruffles Ellie’s hair. I roll my eyes as he leaves. Deacon King is one on his own.

      I switch on the TV and ask Ellie if she wants anything. I’m way out of my comfort zone with an eighteen-year-old in my apartment. Especially one who just stabbed her mother in the throat.

      “I’ve had a shower, my clothes burned and new ones given, and Deacon gave me a scotch and a sandwich, so I think I’m good.”

      “Your dad would have wanted to be here,” I state.

      “But Lola went loco. I know. I saw it for myself. It’s fine. He’ll come get me when he knows she’s okay.”

      There are a few moments of awkward silence. “Erm, I could get you an Xbox?” I shrug, “or...” I halt. I don’t know what to offer her.

      “I’m not a kid. I don’t need babysitting. You’ll be handing me an Etch-A-Sketch in a minute and putting Peppa Pig on. Got any Jack Daniels?” she asks.

      I’m thinking it’s going to be a long night. Then I remember the concert tickets.

      “Actually, I have a better idea,” I tell her.
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      “You’re actually really fucking cool, Jack,” Ellie says and damn if I don’t smile at her acceptance. She’s actually a good kid and reminds me of myself when I was younger. Takes no bullshit. The band are about to come on stage after the support act has finished and Ellie and I are in the front row VIP area that’s cordoned off from the main crowd, while we enjoy complimentary refreshments. We’re both half-cut. I never vowed to be a responsible childminder, and seeing as Ant’s new to this parenting lark, I don’t see how he can protest at me taking her to see a band.

      Hendon Street walk on stage and the crowd go wild, including Ellie, who for a brief moment looks like any other teenage girl letting her hair down and enjoying a concert. Catching her enthusiasm, I sway and dance to the music, my eyes spending most of the concert staring at Easton. I watch his hands strum the guitar changing chords and wonder what his fingers would feel like trailing down my bare skin. Would they be calloused from his guitar playing? Would his musicality translate into how he fucked? Where I’d tried to put him out of my mind, alcohol smashes away the chains I’d wrapped around myself. 

      “You came,” he says to me after the concert. After they’ve met and talked to a few fans.

      “I did,” I smile coyly. He makes me feel shy and I never feel shy. 

      “Tell me you don’t have a significant other,” he asks me.

      “Kiss me,” I demand in answer.

      His eyes flicker to my left hand where I wear no ring, but then he closes the gap between us and his lips are on mine. 

      We kiss over and over. Like teenagers on the back row of a movie. Hands stray around fully clothed bodies in a darkened corner of the room.

      “I have to go,” I break off. “Ellie…”

      I know where she is. Back performing her antics with Demetri. But I wasn’t her keeper and Demetri seems to have forgiven her theft. She’d informed me she’d be in his dressing room.

      A few minutes later Ellie reappears. “I need to see you again,” Easton whispers, causing goose bumps to rise on my flesh.

      “It’s complicated,” I tell him and then just before I walk away, I add. “Your PR has my direct number.” The words just spill out of my mouth as if he makes me lose all control.

      I walk away towards Ellie feeling as if there’s an invisible string pulling between Easton and myself.

      “I’ve just had the best night of my life,” Ellie tells me as we travel home.

      “What happens at the concert, stays at the concert,” I tell her, and we share a knowing smile.

      I realise I’m developing a fondness for this rebel of a girl, and as for Easton Cooper…

      That might be all I could give him, stolen kisses backstage at a concert. But I’d remember them forever.
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        Two weeks later

      

      

      “Good evening, Miss Chambers. Do none of you have lives to lead?” Prentice, the security guy on the ground level of the B.A.D. offices tonight asks me.

      “I gather I’m not the only one working on a Saturday night?” I reply. 

      “No, Mr Ward is in too.”

      I don’t ask him whether he means Ty or Oliver. I don’t care. I have work to do.

      “I’ve got to finish up some work on the Hendon Street interview. Something’s not quite right with the piece. You know me. I was sitting at home stewing about it. I figured I may as well come in and try to sort it out.”

      “God, my daughter loves Hendon Street. When I told her they’d been here she went insane that I didn’t get her an autograph.”

      “Well, they might have to come here again yet, so there’s still a chance,” I tell him and then I make my way up to the office.

      I sit at the desk with the mock-up issue of the magazine in front of me. I run my hand over the image of Easton. The cover pictures just look like four male models. They don’t have the essence of the band. What I’d witnessed of them on stage at the concert was missing from the front page.

      My iPhone rings with the tone of an incoming FaceTime. Unknown number. I hit answer. Easton’s face flashes up on the screen.

      “I thought you’d ring me,” he says.

      “I’m not sure it’s a good idea,” I answer.

      “Meet me,” he demands.

      “No can do, I’m at work.” I reveal the background of my office space.

      “You’re killing me here,” he says and he rings off.

      I take a deep breath and then I move my focus back to the work in front of me.
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        Oliver

      

      

      

      The crack of my mouse against the mahogany desk doesn't make me feel any better. Not that I expected it to.

      I'm anxious.

      I'm restless.

      I'm a fucking mess.

      Throwing myself back in the chair, I run my hand over my face and scrub at my jaw.

      It's all her fault.

      It's always her fucking fault.

      Jacqueline fucking Chambers.

      Since the moment I’d first looked into her chestnut eyes, she’d swept me away. And even all these years on, she still consumes almost all of my thoughts.

      I stare at the screen, but I don't see any of the words that are staring back at me.

      "Fuck it."

      I push the chair out behind me with such force it clatters into the floor-to-ceiling windows that look out over the city beyond.

      Storming from my office, I march down the hallway in the hope I can expel some of the energy pinging around inside my body.

      I know what I really need.

      I need her.

      But she's been keeping me at arm's length since our last... disagreement.

      I know I'm the problem. But that doesn't mean I'm going to let her go.

      I can't.

      Just the thought makes my heart race and my palms sweat.

      The top floor of the B.A.D. Inc building is in silence with most of the offices in darkness.

      It's weird. There used to be a time not so long ago when the five of us would be here all hours of the day and night ensuring that our baby ran like a tight ship. But since three of the arseholes had given their hearts away to three unsuspecting girls, they seemed to actually want to be away from the place.

      I get it. Having a willing pussy at home and someone to lie beside you at night is a draw. One that I'm not sure I'll ever experience, seeing as the woman who stole my heart all those years ago refuses to accept that she's the one for me.

      I should walk in the opposite direction to her office. She won't be here. She's made a point of being everywhere I'm not over the past few weeks. But when I come to a turning, instead of heading to where my brother's office sits, I find my legs automatically heading for Jack’s.

      My body jolts when I turn the corner and find light shining from her office.

      Hope blooms inside me as a calmness flows through my veins and settles the restlessness I was feeling back at my desk.

      It's how it always is when I'm with her.

      Just her presence is enough to settle me.

      Without knocking, I push her door open and step inside.

      "Shit," she gasps, ripping her eyes from her computer screen. She stares at me in shock. "Fuck, Oli," she pants, her hand covering her heart. "Didn't fancy knocking?" she spins, anger overtaking her shock.

      She hates being caught out, being unaware of her surroundings.

      "I didn't know if you were actually here. What are you working on?" I ask, dropping down onto one of the chairs on this side of the desk.

      She watches me with her laser eyes, a small frown appearing between her brows as I invite myself to stay.

      "Um... just the Hendon Street stuff. It doesn't feel quite right."

      "Oh?" I ask, dread sitting heavy in my gut that she's about to request that we start from scratch. That photoshoot was a fucking nightmare. The lead singer seems to think he's something special and requested all kinds of shit.

      "Look at these. I took them the other night."

      Before she has a chance to spin her monitor towards me, I'm out of the chair and racing around her desk. Any excuse to be near her.

      "You went to their concert?" I ask when I take in the image on the screen.

      "Yep. They wanted to sweeten the blow after Ellie's antics."

      I snort a laugh, having heard about what happened with Ant's daughter. I guess it explained why he was a total arsehole throughout the shoot if he was that desperate he agreed to a blowy in the toilets.

      "These are good, J."

      "Thanks, but that's not the point. Look at them. Look at the expressions on their faces. It's totally different to these." She reaches over the desk and pulls the mock-up cover of our next issue closer. "That's what's missing. That passion. That excitement."

      I look between the two images and see exactly what she's talking about.

      "These guys shouldn't be in a studio. They need to be doing their thing, show who they really are. Those expressions will get us readers." She points at the screen. "These are pretty, sure. But it's missing that magic. I think we should—"

      She continues but I lose focus on what she's saying. I agreed with her the second they were side by side. Instead, my eyes lock on her red lips as she talks. Her own passion and excitement for her job shine through, and fuck, if it doesn't get my cock hard.

      "—you agree?"

      "Uh..."

      "Oliver, were you even listening to me?"

      "Of course. Passion, desire, excitement."

      "Fucking hell," she sighs, slumping in her chair. "This is serious. I need you on form. You're going to need to organise this."

      "I've got it, J. You know that," I assure her, dropping the tone of my voice.

      "But…?"

      "You're tense. You working too hard?"

      "No, I—" Her words are cut off when I dig my fingers into the knotted muscles in her shoulder. "Oliver, I need—"

      "I know what you need, J. Just… let it happen."

      My cock strains against the zip of my trousers with my desire for her. It's been weeks, possibly the longest we've ever gone without hooking up. And with each day that passes, my fear escalates that she might actually mean it this time.

      My hands tremble as reality slams into me.

      It makes me want to run. To run and hide and forget the fact that she doesn't think I can be what she needs.

      I am what she needs. And eventually, she'll learn that.

      The stuff with the other guys... she's just experimenting because we both know that we belong together.

      "O- Oliver, either sit down so we can discuss this cover properly or you need to leave."

      I pull my hand away, her body just as tense as it was when I first reached for her.

      "Fine," I say, holding my hands up in defeat and walking back around the desk.

      I'll take talking about work any day over her forcing me to leave.

      This right now is the most we've said to each other in about two weeks. I need this with her. I need it more than my next fucking breath. I'll willingly take whatever she's offering me.

      I fall down into the chair once more and rearrange my trousers, ensuring that she sees the reason.

      Her eyes lock on the bulge of fabric, but her only reaction is to run her tongue along her bottom lip before she rips her eyes away and focuses back on the task in hand.

      The time passes quickly as we come up with a new plan that we think we might be able to get the band on board with. I watch her watch me doing my sketches of the new plans. She’s always loved the fact I can draw. Thought I could have done more with my ‘raw talent’.

      Thankfully, with some distance between us, she relaxes to the point she grabs a bottle of whisky and together we make our way through almost two-thirds of it as we chat away.

      Our conversation remains on work, but as the alcohol begins to take effect on her, I can tell she's loosening, that maybe this night just ends with us both satisfied and with me having a taste of my girl that I'm way too desperate for.

      "I'll put a call in to their PR and see if they've got a break in dates," she says, tipping the contents of her glass into her mouth.

      "Okay, I'll reach out to the venue, see what I can do. They owe us a favour so it shouldn't be an issue. I've actually got something else I'd like to run past you, if you're up for it?"

      "Yeah, sure," she agrees, and hope swells in my belly.

      "Okay, I'll just go grab it."

      I scramble from the chair and leave her office with the door open, not intending on leaving her alone for longer than necessary.

      It's not entirely a lie that I've got something to talk to her about. I've been brainstorming with my team for our upcoming shoots, but there isn't anything specific. It's just an excuse to keep her here, to keep her to myself for a little longer.

      I flick through the boards that are littering my conference table and I’m selecting a few when my phone rings.

      "Fuck's sake," I mutter, seeing my younger brother's name on the screen.

      "Yes?" I hiss into the phone as I put it to my ear.

      "Is that any way to greet your little brother?" Rex jokes.

      I should be nicer to him, he's been to hell and back recently, but what can I say? I'm a selfish motherfucker and the only person I want to be talking to right now is Jack.

      "I'm at work. What's up?"

      "It's..." he pauses as he looks at the time. "Almost ten on a Saturday night and you're at work. You need to get a fucking life, man."

      "Like you?" I spit. "I'd rather be at work than in rehab." It's a low blow, but I'm annoyed he's wasting my fucking time.

      "Ouch, bro. That hurts."

      "Yeah, well, the truth does. Were you ringing for anything specific?"

      "Not while you're in this mood. I'll call Ty. He'll probably be nicer."

      "Whatever. Have a good night." I hang up before he gets a chance to say anything else. He's already had my attention for too long for no reason.

      I make use of my adjoining bathroom—freshening up in case I'm going to get lucky tonight—before gathering up the boards and making my way back to Jack's office.

      When I get there, the door is open exactly as I left it and I smile to myself that she's not used the opportunity to either lock me out or run.

      I wouldn't put either past her.

      My heart races as I approach. Spending tonight with her—even if we are talking about work—is exactly what I need.

      When she cuts me off, claiming that we're unhealthy for each other and that we need some space, I turn into a person I don't like.

      But she has that power over me.

      The guys agree with Jack. They think it's totally unhealthy. It probably is. But fuck, it's my reality.

      I need her.

      I need her so fucking bad.

      She's the only light in a whole heap of darkness.

      Her touch is the spark I need to keep me going.

      Her presence is the only thing that has life make any kind of sense.

      She's the only one who's ever found me. And there's no way I'm going to allow her to sever that because she thinks we're toxic.

      Our toxicity is what keeps me alive and she damn well knows it.

      Without her... without her, I'm nothing.

      I push the door open wider and step inside, expecting to find her sitting behind her desk like when I left, but what I find instead has the boards in my arm dropping to the floor.

      My shoulders drop with disappointment for a beat, knowing that our time together one-on-one is over before something else begins to stir within me. 

      My fists curl and my mouth waters as I watch the show play out before me. 

      I might not get her to myself, but fuck, if this isn't the next best thing. 

      Silently, I close the door behind me just in case we're not alone and I step over my boards as I approach the couple, ready to get involved.
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        Jackie

      

      

      When Oli leaves the room, I let out a deep exhalation of breath. I don’t know when it turned into this, but at some point his feelings for me became so intense that I feel like my every move is being examined.

      We used to be so good together. There are still moments when we are together that I catch glimpses from our past. When we just loved and supported each other. But he’s changed. The man who was always more cautious than the rest of us, who provided a steady shoulder to me, seems to withdraw ever further into himself and I watch him watch me, like I’m an actor on a stage and he’s assessing my performance.

      I’ve tried to distance myself to see if it makes me want him more, or whether it shows me that I need to end things, but he’s been a part of my life for so long—my Oli—that my brain shuts down when it comes to making a decision. Because if I ended ‘us’ I’m not sure what effect that would have on the personal and professional relationship between us; what it could do to B.A.D. too.

      I allow my mind to drift back to the man I kissed at a concert. Closing my eyes, I can almost feel his lips on mine again. The taste of scotch and cigarettes on his tongue. His hands clutching my butt, dragging me closer so I could feel his hard cock between us. My eyes open with regret as I take in the surroundings of my office on a Saturday night while I wait for Oliver to return with whatever work project he’s bringing in to speak to me about. He thinks I don’t know what he’s doing. The fact he just doesn’t want to let me go yet. He forgets I know him intimately, inside and out.

      I hear footsteps on the corridor and sigh. I’m not sure yet how the evening will go. Whether Oli and I will fall into our usual habit of going home to mine, repeating the habits of old, or whether I’ll refuse him once more and be given the silent treatment for days.

      But it’s not Oli who walks in my door.

      My mouth falls open as Easton strolls in, a cocky smirk on his face. Then he winks at me.

      “How the fuck have you got past security?” I ask.

      “A lot fucking easier than I expected. Guy asked me for an autograph for his daughter and said he’d been told by you that we might have to come back and so he let me straight up.”

      “Unbelievable.”

      “So, I know you said you can’t see me because you’re working late, but I figured you need a break. It’s not good to work through without one.”

      My mouth goes dry as he walks forwards. 

      I hold up my hand.

      “I need to tell you something.”

      He nods curtly.

      “I’m in a…” my words trail off. What am I in exactly? At the moment I can’t define it.

      “It’s complicated,” he repeats back my words from before.

      “Yes.”

      “This isn’t complicated.” He stalks towards me. “I want you now, here, and then I’ll leave. Couldn’t be any less complicated.”

      “Oliver could come back at any moment,” I say, staring down at my feet. “He’s just gone to his office to collect some things.”

      “Do you want me to leave?” he asks the question with a steady voice, and strong eye contact. Those whisky eyes I can’t seem to tear my own away from.

      “No,” is my simple response.

      “Then Oliver can work on his own for the rest of the night,” he replies. “He’ll soon hear what’s happening in this room and walk away.”

      Easton comes around the back of my desk and drops to his knees. He grabs my thighs and turns me so I’m facing him.

      “I’ve fucked many different ways, but I never did it in an office before. I have all sorts of boss and secretary fantasies playing around in my head right now.”

      “Will you make a good secretary?” I ask.

      His head tilts back as a hearty guffaw rocks his body. “Oh, Jackie. I think you need to let go. You don’t have to be in
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