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“Good morning, Mr. Kingsley,”

“Good morning, Ms. Grant,” Mason replies, glancing away from his screen, his eyes roaming the length of my body.

As it does every morning.

“Will you be wanting your dry cleaning picked up? Perhaps some lunch?”

“No.” His brows dip, confused and frustrated.

Mason never asks me to do any of those things, but I like playing with him. 

The chemistry between us is off the charts, and while neither of us plans to act on it, subtly flirting with him has become one of my favorite pastimes.

That and shopping of course.

While I might fantasize about climbing on his desk and offering to clear his schedule, if you know what I mean, I need this job.

God, do I need this job.

Visiting Emily in America was timely, let’s just say that. 

I never planned to stay, and so the turn of events which led me to accepting this job was more than fated. I am very lucky.

Plus, I get to work with this handsome billionaire every day and tease him. What’s not to love about that? 

“All right, then, do you have any other services you require from me today, Mr. Kingsley?”

He sighs, turns his body fully toward me and points at the door. “Get out, Lexi.”

I grin, spin and then walk slowly out of his spacious Manhattan office, making sure my ass sways seductively as I go.

“Lexi,” Mason warns in a low growl.

“Yes,” I ask at the doorway, turning and biting my nail. 

“Stop.”

God, it’s fun watching him squirm, but I know when he uses that tone, it’s time to push pause. Stop? Absolutely not.

I’m not a quitter.

And he’s far too sexy for me to pretend I don’t want to strip naked and let him have his way with me.

Oh, if only...

“Fine. Your nine o’clock meeting is running ten minutes late, and I’ll have the reports to you by midday as requested.”

“Better.” He nods as his eyes dip to my breasts.

“Seriously?” I cross my arms in a huff. 

Talk about double standards.  

Mason grabs his phone. “Then stop wearing...” he waves out his hand at me. 

“Clothes?” I lift a brow.

“Jesus, Lexi,” he snaps. “Go do some work.”

This is what it’s like every day. 

A tug and pull between us as we both pretend to be professional when all we want to do is fuck like rabbits.

I might be putting thoughts in his head.

But I’m almost certain Mason wants to fuck me on his desk like I’m his naughty personal assistant.

Because I am.

And I would. 

But I can’t.

And around and around we go. 

Like I said, I need this job desperately. More than anyone realizes. A more sensible person might stop the games, but I’ve never been sensible. 

It’s been two weeks since I started working at Obsidian Nexus Technologies and almost three since I arrived in New York from London. 

My best friend is now engaged to her prince—a grouchy prince—and expecting a child, while I’m now living in her old apartment. 

Emily has started studying urban planning and seems to have her whole life planned out. A far cry from the girl who jumped on a plane to the United States just a few months ago to prove to her dad she wasn’t a loser. That loser snagged herself a hot billionaire, and I love teasing her about it. 

Sebastian gets hot under the collar when he hears me say that, but then again, when doesn’t he? Like I said, he’s a grouchy prince.

Em was supposed to start working for Mason but, long story short, she didn’t have any experience working with software applications. I did. 

I saw the opportunity and jumped at it, and spontaneously Mason offered me the job. No reference checking and he almost begged me to start the following Monday.

Little did he know, he saved my bacon.

I thought I’d end up waiting tables or tending bar while in America. Living off tips and lying to everyone. 

I still am, but for now that’s not important.

I expected my days in the Big Apple to be filled with shopping and nights spent with a sexy firefighter or Wall Street broker. That isn’t how things have worked out.

Meeting Mason has been both a blessing and a curse. I secured an excellent job working for him, but I also don’t seem to find any other man attractive.

This is a problem.

Let’s go back, and let me explain.

The day after accepting the PA role, we all went out for Emily’s birthday. The champagne was flowing, and Mason and I ended up on the dance floor, sparks flying all over the place. 

“Can we dance before you officially become my boss?” I slid my long-painted nail down his Armani shirt, wiggling my hips way too close to his.

And the thing in between.

Yeah, I think you know what part I mean.

His cock.

I mean his cock.

Good...okay, let’s carry on.

“Are those the rules we’re setting?” Mason smirked, gripping my finger to stop it, as if knowing I wasn’t the kind of girl to stop halfway.

He was right.

“I’m not a fan of rules,” I purred, the champagne pulsing through my veins making me bold.

Like I need encouragement.

I don’t.

“And I’m not a fan of the clothes covering your fun bits, but here we are.” Mason grinned, then spun me around, and my god, I loved how he took control and led me to the dancefloor.

The alpha vibes rolling off him were so damn sexy I nearly obliged and removed said clothes. That is what a good personal assistant would do, right?

Jokes.

It’s safe to say I was very attracted to this man that night, and after three very sexy and erotic dances, the frustration in both our eyes was clear. 

We couldn’t act on it.

My panties were wet, his erection was not even trying to hide itself, and we had a lot of alcohol in our systems tempting us to make a bad decision.

Thankfully, my experience back in London was fresh enough for me to mostly keep my head.

That didn’t stop Mason’s large, wonderful hands from gripping my hips, his hungry gaze on my mouth and roaming my body as he licked his lips and took in my breasts.

His groans in my ear told me that if we hadn’t signed an employment contract yesterday, I’d be going home with him and bent over his sofa.

Or fucking him in the bathroom.

I would have said yes to both happily.

If it weren’t for my situation.

Then, Sebastian proposed to Emily, and after celebrating, the happy couple left me with Mason, Colt, Zander and Drew. Soon after, Mason and I found ourselves alone.

“So,” I said provocatively, leaning against the bar, sipping a much-needed glass of water. 

Mason handed his black card to the bartender and paid the bill. Dropping the pen after signing, he turned, mirrored my stance and his crystal-blue eyes slid down my body.

“If I didn’t need a PA so bad, I’d rip up that contract and f—”

I lifted my finger to his mouth and pressed.

His nostrils flared.

“Good night, Mason,” I purred, leaning in as my finger slid away.  “I will see you on Monday.”

I knew exactly what would happen if I let it go any further. Oh, I wanted it to—my entire body was pulsing with the need for him to touch me and so much more.

Oh, god, so much more.

But I’d already lost my job because of a man and his cock—that’s a very summary version of what happened—so I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

Unfortunately, that gift horse was Mason Kingsley. I needed the job he offered much more than what would unquestionably be the most incredible orgasm of my life.

It took him a split second to follow me out of the bar, after grabbing his jacket. He called out, “Stop. I’m seeing you home safely.”

I kept walking.

Stepping outside onto the sidewalk, I breathed in the fresh, cool air. 

If I got in a car with him, I knew neither of us would stop. A line would be crossed, and then things would be messy.

“Lexi,” Mason pushed around two patrons and stopped in front of me. His six-four height, slightly tousled dark hair and wide chest were so tempting.

So damn tempting.

I knew right then, if I didn’t draw a line, Mason wouldn’t. At least I wasn’t sure he would. 

“This isn’t a date.” I glanced away from those ice-blue eyes, not willing to melt into them.

Not willing to let myself imagine what would take place if I went home with him. If he took my clothes off. If he pulled me onto his lap and his thick cock slid inside my pussy after tugging my panties aside.

Nope, couldn’t go there.

“Never said it was.” His brows bunched, annoyed at my sudden change of tact.

“You going to walk me home and kiss me in the doorway, Mason? Then have me sit on your lap on Monday and do dictation?” I lifted a brow, bringing him back to reality.

“Jesus, Lexi.” He rubbed a hand over his face.

“Fine, no one does dictation, but remember I’ll be your PA in a few days’ time.” I poked his shoulder and winked.

I hated myself for killing the vibe, but it was that or end up working at a bar or café on my feet doing long, ungrateful hours.

Now that Emily was engaged to Sebastian, I knew she wouldn’t be leaving New York anytime soon. Or ever. I needed to stay in the USA. I needed the job.

Anyone else would do reference checks on me. It went without saying I wouldn’t get the job.

Not now.

I can’t go back to England.

Drunk Mason would thank me on Monday, so I knew it was the right thing to do.

“Get in the car,” He led me across the sidewalk into a black town car, which magically seemed to appear. 

When the door closed and it was just the two of us—me and his enormous, beautiful body next to mine. I made the mistake of glancing up into those icy blue eyes. They had powers most men didn’t possess. They could melt panties and make a girl beg.

Swallowing, I waited for him to kiss me.

He didn’t.

I was disappointed regardless.

When we reached my apartment building, he led me to the elevator with his hand in the small of my back. It felt like the end of a date. Butterflies filled my tummy.

I wasn’t sure if I felt like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman or Dakota Johnson in Fifty Shades. Both of them got a lot more action than I was going to get from their billionaire lovers.

A reminder I needed to screw my head on.

Emily had created her fairytale man, but that didn’t mean it would work out like that for me. We might be best friends, but I was in a pickle that I wasn’t sure I could crawl myself out of.

Mason Kingsley wasn’t going to fall in love with me. And frankly, I had more important things to focus on.

We stood by the elevator. Close. The heat from our bodies creating an inferno. 

I felt more than saw him glance down at me. I lifted my face.

Mason cursed.

Ping.

I darted forward before we both made the wrong decision.

“Don’t be late on Monday.” Mason slid his hands into his pockets and rocked back on his feet.

“I’m an early bird.” I held the doors open with my hand. “Thanks, by the way.”

“For what?”

“Being a gentleman.”

He blew out a breath, tugging one hand out of his pocket and rubbing his forehead. “Honestly, I’m expecting a sainthood. You are... Jesus. Go. Before I stop being one.”

I reluctantly let the doors closed.

Then regretted it immediately. 

I hadn’t been late on Monday morning, nor a single time for the two weeks since starting as Mason’s PA. Our sexual tension is off the charts, and while I enjoy taunting him, I need to stop.

The thing is, I’ve said no to one firefighter, two cops, one Wall Street trader and an accountant. Why? Because they weren’t Mason.

Mason...my boss.

And that is a problem.

I need to stay in New York for Emily’s upcoming wedding, and I need this job. If I keep it for long enough, future employment opportunities will focus on Nexus Obsidian references and not my former role in England.

Problem solved.

Well, aside from the fact I was used as a scapegoat...but when you’re in survival mode, you take what wins you can.

So, that’s my plan.

The entire thing.

Meaning, Mason Kingsley is the last man on earth I should desire and be innocently flirting with.

All I need to do is not sleep with him.
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“Might have to fire her,” I say to Sebastian as we watch his fiancée and Lexi gyrating and twerking on the dance floor at their engagement party.

The speeches are done, and it’s getting late as the music pumps and lights flicker. His dad strums his air guitar—very Gen-X of him—while his mom nods her head.

“Lexi?” Sebastian asks, taking his eyes off 
Emily for no more than a split second.
I sip my whisky and nod. 

“Why?” Sebastian prods. “Emily said she was enjoying it, and you two were getting along well.”

Getting along well.

Is that what Lexi called it?

Why do I need to fire her? Because I’m an idiot, that’s why. 

After harassing Sebastian for weeks about Emily and their disastrous fake relationship that nearly cost him the biggest investment of his life, I’m no better.

In fact, I’d argue that I’m worse.

Way worse.

“I fucked her in the supply closet last week.” I confess, then attempt to make myself sound like a victim. “I tried Sebastian. I tried. For three long weeks I’ve tried.”

Poor me.

The only victim here is my cock. 

The one I’ve been yanking, night after night, trying to get Lexi’s gorgeous, twenty-six year-old body out of my system. Can anyone blame me when she wears her figure-hugging dresses, extra button on her blouse left open and the curve of her generous round breasts seems to glow like a supernova.

I stare.

I know I do, and it’s inappropriate, but I’ve dreamed about them. My cock has hardened in meetings when I glance over and wonder if her nipples are light or dark pink.

If she’s wet thinking about me right now.

Whether she’s a quiet moaner or a screamer.

How tight her pussy is.

All good questions in my mind, but not at work. Not when she’s my PA and not when she’s Emily’s fucking best friend.

Emily, who is marrying one of my best buddies.

To make matters worse, Lexi seems to thrive on the situation. Flirting by sitting on the edge of my desk, slowly lifting the hem of her skirt, licking her lips.

Then, jumping up, and catching herself.

I’m not sure if she was trying to make me suffer or waiting for me to snap and fuck her on my desk.

Turns out she won.

During the past three weeks, almost every man in the building has flirted with her. She loves it. 

It’s not like I’m some sixty-something gray-haired old dude without choice. I could date almost any woman I want.

When I say date...I mean for a few hours.

With my success, bank balance and the results of a committed gym workout since high school, I’m not strapped for choice.

So why on earth has this young woman from London got under my skin and latched onto my brain cells like one of those alien viruses?

She’s different from anyone I’ve ever met.

Wild, cheeky, and doesn’t seem to care what people think about her.

God, that’s sexy as fuck.

It’s probably why the men who work for me find the stupidest reasons to come up to the executive floor and speak to her. I’ve never seen so many of them.

And frankly, I’m embarrassed for them.

“Hey, Lexi. You look extra hot today,” Raoul said one day, and I rolled my eyes from my office. 

“Thanks, R. What’s happening?”

R?

“Oh, you know. I’m just looking for Amy. Have you seen her?”

Amy, who works on level twenty-five. Fifteen floors away.

“Nope. Never see her up here.”

I smirked as I tapped at my keyboard.

“I’ll keep looking. So, while I’m here...”

Nope.

Fuck that.

I pushed away from my desk and strode across the floor.

“I need you in my office,” I said from the doorway, my hands on my hips, as Raoul wrote down his phone number.

Lexi blinked. “Right now?”

“Yes.”

“What for?” she narrowed her eyes, glancing at Raoul. 

“For...” I’d searched for some excuse. “A new project. I sent you an email.”

“I never got it.”

I shrugged and walked back into my office. “Take it up with Terrance.”

Terrance was one of the IT guys who were spending way too much time at her desk helping with technical issues, which I’m almost certain he’s responsible for.

I dare say his focus is on Lexi’s short black skirts and tight pants more than her hard drive. 

“What has Terrance got to do with it?” she yelled out. Then I heard her tell Raoul she’d call him.

A minute later she walked into my office.

“Did you make this meeting up?” Lexi huffed.

I crossed my arms. “I’m your boss. I’m not making stuff up.”

She crumpled the note with the phone number on and stuffed it into my trash can.

I forced my smile to stay on the inside.

Sorry, Raoul. 

Then I did proceed to make up some project that I still am trying to get myself out of.

“Just marry her.” Sebastian, the loved-up useless best friend that he is, replies, snapping me back to the party.

I almost choke on my Macallan, coughing and slapping my chest.

“Christ, are you insane?”

“Stranger things have happened, my friend.” Seb laughs, slaps me on the shoulder. Then he heads to the dance floor, leaving me to recover. 

We all promised not to marry for anything less than love after what happened to Jack.

Sandy is what happened.

The Obsidian Viper—as we called her.

Hence the name being incorporated into our businesses as a promise to Jack that we will never forget her, and one day avenge his death.

Seb, Drew, Colt, Zander, Jack and I were all best friends at Harvard. When he met Sandy, Jack was besotted.

Honestly, she was way out of his league...well, except the part about her being a murderer... and, looking back, I guess there was no way he could have said no to her.

He never got girls like the rest of us.

Jack was tall and lanky when we were filling out and bulking up. He had dark freckles and a goofy smile. Some special woman would have loved him. The guy had the biggest fucking heart and was funny as hell.

Sandy took him from us. 

Just as he’d inherited a fortune bigger than any of ours—at the time—she’d held her hand up and flashed an enormous diamond ring.

Sebastian knew first. He didn’t trust her, he didn’t like her, and it upset Jack.

Me? I saw nothing.

I defended her and was happy for Jack.

Sure, I figured there was some part of her that liked him for his money. There were a heck of a lot of wealthy guys at Harvard, so why did she choose him?

They seemed to be happy.

I was wrong.

So fucking wrong.

And I live with that every day. 

When the call arrived while they were on their honeymoon that he had died mysteriously, I think that was the first time I really opened my eyes.

God.

I could have saved him.

If I hadn’t argued with Seb, if I’d spoken to Jack...if I’d...done anything, I could have saved his life.

He’d be with us right now.

But I didn’t.

I trusted blindly, and I’ll never do that again.

Sandy took Jack from us. That we are sure of, but we’ve never been able to prove it.

When you lose someone that young, it affects you. The anger we all had watching Sandy get away with murder, taking away a rich man’s life and all his fortune, stuck with us.

The pledge was made.

“Never,” I said one day when we were sitting on a yacht on the Hudson, not long after Jack’s funeral. “I’ll never fucking trust a woman. Never getting married.”

“Amen to that,” Colt said, the wind flicking his hair in his face. 

“We need to agree,” Sebastian nodded firmly. “All of us. Unless it’s real love, none of us will get married. We’ll hold each other accountable and protect one another.”

“Deal,” Zander said, holding out his hand. “If another Sandy even sniffs near one of you, I’ll lock you in a room until you come to your senses.”

I chuckled darkly. 

“I can’t see myself marrying, so I’m fully on board.” Drew shook, and one by one we all did the same.

We had all lived and breathed our pledge since that day.

Growing our wealth, all of us had taken our inheritances and become billionaires by the time we were thirty. If we suspected a woman one of us was seeing had dollar figures in her eyes, we spoke up.

It wasn’t necessary often. All of us had been playboys, with Colt’s club—The Obsidian Club—offering a constant flow of women who were there for the same reason we were.

Sex.

Dirty, delicious sex.

But at night, it was Sandy’s face that haunted me. Her playing the grieving widow, a subtle glint in her eyes as she dabbed at them with her black handkerchief alongside his grave.

Jack didn’t die. He was a healthy young man. We were close, and I should have seen it.

“I can’t believe how lucky I am, Mase.” Jack grinned, tossing back a shot the night of his bachelor party. 

“She makes you happy. That’s what matters.” I leaned my back against the bar and sipped my beer. 

In my dreams, I’ve tried to turn back time or turn into a ghost and shake myself. To tell him not to marry her.

It never works, of course.

“I know Sebastian doesn’t like her, but I love her.” Jack shared, his radiant smile slipping. “I hope he can accept it.”

“He will.” I’d taken another sip, totally unaware of what was to come in the coming days. “He’s naturally protective. Just tell him you have a prenup, and then you can prove him wrong.”

That was Sebastian’s concern. 

“We don’t have one. She offered, but I told her I loved her, and she had to accept all of me. My heart and my money,” Jack told me that day.

The conniving viper.

“She’s a keeper,” I’d told him, laying my hand on his shoulder.

Clearly reverse psychology. 

The hours I’ve spent staring into space—at least over the first few years—looking for the signs that Seb saw. That I never did.

Colt, Zander and Drew weren’t fans of Sandy, but they stayed quiet. 

I seem to have taken on most of the guilt. I think. I don’t talk about it much.

But I’ll admit, I’m pretty paranoid about protecting myself from women like her.

I mean, fuck, if I couldn’t see my best friend being set up and killed, then how am I going to stop it from happening to me?

I could make the same mistake myself if some woman blinded me with her sweet pussy and beguiling ways.

My instincts are shit.

So I stay vigilant.

And yeah, that comes across as a paranoid wallet-clutching billionaire some days...but at least I’m still fucking alive.

And so are my friends.

No other Sandy’s are getting a single dollar of our enormous wealth, nor taking another life.

When Emily came on the scene, I surprised myself. She barely had two dollars to rub together but was so in love with Sebastian it was painful to watch. 

I checked in with the other guys and asked them what they thought. More evidence that I don’t trust myself, but whatever.

We were all in agreement. Emily doesn’t have a horrible bone in her body. Then Colt made some crude joke about Sebastian’s boner.

Beating the rest of us to it.

Seriously though, Seb and Emily are polar opposites. He’s dominant and powerful. Emily is sweet and naïve.

Unlike her best friend. 

Lexi The Diva Grant.

I glance across the dance floor to where she’s currently dancing with a friend of Sebastian’s, Craig. He looks like all his Christmases have come at once, the way she’s wiggling her ass at him.

Who knew you could be both irritated and aroused at the same time? 

She lifts her eyes as I lift the glass to my lips, and we almost glare at one another.

Fuck.

I might not regret fucking her, but I regret the words I said afterward. 

I should have shut my damn mouth.
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Mason Kingsley no longer exists.

Unless it’s Monday to Friday, eight in the morning until five at night, he no longer exists, as far as I am concerned.

The jerk.

Listen, I know Emily has ended up with her prince, but that’s not what this is. I need you to know that.

“Fuck you, Mason,” I replied, shoving at his chest while his dick dripped from what we’d just done. “There are a lot of princes in this town; don’t flatter yourself.”

The fact I have to work with Mason now that he’s messed up our delicious little attraction is a nuisance, but I’ll make sure he understands that it meant nothing to me, and I’ve moved on.

Prince?

Jesus, please...what an idiot.

Craig, who is an art director at one of the top creative agencies here in Manhattan, is a great dancer and fun. I was talking to him before we started dancing, and he gave me tips on some fun, non-touristy places to hit up in New York. 

Then offered to show me a few of them.

I’m going to say yes, just to spite the frog, as I now refer to Mason.

“Is there a reason Mason Kinglsey is throwing eye-daggers my way?” Craig asks, leaning in so I can hear him over the music where we are dancing.

I glance over, and Mason gives me a now familiar dark look. 

“He’s my boss. Probably worried I’ll run away and not show up on Monday.” 

“You work for Mason?” Craig laughs.

“It’s temporary,” I answer briefly, not wanting to go into what my job is. 

Most of the people here are stupidly rich and successful. Craig probably assumes I’m a duchess or whatever it is Americans think about notable English people. Huh! There’s definitely no blue blood in my family line.

“Then he must be worried I’m going to corrupt your innocence.” Craig grins. “Because I know Kingsley doesn’t mess around with his employees.”

Shows how much you know.

“Corrupt me?” I spin, wink at him over my shoulder then laugh. “Or will I be the one doing the corrupting?”

He’s not as tall as Mason, but his dark, short blond hair, deep blue eyes and wide shoulders are very attractive.  

Yet, I’m not interested in him at all.

“Christ, I won’t say no.” 

I chuckle as a familiar warmth envelops me.

“Lexi,” Mason growls behind me.

“She’s off the clock, Kingsley,” Craig says, his voice rich with what he’s got planned for the rest of the night.

I can hear it.

Mason can hear it.

I may have taken this too far with Craig. My goal was to show Mason I hadn’t fallen pathetically in love with him after last night.

Last night... If only I had stuck to my plan.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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MASON
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Twenty-four hours ago

––––––––
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The day Lexi unfolded her long legs and reached out her hand, when Emily came to interview for my PA role, a blast of arousal struck me like a tornado. Her long dark hair, big green eyes and English accent had my pants tightening and hoping no one noticed my erection. 

It wasn’t just that she was fucking gorgeous; it was that I could almost read the naughty thoughts in those green globes and the subtle smirk on her lips. Hints of jasmine and spice lingered in the air around her from her chosen scent.

Jesus.

In that moment I’d imagined her lowering to her knees, tugging out my cock and smiling broadly as she wrapped her lips around it.

She’d like it rough, too. I’d shove in hard, fisting her long hair and make her kiss my balls.

You see my problem?

Three fucking weeks. Three weeks of short skirts, tight fitting blouses, and heated glances. And my imagination filling the silence with all the dirty things I think Lexi would enjoy.

Three weeks of yes, Mr. Kinglsey and imagining Lexi under my desk sucking my cock. 

Three weeks of watching her flirt with Terrance, who says her laptop is buggy. There is nothing wrong with that goddamn machine. 

Terrance is getting fired.

I have to find a way to stop this obsession with her.

She’s in my world constantly. At work and with Emily and Sebastian getting married in a few weeks, there is a lot of wedding planning and events happening.

Tomorrow is the engagement party.

I should never have hired her; I should have just fucked her.

But Emily was supposed to fill the role of PA, and when we figured out she didn’t know how to use an important piece of software, but Lexi did, it felt like the fates had lined things up.

I hired her on the spot.

Stupid, I suppose—I didn’t even reference check her. To be fair, she’s done a great job so far. Apart from making me feel like a sexual predator every day.

It’s not normal to arrive at work, get an erection and then have to go home and jerk off. 

I walk out and meet Andy, my marketing director, and Lexi at the elevator. We’re off to a client to present to them today. 

“Let’s do this, team.” 

Andy and I chat while Lexi stands that little bit too close to me. Our bodies slightly bump as the cab moves.

Christ.

When we arrive at the client’s, I watch Chen and Robyn eye her up and grind my teeth.

Then I catch myself. She doesn’t belong to me, so why should I care?

“Gentleman, welcome,” Robyn, the CEO, says. “And who do we have here?”

“Lexi, and yes, I’m from London.” She hugs her laptop, grinning.

He laughs.

“Well, let’s get you set up.” 

Lexi follows him
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