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        Five handsome brothers prepare to meet their match!

      

        

      
        Michael McKenzie, CEO of McKenzie Holdings, has a horrible habit of prioritizing work over everything else—until a chance encounter in an elevator changes his perspective.

      

        

      
        Lily Redmond is on her first day of work, and she is unsure whether she should be startled or thrilled that her new boss is the sexy businessman she met on the way into the office.

      

        

      
        If Lily's boyfriend David takes the initiative to ask for forgiveness, will Michael fight for what he feels is rightfully his, or will Michael and Lily both want to live happily ever after?
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      Lily

      I lay naked on the bed, ignoring the pang of disappointment when I heard David shuffling around in the bathroom. No doubt he was in there cleaning up after our sex session - at least that's what I'd call it. David had been having sex with me for the past five months, which consisted of a few open-mouthed kisses, a few licks and nibbles on my breasts, and a brief moment when he would insert a finger inside of me before he pushed himself home, leaving a trail of sweat and moans down my neck. Within seconds of entering me, he would shudder and release into the condom. I lay there feeling empty and unsatisfied, wondering what I’d done to deserve this.

      David and I had been together since high school, about seven years. We were both seventeen when he moved to my town, and within a week of him starting school, we were inseparable.

      He was my first kiss, my first date, and my first lover. Sighing, I turned and stared at the photos of our life together on the nightstand. We lived together while attending the same college and then moved to the same city after graduation. We even worked for the same company until two weeks ago, when I lost my job along with two hundred other employees. David was still working there, and for the past week he'd been making comments about my unemployment status, as if it was my fault that I didn't have a job.

      Secretly, I'd been looking for another job because I was starting to want something else. I'd actually felt relief when the company let me go. For the first time in a long time, I was free, and there was nothing David could do about it. At least that's what I thought.

      David, however, thought differently. My life had a constant soundtrack of how it was my fault. David told me almost daily that if I hadn't been "gathering wool" during department meetings, the boss wouldn't have noticed and I wouldn't have been on the "let go" list.

      Ugh. I looked at the photo of us at the company retreat five months ago. I'd noticed a change in him then. When our sex life had turned into a one-man sprint. Up until then, we'd had what I'd call a "normal" sex life. Not always full of passion, but there was always mutual enjoyment.

      Well, I could honestly say that I hadn't had an orgasm since then, and I really didn't think David cared. Not only had it started to annoy me, I found it troubling. We were still together years after all our friends had told us we wouldn't last, but I was beginning to think maybe they were right.

      David was my lifeline, the only family I had since my parents died in a car accident five years ago. I didn't have any siblings to get me through it, and I clung to David even more than before. He was my security blanket. I came to this conclusion after talking to a psychiatrist for three years after their deaths, without David's knowledge.

      The faucet in the bathroom turned off, warning me that David would be out soon. I glanced at the clock and knew now would be the best time to tell him that I was starting a new job at McKenzie Holdings headquarters. I hadn't told anyone about this job, simply because I wanted something that was mine and mine alone, at least for a while. The way David had been lately, he would have had a lot to say about it, not to mention the fact that the company was owned by Michael, Sebastian, Ruben, Lucien and Ramon McKenzie. Sebastian McKenzie was always in the paper with one starlet or another. Michael, the second oldest, was only ever in the paper when the company was mentioned and there was never a photo. Ruben and Lucien made the paper, but not as often as their brother Sebastian.

      I'd never met the brothers; a Mr. Roberts had interviewed me for the job and I'd taken an instant liking to him. I smiled when I thought of him; his gray hair, slight paunch, and smiling eyes reminded me of my grandfather, who had died when I was about eleven years old. I'd signed the contract right then and there, and I was going to be Mr. Robert's assistant, which, I had to say, I was really looking forward to.

      I quickly looked at the clock and groaned. I really needed to get out of bed, shower and get dressed, but David was hogging the bathroom. I'd just have to hurry after he left for work. I certainly didn't want to share.

      The bathroom door opened, so I quickly covered myself with the blanket and pretended to be asleep again. Talking to him was the last thing I wanted to do.

      Peering through my lashes, I watched as David fastened his watch to his wrist and tucked his wallet into the inside pocket of his suit jacket. Then, without so much as a glance at me, he picked up his keys from the nightstand before walking out of the bedroom. I held my breath and watched the bedroom door as I listened to him shuffle down the hall, loathing every sound he made. A few minutes later, I heard the front door to the apartment open and close, and the lock click into place. No goodbye from the door, no quick kiss on the forehead. It was as if I'd ceased to exist the moment he pushed his body away from mine.

      I slowly came to the conclusion that our relationship was over. Tears stung my eyes at the thought. Part of me just wanted to lie in bed all day and cry; another part of me was relieved that I was ready to take the steps to end it. The only problem I had was that if - or should I say when - I left, I wouldn't have anywhere to go or enough money to put down a deposit on another apartment. I would have to save every dollar I could from now on and bide my time.

      With a sigh, I pushed the covers away and climbed out of bed. I stretched my sore muscles and walked into the bathroom, grimacing at the mess he'd made in the sink. I rinsed the sink while staring at my pale complexion in the mirror above. Usually my skin tone was more olive due to my dark hair, but not today. I brushed my teeth before stepping into the hot shower and scrubbing David's touch off my skin.

      With a towel wrapped around me and my hair still wet and dripping down my back, I stood and looked in my closet, not sure what to wear. Was I going for the professional look? Or the professional hot chick look? I decided to go for the in-between. The professional girl who could become a sultry vixen at night. I smiled to myself as I took my navy blue suit off the hanger, then laid it on the bed while I searched for the white blouse I liked to wear with it. When I found it hiding in the back of the closet, I pulled it out and placed it on the bed with my other clothes. I quickly put on my white lace underwear.

      I fastened the blouse and pulled up the skirt, which was tailored to my curvy figure and came to rest a few inches above my knees. Not too short to be inappropriate for the office and not too long to make me look older than my twenty-four years.

      Another rummage through my closet and I found the matching blue heels that made my legs look longer than they were. I stepped back and looked at myself in the mirror - I looked hot, especially with my hair pulled back in a mess on top of my head. David always thought it made me look sexy. Not anymore.

      I took a deep breath, shook my head of unpleasant thoughts, and walked out of the apartment and to my new job.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Michael

      Gripping my cell in one hand, I found myself clenching my teeth as my temper began to rise. Sebastian would deliberately ignore my attempts to contact him because he'd be thinking with a different part of his anatomy.

      I'd been trying to reach my brother for two days since I returned home. Oh, I knew he was safe. I also knew he was having a good time with a woman he'd picked up at the hotel bar during the conference in San Diego.

      The woman had been eyeing me until she'd spotted Sebastian. Was I bothered? No. My brothers loved nothing more than to poke fun at me for keeping my private life just what it was...private.

      No, I wasn't a monk, although I had been for the last few years. I didn't advertise what I was up to because the minute I was seen with anyone, the press would have a field day. The last time the press took a picture of me with a woman was six years ago, and the woman in the picture was my wife, Viv, just before she died.

      I tossed my cell phone on the breakfast bar as I walked through the kitchen looking for a bagel. My brothers had once tried to set me up with a chef, as if that would ever happen, to get me to eat better. It hadn't worked because I loved my private space and no one was allowed in unless invited.

      I found a bagel in the breadbox, sliced it, and popped it in the toaster. Pouring myself a coffee, I crossed my ankles and leaned against the cabinets. The day was going to be busy. I had a meeting at eleven and countless other things to do. Fortunately, my new assistant would be arriving first thing.

      Dale Roberts had assured me that my new assistant, whom I had yet to meet, would be perfect and wouldn't let me down. Lily Redmond. She had no idea that her new position was as my assistant. Dale had interviewed her for me and had deliberately given her the impression that the position was with him. At least that way I'd get someone who knew how to use a computer instead of how to put polish on her nails.

      Every time I interviewed someone, the interview had a habit of going downhill quickly as the young woman in question seemed more interested in me and my brothers than the actual job, which was damn frustrating.

      Dale had run a background check on Lily. He had checked the reference she had provided from her previous employer. As far as he could see, she had been laid off due to company downsizing. Only it didn't add up. Her resume was spotless, her references even more so. Looking at her work history, she shouldn't have been fired, especially when her boyfriend was kept on.

      The coffee tasted bitter as I watched the red coils in the toaster. Something didn't add up, and that was why I had asked a friend of a friend who worked at the company to dig deep and see what he could find out about why she was really let go. Something was wrong, and I would bet my last dollar that it had something to do with the boyfriend.

      My bagel popped out of the toaster and I decided to put some cream cheese on it for a change instead of my usual butter. With the cheese spread on top, I took a seat in the breakfast nook just off the kitchen, which I preferred because of the amazing view of the garden and the mountains beyond.

      Once in a while, I'd sit here and wish I had a woman to share it with-not often, but occasionally. I'd been alone since Viv died. She'd died on her way to meet our divorce attorneys, by which time whatever love I once had for her, if that's what it was, had died. We'd been married for three years, and in those three years I'd lost count of how many men she'd been with. I probably only knew about half of them. She'd completely skewed my perception of relationships and made me a skeptic. When you're alone, you can't get hurt, but sometimes it sucks.

      It had taken me a long time to believe that she was the one with the problem, not me. I owed that revelation to my brothers, after they knocked some sense into me. Literally.

      After breakfast, I quickly washed and dried the few pots and pans, collected my keys, and walked out to be greeted by my driver, George. I genuinely enjoyed driving, or more specifically, I enjoyed sitting on my Harley and letting it run wild. Unfortunately, the office was no place for my Harley, and it drove me crazy to drive into town with all the traffic and try to find parking. Instead, George drove me to the office, left me there, and parked at a nearby hotel where he spent the day drinking coffee, flirting with Janet, one of the receptionists, and waiting for me to call him for a ride. He also took advantage of the free wifi and hooked up his laptop.

      "Morning, George," I said in greeting.

      "Morning, Mr. McKenzie."

      Once I got in the car, I sat back and tried to relax. Normally I would read the paper on the way into town, but Sebastian was on the front page, so I decided to pass. I had no objection to my brothers sowing their wild oats, but having Sebastian in the news every time he did it pissed me off.

      I'd been so lost in my own thoughts for the last twenty minutes that when I looked out the window, George had already pulled up in front of the McKenzie building. "See you later, George," I said warmly as I opened the door. "Have a nice day," I told him as I got out of the car.

      He blushed slightly and nodded in response. I fought the urge to chuckle. Even though he was a cool professional, Janet always had him hot under the collar. After the first week, I refused to let him get in and out of the car every time I needed to open the door.

      It had taken a while to get used to being driven around, but I wasn't lazy enough to let the door open for me. I watched as he drove away and made a U-turn to get to the hotel. How the hell he never caused an accident with that move, I'll never know.

      As I walked into the lobby, John, the security guard, looked up and nodded in my direction, his crisp uniform always spotless and his radio on his hip. I continued on to the elevators. John was flirting with a woman at the front desk, which caused me to slow my pace. She was what Sebastian would call a "babe," with her long legs, tight skirt, and equally tight jacket over firm breasts. The heels she wore made her stand in a slightly provocative manner. Whisps of dark hair fell around her neck.

      I swallowed at the sight of her and shook my head. She's just another girl trying to get the McKenzie brothers' attention. I walked on, and as I waited for the elevator, I turned and saw the receptionist walking toward me with her head down. She had no idea that I was standing there watching her.

      When the doors opened, I stepped inside and held them open for the mystery woman. Her scent wafted toward me as she approached, and my dick instantly went hard. Shit, this was not good. I'd never reacted so quickly to a woman's scent before.

      She looked up, and when her blue eyes met mine, they widened dramatically. She stopped mid-step and looked up at me. I hesitated, but managed to look away from her intense focus. "Your carriage awaits," I said brusquely.

      Damn, I felt like I had been hit over the head. I watched her carefully, noting how her throat moved as she swallowed and then took a deep breath. Her jaw tensed and she stepped into the elevator. Was I affecting her as much as she was affecting me?

      I felt quite uncomfortable. My cock throbbed and I wanted to believe it was due to lack of use rather than the attractive woman standing next to me.

      Yes, keep telling yourself that.
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      Lily

      Surprised. Excited. Thrilled. Yes, that was probably the best word for it. Nothing else could explain the quickening of my pulse when my eyes met the man's at the elevator. My heart had stopped and my stomach was quivering as I stepped into the small space and tried to make room for the man. Never in my life had I reacted so strongly to a man.

      As I stood in the elevator, the doors closed, leaving me trapped inside with the sexy man. I quickly leaned forward, pushed the button for the floor I wanted, and felt the heat flow from his body to mine. My stomach was still quivering and I was pretty sure my panties were soaked. He watched me carefully through the mirror on the doors, while I watched him out of the corner of my eye.

      What was happening to me? David was acting like a jerk, but we were still in a relationship. At least I thought we were. I had no reason to be attracted to a stranger.

      The man who had decided to give me his full attention, sending a rush of heat down my body as he glanced over me - I didn't think my panties could get any wetter.

      "I haven't seen you before," he said, or was that a question? I wasn't really sure, but my toes practically curled up at the deep tone of his voice.

      I finally managed to pull my tongue back into my mouth to utter a weak, "I'm new."

      He didn't move his gaze. "I take it you work in the building?" I asked, trying to hide my embarrassment. I wasn't used to being the object of such a penetrating gaze. His eyes twinkled.

      "You could say that. You didn't tell me your name?"

      What did that mean? Either he worked here or he did not. "You didn't ask me my name." Oh God, was I just flirting with him?

      "I'd like to know your name, if you don't mind telling me," he replied, a cocky grin playing at the corners of his full mouth. He's smooth. I'll give him that.

      I groaned inwardly. This guy was really making a fool of me. I knew it would be a really bad idea to touch him, but I held out my hand anyway. "Lily Redmond."

      He seemed to freeze for a single second before he straightened and took my hand. He wrapped his fingers around mine. The heat of his touch radiated through me, igniting a fire deep in my core.

      I looked up, my hands still clenched in his. His eyes had darkened and there was a pulse at the side of his neck. Mmm, I wouldn't mind using my tongue in that area. I licked my lips, and his blue eyes darkened slightly as they followed the movement of my tongue.

      He coughed, released my hand and stepped away. He was equally moved by me, as the bulge he was trying to hide in his pants showed. This realization made me hotter - and wetter. "I'm Michael McKenzie."

      Those words poured cold water on me. He's my boss! Shit!

      I hadn't even arrived at the office before I was flirting with my boss, or rather one of them.

      "Michael McKenzie, as in McKenzie Holdings. My boss?" The words slipped out of my mouth almost incoherently.

      "Yes, that's me." He looked about as happy as I was. I quickly tried to compose myself, hoping he didn't notice the panic in my eyes. This was definitely going to be an interesting day at work.

      "Oh." The elevator beeped and the doors opened with excruciating slowness to the floor of McKenzie Brothers Executive Offices. The floor where Mr. Roberts had asked me to meet him.

      I was rather disappointed that he was one of my superiors. I was really interested in getting to know him better, and I did not mean through sex. He was a very attractive man, tall with broad shoulders, a slender body, and the most stunning blue eyes. As he looked at me, I could feel a hunger in him. I wasn't sure what it was, but there was something there, something substantial and more than just attraction. I ran my fingertips together as they hung at my side, trying to grasp what I was feeling - it was almost as if we had a bond.

      I heard a throat clearing and pulled myself together enough to step out of the elevator in front of Michael McKenzie to greet Mr. Roberts. He looked from me to his boss with curiosity in his eyes.

      "Ah, Lily. You've met Michael McKenzie," he asked, his eyes fixed on me.

      "Yes, we have met. Let's go to my office," Michael replied for me. Mr. Roberts jerked in surprise, shock written all over his face. The clipped tone made me wonder if he was going to fire me the moment I walked into the office. Michael gave me a quick scan before making his way to the glass door, which I assumed led to the inner sanctum.

      I followed Michael and Mr. Roberts down the hall, trying not to tip over in my heels. The carpet was so thick my heels sank in like a sponge. The offices were luxurious, with no expense spared on the executive floor. I wondered what the other floors looked like. The art on the walls was vibrant. I wasn't sure where all the documents were stored because the furniture seemed minimal yet expensive.

      I wasn't sure if I was ready to work for McKenzie or if McKenzie was ready for me to work for him. My personal office would probably be a complete disaster within a week - I wasn't the neatest person.

      Following Michael into his office was like walking into the lion's den.

      Michael had set his briefcase on the table and pulled out a few documents before setting it on the floor.

      "Dale, these are the documents you left here yesterday. I've signed them, so you're good to go. Thanks for taking care of Lily, but I'll take it from here," he said to Mr. Roberts, who seemed flustered.

      "Okay, Michael." Mr. Roberts turned to me and smiled reassuringly. "I'll talk to you later, Lily." He quickly walked out of the office, leaving me alone with the extremely attractive Michael McKenzie.
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      Michael

      As I led Lily and Dale to my office, I tried to control my libido and my disappointment. I cursed myself silently and tried to keep a calm pace. I was an idiot for not recognizing who she was. I knew I had a new assistant because Dale had convinced me she was terrific and the best choice. After seeing the look on Dale's face when he realized we'd already met, I wondered if Dale had an ulterior motive for hiring Lily.

      I hurried across my office to my desk, quickly retrieved the papers for Dale, and placed my briefcase near the coat rack. I looked at them briefly before taking a seat, adjusting myself slightly to hide my desire. My brothers, especially Sebastian, would be thrilled to know how I was reacting to my new assistant. I disliked reacting to women because it made me feel out of control, when I needed to be fully in control.

      After Dale left, there was a heavy silence between us. She shifted in her seat, smoothing out the creases in her skirt. Her eyes darted around the room as she fidgeted, indicating that she was nervous. That was hardly surprising, given the fire that pulsed between us in the elevator. When she realized who I was, the heat in her eyes drained away, as if she had been drenched with water. But the change was so subtle that I would have missed it if I hadn't been paying so much attention to her. It wasn't fake. She really didn't know who I was. My assistant was the only woman in the world who really didn't.

      "Lily." Her name slipped off my tongue and I loved the way it did. Her eyes met mine and locked, driving me crazy with need. "Dale interviewed you for his assistant position, but the open position was actually mine. I've had some problems interviewing in the past, so I decided to delegate the task to Dale. I apologize for the lack of honesty, but I hope you will stay."

      I could see the wheels turning in her head. "Why do you have problems with interviews?"

      I certainly wasn't expecting a question back; most people just agreed with me. "When I interviewed before, the interviewer knew my identity. They ended up being more interested in my siblings and me than in the job. It's not only embarrassing, it's annoying. Whereas in the elevator, you had no idea who I was. It was... refreshing."

      I rearranged some papers on my desk to regain control of the meeting. I never shared. I just expected everyone to follow without question. Lily was refreshing.

      "As my assistant, I expect every deadline to be met. I don't expect you to rush around running personal errands for me. If I stumble and ask, say no."

      She laughed. "Okay. I'll have no problem saying no."

      The sound of her laughter reached my dick as I saw her luscious lips curl into a huge grin, and all I wanted to do was take her over to my desk and seal our lips together.

      I cleared the lump in my throat that I knew was lust and stood up, hoping she wouldn't look below my belt. "Please follow me, Lily, and I will show you to your desk. The reference we received for you was excellent, and they praised your computer skills, which I am sure will be an asset in this position."

      Lily placed her purse on the desk and turned to face me. Her cheeks were flushed and her breathing was uneven. I wondered if she found the intimacy challenging as well.

      "Okay, then. Here is the password for the computer. When you log in, please change it to something only you know, but please tell me. Don't write it down."

      Standing so close to her made my body ready for action, so I informed her, "The coffee is over there, and it should be fresh. Sylvia at reception makes it every day. The work is over here," I placed my palm on the rapidly growing pile of papers, "which I think will keep you busy for most of the day. So I'll leave you to it for now."

      Turning, I strolled over to the coffee maker and poured myself a cup before returning to my office.

      "Mr. McKenzie?"

      I didn't notice her approach, and when I turned around she was so close I had to fight myself not to back away. "Yes?"

      She seemed flustered. "Thank you for not giving me my marching orders earlier," she exclaimed, swinging her arms.

      Why would I do that? "You did nothing wrong." I couldn't take my eyes off her, noticing they were practically violet.

      "I mean for...um...well...flirting," she blurted out.

      Flirting. My heart raced - she was flirting with me. I hadn't imagined it.

      "Okay." I turned and walked back to my office, closing the door behind me. Once inside, I leaned back against it and let out a sigh of relief. I was really screwed. Maybe it was a good thing that my womanizing brother Sebastian was in San Diego.

      I got out of bed this morning, unconcerned about anyone but myself, uninterested in anyone. I walked into my office building only to be struck by lightning.

      My cell phone started ringing on my desk, jolting me out of my daydream. Realizing who it was, I leaned over and answered it.

      "Lucien?" He was my older brother, and the most serious. He had been as horrible a womanizer as Sebastian until his car accident five years ago, but now he was almost a recluse.

      "What's Sebastian up to now?" He asked as a kind of greeting.

      I sat down firmly in my chair. "Your guess is as good as mine. I haven't spoken to him in two days and it's not for lack of trying." I leaned back in my chair and turned ninety degrees to face the window and the Lexington skyline, watching the clouds roll in and block the sun.

      "Tell him I need help out here.... He'll come."

      "Are you sure?" Sebastian had never followed instructions, which always irritated our mother.

      "Yes. Send someone to find him and put him on the next plane to me."

      Shit.

      I hung up as the phone was already beeping in my ear. Lucien had always struggled with manners, but after his accident they were nonexistent.

      After a few minutes of thought, I texted Roger from the San Diego office and asked him to find Sebastian and contact me when he was with him.
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      Lily

      As the door clicked shut behind Michael's departing back, I sighed with relief. It was hardly the ideal way to start a new job - flirting with your boss.

      I didn't understand my reaction to Michael. Sure, he was attractive. But I had met handsome men before without giving them a second glance. I think my behavior was primarily motivated by loneliness. I put my face in my hands and sighed. I had flirted with him and then tried to apologize!

      With the computer turned on and prompting me for a password, I entered the information Michael had provided and presto, I was connected to the system. After a cursory glance at the tasks that needed my attention, I walked over and poured myself a cup of coffee.

      Mmm, it was absolutely wonderful, much better than I usually make.

      Back at my desk, David came to mind. I didn't know what to do with him. It was hard. We had been together forever, and until recently he had always been there for me. Something was definitely going on with him, and if I didn't know better, I'd say he was having an affair.

      "Hello, you must be Lily?"

      I snapped out of my thoughts and looked up at a petite blonde wearing heels higher than mine. "Yes, that's me." I held out my hand, hoping for a name. I didn't have to wait long.

      "I'm Sylvia. I work at the front desk. I've only been here three weeks." She shook my hand before pouring herself a cup of coffee.

      She was beautiful, with a slender figure and extra-large assets that any man would want. Sylvia's sparkling blue eyes shone with joy, and her blonde hair was pulled back at the nape of her neck with a beautiful purple diamond, yet she still looked like she belonged in college.

      "I guess I can thank you for the coffee? It's delicious." I took another sip.

      "Do you want me to keep making it? Or would you like to prepare it when you arrive?"

      "Oh, please keep making it. If you don't mind."

      "I don't mind." She sipped her coffee. "So is the gossip true? That you had no idea the work was with Michael McKenzie?" she murmured.

      Sylvia definitely liked to gossip. "Dale Roberts interviewed me, and I don't remember if he told me who the job was with. I was very nervous." That should be enough, I hoped. I wasn't one for gossip.

      Sylvia looked at me for a few seconds before shifting gears. "Do you have a boyfriend?"

      I laughed.

      She was curious and charming. She grinned.

      "I think I have a boyfriend named David. We've been going out for seven years. I don't have any family and my previous job laid me off a few weeks ago along with about 200 others." I leaned back in my chair, took another sip of coffee, and watched her process what I had just said. I discovered that the best line of defense was to put everything out on the table. Rumors became less likely once everything was out in the open.

      "So you're not going after Michael?" She paused. I frowned. "Almost all the girls want him, but he never shows any interest. In fact, rumor has it that he hasn't been interested since his wife died six years ago. I think that's what Jacky said. In fact, Jacky claimed that she thought there was something between you two when you got off the elevator.

      Embarrassed, I felt heat rush to my face. At least I hadn't imagined the fire between us. I started to shuffle papers around my desk, hoping Sylvia would get the hint and leave so I could finish some work. She did.

      Finally alone, I focused on my task. In no time, I had completed the task that had been placed on the desk. Not knowing what else to do, I got up and was ready to go to Michael's office when a woman dressed in exaggerated 'everything', including make-up, entered the room. I tried not to stare, but it was extremely difficult. I could not believe it was all real, especially the hair. She was quite a sight.

      I cleared my throat. "Can I help you?"

      "You're not my type," she scoffed. "Is Michael around? Now he is my type."

      Oh my God, don't tell me he had sex with her. It shouldn't have bothered me, but it did. A lot.

      "I'll check. What's your name?"

      "Brandi."

      How original.

      "Have a seat and I'll see if he has time to see you." I made my way to Michael's office, hoping I was mistaken. With a quick knock on his door, I entered.

      He grinned at me and my heart stopped. "There's a woman outside to see you." He seemed perplexed. "Brandi," I replied, and he raised an eyebrow in question. "She made it sound like you knew her, if you, uh, know what I mean."

      Standing, he clenched his jaw and walked toward me. I took a step back, feeling the cool roughness of the wood against my back. Unsure if I should open the door and flee, I lifted my chin as he leaned into me, my back pressed against the door. His body radiated heat, but he did not touch me. Instead, he stood close enough for me to inhale his musky scent. Butterflies filled my stomach.

      "I don't know any Brandi in or out of the sheets," he said softly as he took the final step to close the space between us.

      His erection pushed into my stomach. I just wanted to reach out and touch it. When he replied that he didn't know her, I felt a weight lift from my heart.

      I looked into his eyes and the heat flashing in them made it clear that he wanted me as much as I wanted him. His erection jerked against me. My breathing became labored as I reached out and touched his chest. He shivered. This was not a good idea. I reminded him, "Brandi," hoping to break the spell.

      He took a deep breath and moved away from me. "Open the door. Let's see what she wants."

      All I wanted to do was throw myself into his arms. I opened the door and when he saw Brandi, he gave me a quick look before returning to her.

      "Hi Brandi. I'm Michael McKenzie. How can I help you?"

      Maybe he didn't really know her. She didn't act like she knew him either.

      "I'm looking for Sebastian. Do you know where he is?"

      Michael became uncomfortable at the mention of his brother. "I'm looking for Sebastian myself and he hasn't contacted me yet."

      She got up and started walking away. "Please tell him that Brandi is looking for him."

      "Will do."

      He exhaled loudly and turned to me. He ran his hands through his hair. "Please don't ask."

      "Okay." I walked back behind my desk and took a seat. "I finished the work that was on the desk."

      "You have?" He sounded surprised. "There was a lot to do."

      I smiled at him. "I'm a fast worker."

      "Give me five minutes, then follow me to my office." After watching me for a minute, he turned and walked into his office, closing the door behind him without saying anything.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Michael

      I loosened my tie as the door closed behind me. I felt flushed, uncomfortable, and aroused. I was seconds away from slamming my mouth on Lily's. As I approached her, I became rock hard, wanting nothing more than to lock my door and wrap her in my arms, lift up her skirt and see how wet she was for me. Then I'd fuck her senseless. I'd bet my left nut she was wet and as excited as I was.

      God. I got some much-needed air and went to my desk, where I sat down before Lily walked in and discovered the boner I was trying to hide.

      I leaned back in my chair and looked out the window. What the hell am I doing? I wondered. She lived with her boyfriend. She was my assistant and seemed competent, so I did not want to lose her. The reasons not to get involved were screaming at me. I knew I'd have to get used to a cold shower because I'd keep my zipper up no matter how much I wanted Lily's hands inside.

      Why her? I had never reacted to Viv the way I did to Lily. Oh, I had lusted after Viv and made the mistake of thinking it was love. Not a mistake I wanted to repeat. But what was it about Lily that made me hard as a rock the moment she looked at me and ready to orgasm the second she touched me? I had a feeling she was going to drive me completely crazy.

      Lily. I had to tell Lily about the eleven o'clock meeting. Even though it wasn't my goal, I felt obligated to do so to prevent her from being surprised by her boyfriend's presence.

      I was actually glad that he would be at the meeting so I could see the competition. Shit, I was not in the competition. Yeah, right. You keep telling yourself that.

      A tentative knock on my door snapped me out of my thoughts. "Come in, Lily." She opened the door and ventured in slowly, apprehensive but lovely. I stood and walked to the sofa. "Let's sit here while we discuss the meeting at eleven."

      "Okay. Where shall I leave these letters for you?" she asked.

      "Just put them on the corner of the desk." I sat down in the chair by the side of the sofa, hoping that not crowding her would make her feel comfortable.

      I watched her move across the floor and noticed the blush on her cheekbones. She was sitting on the sofa, close but not too close.

      I couldn't even remember what I wanted to talk to her about. I leaned forward, bringing my thoughts and myself together. "The meeting's with Oakfield Architectural Design." Her wide eyes met mine. "They're one of three firms selected to bid on McKenzie Holdings' new development outside of town. Is that going to be a problem?"

      She seemed more nervous than usual as I studied her intently, and she remained silent.

      "I know who your boyfriend is because we do background checks on all prospective companies. Lily, David is one of the Oakfield representatives who
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