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BE THE PLAYER, NOT the piece...

Adam Miller is just your average billionaire CEO of one of the largest tech and marketing companies in the country. 

Katie Walters is just the PI he hires to figure out how one of his employees is stealing money from the company accounts.

But when they agree to go undercover together in one of his satellite offices, they’re signing a contract neither of them fully understands. Their first meeting is electric, and before long, they’re fighting a mutual attraction that they both know is a bad idea. When that attraction gets the better of them, they find themselves facing two problems: 

1. You don’t have sex with your boss—or the woman you’ve hired as your PI, and 

2. Their attraction toward each other might just mean the thief ends up getting away.
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ADAM
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“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, WE have $3 million just... missing?” I asked sharply, pressing the phone closer to my ear.

Surely I’d heard him wrong. Surely my accountant hadn’t just said that we had $3 million in hard cash just... missing.

The pause on the other end of the line wasn’t nearly as short as I’d hoped it would be—which I knew almost immediately meant bad news.

Look, when you’re the head of a multi-billion-dollar company, you start to figure out how to read the room. How to take those pauses in difficult conversations, and what to read from them. Though if I was being honest, that right there was something I’d been good at right from the start. Long before I’d ever even imagined Miller and Co, the marketing and tech company that had grown from a tiny startup to something so big that we were now spread across five cities, I’d been good at reading people. I looked at their eyes, their mouths, what they did with their hands when they were saying something.

I watched their thoughts flit right over their faces.

And it had always given me a way to know what was coming. Sure, that hadn’t been super useful when I was doing things like buying candy at the local corner store or even waiting for my race on the swim team, but it had always made me feel like I was one step ahead of everyone else.

Like I knew what to expect.

When I started Miller and Co, it had become something else entirely. A skill that had given me a leg up on the competition and told me exactly what my employees didn’t want to say out loud.

Like right now, when Michael Ashman, my lead accountant, was keeping far too silent for far too long, after he’d just called me in my office to tell me, oh so casually, that he’d found a problem in the books. That he’d found a whole hell of a lot of cash just missing from the company accounts, and that he couldn’t figure out where it had gone, or who had taken it, or even whether this was just some sort of clerical error.

“Michael,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm. “What do you mean we have $3 million just missing?”

At first, my only answer was a sigh—which gave me even more reason to think bad news was coming. Then, evidently realizing that keeping quiet wasn’t going to solve the problem, he finally started talking.

“I was doing a pretty standard quarterly audit of our books,” he said quickly, his voice professional and completely emotionless. “You know, we do them every three months, just to keep an eye on things. And I came across a problem. Numbers weren’t adding up. Or rather, they were, but not to the number they should be adding up to. The long and short of it, Adam, is that the company’s bank account—the main account, the one that takes care of all our expenses—is $3 million short of where it should be. I don’t have any more information for you than that.”

I pulled my phone away from my ear and stared at it for a long, hard moment—like it was going to somehow change what Michael had just said.

Like it had turned into some sort of time travel device and would take me back to ten minutes ago, before Michael had told me, and rewrite history.

It didn’t. Because newsflash: Phones are not actually time travel machines, and they can’t change reality.

By the time I put said non-time-traveling device back to my ear, though, I’d allowed my brain to run with the problem, and had at least the start of an answer.

“We have records of every outgoing expenditure from the account?”

“Of course,” he said, sounding like he was actually offended that I’d ask that.

I huffed out a laugh. I’d known Michael since I first started this company. He’d been my first hire, actually. And shocking him by pretending I didn’t think he knew how to do his job had never gotten old.

“And I assume you’ve checked all of those to make sure they’re valid.”

Another affronted snort. “We’re in the process of doing that now.”

“Right,” I said. “In that case, I don’t suppose there’s anything I can really do to help you. Keep me posted. And keep an eye on that account, would you? Make sure the discrepancy doesn’t get any bigger than it already is.”

“Absolutely,” he said.

Then he hung up without saying goodbye. Which was also just like Michael. He was one of the most brilliant men I knew—which was why I’d hired him as my accountant—but the man was a whole lot better with numbers than he was with people.

I turned off my phone, put it down on my desk, and used my feet to push myself backward until I hit the window of my office. Then I turned my chair so I could see out ... and leaned forward to thunk my forehead against the glass. 

Then I did it again. 

And then again.

“Dammit,” I breathed. Hearing that you were missing money was never a good thing. Yeah, the company was large enough that it wasn’t going to interrupt any of our movements. We weren’t going to have to turn off the electricity or anything like that. Weren’t going to have to lay off employees or close one of the satellite offices or restrict our company’s big Christmas party. At the end of the day, everything would be just fine.

But $3 million was still quite a bit of money. This was nothing to sniff at.

Suddenly, the intercom on my desk buzzed, indicating a call from my secretary. 

I sat up, removing my forehead from the glass—leaving, no doubt, a mark that would give the cleaners fits—and spun back toward my desk.

“Adam?” Sonya, my secretary, asked, her voice taking on that weird tinny quality that intercoms give you. I had a momentary thrill that I had a secretary and that she called me on an intercom—two things that I didn’t think would ever get old—and then I got down to business.

“Yep, I’m here. What’s up? You’re saving me from a truly horrendous meltdown.”

“Glad to be of service. Oliver Brown just called and said he’s on the way to the bar downstairs. He wants to know if you want to meet him there.”

I was out of my chair so quickly that I actually forgot to answer her until I was at the door of my office, grabbing my coat and opening the door. 

“Yes,” I muttered to her as I strolled by her office, which sat just outside of mine. “Call him back and tell him yes, Sonya. I’ll be out for the rest of the day.”

Because if there was ever a time to get out of the office and go have a drink with my best friend and right-hand man, it was right now, when I’d just found out that someone was stealing from my company.
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OLIVER GAVE A LONG, low whistle, his eyebrows rising up so high I thought they might actually meet his hairline.

“Are you kidding me? Three million? That’s not exactly chump change. How the hell did that happen, Adam?”

I gave him a look that said exactly what I thought of that question. “You’re my CFO, Oliver,” I pointed out. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that question?”

Because yes, my best friend was also my CFO. And that meant that this little debacle fell under the umbrella of Things Oliver Should Have Handled Before They Got to Me.

He stared at me, open-mouthed, for several long moments before he broke into a grin.

“You obviously think I’m better at my job than I actually am,” he finally said. “You don’t actually think I’m in my office all day watching the numbers, do you?”

I grinned back, unable to stop myself. I’d known Oliver for most of my life, and I’d never been able to keep a straight face when he was making a joke. Even, it turned out, when that joke was about $3 million having gone missing from the company’s ledgers.

“I’d have to be insane to think that you were actually doing your job,” I agreed.

Oliver clinked his glass to mine, the grin growing. “Exactly. Besides, I thought my job description basically consisted of being available to save you from the office and get you down here to the bar at the drop of a hat. What else could you possibly need me for?”

Oliver was just fishing for compliments now. He knew as well as I did that he was a genius with numbers and sales, and had one of the sharpest minds in the building. Those were the reasons I’d hired him in the first place. 

The fact that he could go downstairs with me to the bar was just a lucky benefit.

Still, that brilliant mind was why I was going to ask him what I was about to ask him.

“Actually, as long as you’re offering...” I said quickly.

Oliver rolled his eyes and groaned. “Oh shit, what? I didn’t mean for you to actually come up with something to need me for.”

I laughed. “Nonetheless, you offered, and as such, I’m holding you to it. I need you to run the shop for me while I’m gone.”

Now the smile dropped right off his face, replaced by a confused frown. “While you’re gone? Where the hell are you going? I have to say, CEOs don’t usually respond to finding out that someone is stealing from their company by getting up and going on vacation.”

“Not a vacation,” I told him. “A mission. I called Jack on the way down here. You know, the president over at Sterling. And he gave me some advice. Said he’d had something wonky going on in his company at one point, too, and had hired someone else to figure out where it was coming from. Some PI. Best in the game, evidently, and incredibly good with numbers and hacking. He said she solved his problem immediately, and I have to say, she’s got the resume to prove it. She’s collared some of the best white-collar criminals I’ve ever seen.”

Oliver put a quick hand up. “Hold on, she? Are you telling me you’ve hired a woman PI to figure out what’s wrong with our accounting?”

I grinned at the shock in his voice. Oliver was many things, but progressive had never been one of them.

“Yes, she. And not to figure out what’s wrong with our accounting. With the rate she charges, I’d have to be insane to use her for something Michael can do in his sleep.”

Oliver frowned. “What’s she going to be doing, then? Teaching the rest of the office how to walk in heels?”

Dammit, there were times when he was actually annoying. How had I never noticed that before?

“Again with the rate she charges,” I told him, fighting to keep from jumping around in my seat. “She’s a PI. She’s going to figure out who’s doing what that’s leaving the company account short.”

“And I’m going to be...?” he asked.

“Running things here while I’m gone,” I reminded him. “Nothing fancy. I just need you to make sure everyone else has someone to answer to. Make sure the kids don’t throw any ragers while I’m out.”

He tipped his head at me. “And where are you going to be again? While I’m supervising the teenagers, I mean.”

I gave him a grin that felt both wicked and incredibly mischievous—two things that I hadn’t expected to be feeling when I was up against something like someone possibly stealing money from my company.

What can I say? Being a CEO stuck in an office all day every day, dealing with numbers and marketing initiatives and employees, can get... monotonous.

Going out and doing what I was about to do sounded a whole lot more fun. Even if there was $3 million riding on it.

“I’m going undercover,” I told him proudly. “Michael thinks the discrepancy in the accounting started with the Houston office. So I’m going down to Texas to see what I can find down there.”

At this, Oliver actually sputtered with laughter. And since he’d just taken a sip of whiskey, that splutter resulted in whiskey spraying all over my face.

“Thanks very much,” I said, wiping it off my cheek.

“Sorry,” he said, completely unapologetically. “But you’re going undercover? How? Why? When? And again, how?”

I picked up my own drink and tipped it, clinking my glass to his. “The PI is meeting me in Houston,” I told him smugly. “And we’re getting hired at the Houston office to infiltrate it. We’re going undercover. Together.”
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KATIE
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THE MOMENT I LANDED in Houston, I was on my phone. And I mean literally the moment I landed.

The wheels had barely touched down before I was powering it back up, waiting the eternity it always took for the thing to turn on, and then thumbing right to my emails. We were in the middle of several very big cases, and I was waiting for some important files from my assistant.

“You’re not supposed to turn that on until the plane has come to a stop, missy,” the woman next to me muttered.

I glanced up, doing my best to paste a bright, cheery smile on my face. The woman, who looked like she was approaching ninety, had been lecturing me since we took off. My bag was taking up some of her space—even though it was shoved under the seat in front of us. I should have gotten an aisle seat if I was going to need to get up so often—even though I’d asked her if she wanted to switch to the window, and she’d told me no. I should have brought a tablet rather than my paperback, since it was kinder to the environment.

I shouldn’t have worn flip-flops on the flight, since they left my toes unprotected.

Now the first couple of things I’d let blow over. I’d grinned and borne it when she said that I was getting on her nerves by getting up every so often to pace the aisle of the plane—something I had to do because I might go crazy, otherwise, being trapped in this cabin for so long. I’d just shrugged when she’d said that a tablet was better for reading and told her that I couldn’t get over the feel of paper under my fingers or the smell of my favorite books.

I’d laughed when she told me that my glasses made me look like a librarian. I’d shaken my head when she asked whether I was planning to get married and settle down soon. I’d even blown it off when she asked me what I did and, when she found out I was a private investigator who worked on high-level white-collar crimes, told me that men didn’t like women who worked too hard.

But telling me I shouldn’t have worn flip-flops on the plane? That was where I drew the line.

How else were you supposed to get through security quickly and sit cross-legged in your seat?

I’d put my ear buds in, turned the music up nearly as high as it would go on my extremely old and beat-up iPod, and ignored her for the rest of the trip.

I shouldn’t have been surprised, though, when she started going out of her way to annoy me again as soon as I took those earbuds out and powered up my phone.

“That thing will ruin the pilot’s navigation,” she hissed.

I gave her a stern look, trying very hard not to narrow my eyes at her. “In case you haven’t noticed, we’re now on the ground. So the nav system has pretty much already done its job. I think we’ll be okay.”

I didn’t tell her that technically, I could have had my phone on when we were in the air, and we would have been fine. I didn’t bother to go into details about how you could use this thing called airplane mode to turn off a phone’s Wi-Fi and use it as just a device.

I didn’t think she’d care to hear it, and honestly, I didn’t want to have to talk to her any more than I already had.

I went back to my email, running through the things that had come in and looking for anything from Paisley, my assistant, about the cases we were working on right now. Particularly the one I was in Houston for.

The Miller and Co case. Nothing too complex, I didn’t think. Honestly, it sounded more like they had an employee skimming off the top than anything else. But it was serious enough that the CEO had paid me a truly astounding amount of money to get my ass to Houston and investigate it personally.

It wasn’t the sort of thing I normally did. But I’d taken one look at the amount he was offering me and said yes without thinking three times about the matter.

Now I was waiting for more information from said CEO, Adam Miller. The owner as well, it turned out. He’d been supposed to send Paisley more information right before I boarded the flight, and I wanted that in my hands so I could start processing it.

“What if you cause some sort of damage to the plane?” the woman beside me hissed.

Shit. I was going to have to start flying first class if this was what coach was becoming. Seriously.

“I think we’ll be just fine,” I said, glancing up at her one more time—and seeing that she was opening her mouth to argue with me. Because of course she was.

At that moment, though, the lead stewardess came over the intercom.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve arrived at our destination,” she said in that fake, cheery voice that stewardesses use when they’re talking over the intercom. The one that they must really have to work themselves up to. “Please stay in your seats until the plane comes to a full and complete stop. You can power up all those electrical devices now, though. Get those messages I know you’ve been dying to check for the last three hours.”

I gave the woman next to me a triumphant look, knowing that it was petty and not caring, and then went back to my email.

Nothing from Paisley, I noted. Dammit.

Still, I had the case files in my bag, and that would give me something to do tonight. I needed to get my story down so that tomorrow, when I got to the office where I’d be working for the next little while, I knew who I was supposed to be—and who this guy Adam Miller actually was.
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“YEAH, BUT DO YOU EVEN know who he is?” my best friend, Lindsey, asked through the phone. “I mean, you’ve googled him, right? You have seen him, right?”

“Of course I have,” I lied. 

True story: I hadn’t. I’d left all of that up to Paisley, who had done all of the research on this guy and his company and sent me file after file after file. Which meant I knew all about this Adam Miller guy—like that he’d gone to Yale for college and then Dartmouth for his masters, and had come home to New York and immediately started his own marketing and tech company. And he’d done it so well that it had hit the big time two years later with an IPO that blew the rest of the offerings on that day out of the water. I knew he was single and didn’t come from money, but had worked his fingers to the bone to make that company what it was. I knew that he took a whole lot of pride in what they’d accomplished and that they were the leading marketing and tech combo firm out there. They had feet in both the marketing world and the tech world, and they regularly combined the two in ways that no one else had thought of.

I knew how much he was worth and how old he was and even that he didn’t have any major health concerns.

And when Paisley had given me all of that, why would I have bothered to google him myself?

“Then you’ve seen what he looks like,” Lindsey said. “Have you seen the picture of him on the beach? Holy. Freakin’. Hell. No, Hotter than hell, I bet.”

Right, I hadn’t seen what he looked like, and I definitely hadn’t seen the picture of him on the beach, and I was pretty quickly realizing that I wasn’t going to be able to fake my way through this one. Because Lindsey had always been able to tell when I was lying.

I grabbed my laptop, spun it around on the bed so it was facing me, brought up the web browser and quickly typed the name in, adding the company’s name just for good measure.

The browser responded with fifty-two pages of images. Holy hell in a hand basket, was I glad I’d searched him before I met him in person.

The guy was drop-dead, melt-your-panties, make-your-mouth-water gorgeous. All danger and smolder and bright, glowing blue eyes, topped off by clean-cut chocolate hair and a jaw that looked like it could actually be used to cut glass. I ran my eyes quickly to the right, going over a couple of paparazzi pictures, and then found the beach picture Linds was talking about.

“Holy abs of steel,” I muttered, knowing that she’d be able to guess by my statement—and the awe in my voice—that I definitely hadn’t seen those pictures before. “What is this guy, some sort of supermodel-turned-entrepreneur?”

Lindsey’s snort echoed through the phone. “Girl, I don’t know what sort of supermodels you’ve been hanging out with, but that boy does not look like a model to me. He looks a whole lot more like the kind of guy you find parking his motorcycle in front of the club your mother told you never to go to.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “And supermodels can’t go to clubs or ride motorcycles?”

“Supermodels,” she said aloofly, “don’t walk around looking like sex on a stick. You live in New York. You know this as well as I do.”

Okay, she was right on that one. Supermodels all looked like Clark Kent. The good boy. The hero.

This Adam Miller looked like the guy you dated when you were eighteen and didn’t know how to spot danger when it was staring you right in the face with its rock-hard abs and chiseled jaw line.

I ducked in closer, staring at a picture, and finally enlarged it so I could see better. 

Then I realized what I was doing and immediately pulled myself back down to earth. I canceled out of the web browser, shook off the chills those pictures had given me, and brought up the files Paisley had just sent me.

“Handsome or not, this guy has hired me for a job, and that’s the reason I called you,” I said, my tone all business. “I need your help coming up with a persona.”

“A persona?” Lindsey asked, her voice on the edge of a giggle. “You’ve just googled Adam Miller and you want to talk about work? Are you actually serious right now?”

“Deadly serious,” I said. “You know I don’t usually go undercover to this degree. I want to make sure I’m ready. I need to figure out who I’m playing and learn everything about her, so I don’t get caught off-guard by someone questioning me too closely.”

“Katie,” Lindsey said sadly. “There are times when I really think you’re a fifty-year-old woman caught in a twenty-seven-year-old body. How the hell are you talking about going undercover right now? Look at that man!”

“I’ve seen him,” I deadpanned. “And now I’m moving on. Are you going to help, or what?”

“Not if it means talking about a boring old case rather than that man,” she said quickly. “Is it just me or does he have a chin dimple?”

I sighed. “It’s just you.”

She sighed as well. “That’s it, where’s my best friend and what have you done with her? The Katie Walters I know would be gossiping with me about this guy right now.”

“The Katie Walters you know also wouldn’t have a job if she was doing that,” I noted quickly.

At that moment, there was a knock on the door of my hotel room. I jumped, because that’s what you do when you’re in a hotel by yourself and someone suddenly—and unexpectedly—knocks on the door.

I mean, you just never know when it could be a serial killer. Knocking on your door in a crowded hotel and just hoping you’ll open it.

“Shit, Linds, I gotta go. Thanks for all the help,” I said, coming down heavy on the sarcasm on the word ‘help.’ I hung up before she could answer me—or offer any other tidbits on Adam Miller and his abs.

I threw the phone on the bed, right next to my laptop, and hustled to the door, yanking it open before I thought about the fact that if there was a serial killer out there, I was now exposing myself to him.

Really smarter to use the peephole. To find out if the person on the other side of the door was wearing a ‘Hello, I’m a Serial Killer’ sign.

It wasn’t a serial killer on the other side of the door, though. Unless Adam Miller had a secret identity after dark.

I stared at the man I’d just googled, my breath caught in my lungs and my stomach doing flips inside my body. Sheesh, I’d thought the man was good-looking in his pictures. But those pictures didn’t hold a candle to what he looked like in real life.

First of all, he was taller than I’d expected. And broader. And sexier, his hair mussed and his jaw now sporting what looked like several weeks of beard growth.

“Adam?” I squeaked, my voice choosing that minute to stop working properly.

He shook himself and then gave me a quick grin. “In person. Katie, I presume.”

And the moment he said that, I remembered that I was working for him. Hell, this man was my boss, for all intents and purposes—or at least a client.

And I was starting there ogling him like he was a fucking chocolate-covered strawberry.

I jerked my libido back into place, told it sternly to stay put, and stuck out a hand, all professionalism.

“In the flesh,” I said with a polite smile. “I didn’t know we had a meeting already. Did my assistant forget to tell me something?”

“Not at all,” he said with a laugh. “Don’t get her into trouble on my account. I knew I still owed you some files, and I thought I’d drop them off personally. You know, since we’re in the same hotel and everything.” He handed me a stack of papers, one eyebrow rising elegantly above
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