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Blurb




Who says the boss is off-limits?




Brittany Green has a serious problem. She’s had a raging crush on her boss. No, crush was too childish of a word to describe the depth of her feelings. Too bad she’d never be more than his executive assistant and the capable woman making sure his professional life ran as smoothly as possible. Crossing the line after so many years seemed impossible. A distant fantasy. But something had to give or else her heart would get trampled worse than it already had been. In order to safeguard herself, she decided to tender her resignation. She wasn’t anyone special. Her boss could easily replace her, and Mr. Tremayne’s life would still operate business as usual. Or so she thought.



Actively searching for love wasn’t in the game plan. Although his reputation preceded him more often than not, nothing came easy to a man like Desmond Tremayne. But he hadn’t achieved success by letting promising opportunities slip away either. He’d taken the lessons from his hardworking, single mother to heart and never backed down from a challenge. Putting every second of the day into growing his company, he no longer believed in the concept of downtime. Suddenly, the harsh truth of his workaholic ways smacked him in the face. Finding out how close he came to losing someone important to him was the wake-up call of the century. Now, he’d pull out all the stops to keep her by his side. Exactly where she belonged.



Will the lines get blurred if they follow their hearts?



When minds are made up, all bets are off.
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This story goes out to all the people who waited for the right one to come along. Or who stuck around for them to wake up and see just how amazing you are.


Love is hard, but it’s so worth it.
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Chapter One




“I love my job. I love my job.” Brittany Green muttered the short phrase under her breath like a mantra. After fielding a call from another thirsty-as-hell socialite, she felt exhausted and drained. The woman had tried her damnedest to snag a date with her enviable boss under the guise of a business meeting. She rolled her eyes at the audacity of some people. 

The four words replaying in her head held some truth but not all of it. If she were being honest with herself, she did enjoy aspects of her job. But the real reason she came to work every day–putting up with the good and the bad–was for one reason and one reason only.

I’m in love with my boss. The truth came through like a quiet whisper in her head. Her life had become a cliché, and it irked her nerves. She knew better, dammit.

This wasn’t anything like the movies her and Tasha consumed at an unhealthy rate growing up. Real life wasn’t filled with late nights at the office. Those nights never turned into pseudo dates. And there were no long, lingering stares between them that held all the meaning in the world. At least not any directed at her.

If it was just some simple crush or infatuation, that would’ve been tolerable. A delicious fantasy to daydream about during peaceful moments. Unfortunately, Brittany was way past that phase. If she’d even experienced it in the first place. Nope, she’d gone and fell headfirst in love with a man who was completely off limits.

Merciless in and out of the boardroom, Desmond Tremayne was a fierce businessman who never failed to secure the deal. To Brittany, her boss remained countless steps ahead of whoever dared to sit on the other side of the table from him, including her. Especially her.

He was out of reach and for damn sure out of her league. The realization slammed into her the moment she’d laid eyes on the man.

Two and a half years later and nothing had changed, but she learned to hide her feelings behind a mask. Now, the façade felt tired and worn. Cracked to all hell. And Brit wasn’t sure how much more she could handle.

During her first week at the company, the rumor mill had been ripe with information. Everyone talked about the CEO going through assistants like some madman. His executive assistant had to be exceptional from day one. Her boss wanted every person at Tremayne Holdings to strive for perfection because that’s how he operated. 

His head for business and negotiating contracts was second to none. His mind always looked toward the future. He was a man who knew his goals and visualized exactly how he planned to achieve them.

And as much as those same attributes made her fall in love with him, they also had a way of showing her just how different they truly were.

She slid into her role as a temp, when no other candidate passed the high bar set by the CEO. And even as Mr. Tremayne got on her nerves during that first week of work, he also heated her blood like no other man managed to do. Now, they worked together like a well-oiled machine. More often than not, she anticipated his wants and needs before he opened his mouth to voice them. The never-ending list of tasks to get done in any given week no longer sidelined her like it did in the early days.

No, she handled her business as if it was her calling. And maybe for the past two years it had been. Now, though, Brittany wasn’t so sure if she wanted to stay at his company forever. But she also didn’t know where exactly she belonged either.

Her heart turned heavy at the thoughts plaguing her over the past few weeks. She was at a crossroads. By all accounts, her life seemed pretty damn good compared to the sometimes-tough reality of growing up in the projects. Back then there was too little money to go around, but it had also been all she knew. Until it wasn’t, and now she yearned for something else. Something other than waiting for the inevitable to barrel down on her head.

And with each passing day, it became crystal clear that her boss would no doubt break her heart. Without question. And he had no idea whatsoever.

Brittany figured she was intelligent enough to get out while the getting was good. Her sense of duty and stellar work ethic was putting up a helluva fight, though. She wouldn’t dream of leaving the CEO in a lurch either. Not when Desmond was such a fair boss. Even though she hadn’t thought that way in the beginning, she learned to accept the nuances of his sometimes gruff, no-nonsense demeanor. And maybe she became one of the few people who got to see behind the curtain to the man’s inherent kindness.

His dedication was admirable, but it was his heart of gold that drew her in like a moth to a flame. And he rarely showed that part of himself to anyone. Never that. But as his executive assistant, Brit held a backstage pass to all things Desmond Tremayne. And it was this special kind of access that almost felt impossible to give up. Early on, she became privy to his philanthropy. And for him, it never seemed to be about the tax write-off. He made sure to spend several hours every month checking in and volunteering with various organizations. Desmond shared his scarce free time giving back to the community, and it warmed her heart like nothing else could.

Ugh, there goes another reason why I’m in love with the man.

But admiring all the things she loved about him didn’t do her any good. He was just as out of reach to her now as he’d ever been. And it was time for her to reconsider what she wanted out of life. Try circling back to those hopes and dreams that seemed so far away and impossible to reach while growing up. Because something had to give.

Brittany hadn’t been able to figure out what came next if she up and quit her job. The only thing she knew for sure was that thoughts of her hunky boss would get relegated to the rearview mirror. In time, she promised herself. And with a bit of space, she hoped to move past these one-sided feelings. One way or another, her stubborn behind would experience the crushing blow of heartbreak when Desmond found a partner and settled down. And she’d be stupid to stick around waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Women like me don’t get to experience actual fairy tales with one of the city’s leading and untouchable businessmen, and I’m no damn Belle.

Brittany shook her head, chastising herself for the tenth time since starting her day.

She should head home soon, find something to eat, and burrow under the covers for a nice, long rest. But not yet. There was no way she’d leave without laying eyes on her boss one last time today. Then she could go and make some decisions about the future.

Right then, the outer door to the CEO’s suite of offices opened. Brit perked up at her desk as Desmond strolled in looking scrumptious as hell. He wore a tailored suit that fit his tall and broad frame to perfection. If she didn’t know any better, she would’ve easily assumed he walked off the pages of a magazine cover spread. Her boss was that damn fine without putting in much effort. Even late in the evening after a long day filled with meetings, the man still managed to send her heart galloping.

The moment their gazes met he stopped. She couldn’t miss the look of surprise crossing his handsome face. “Brittany, what are you still doing here?”

He closed the distance between them. Watching his approach, she hoped to God her gaze hid the hunger and lust racing through her in that moment. With her light brown complexion, her face flushed with color at the drop of a dime. So, Brittany steadied her breathing and tried to act normal.

Rising from her perch, she stood up for something to do. “I placed the latest contracts for review on your desk. Is there anything else you need me to take care of this evening, Mr. Tremayne?”

Desmond’s dark gaze held hers as she waited for a response. He towered over her five-six height by almost a foot. Through trial and error, she’d figured out the best way to meet his deep-brown eyes without straining her neck. And Brittany was never more grateful for the learned skill. Especially since she’d have few opportunities to indulge herself like this in the near future.

Finally, he shook his head and responded, “No, there’s nothing else I’ll need tonight. Thank you.”

Brittany nodded. Glancing away, she ticked off the list of tasks in her head and decided that she could leave without guilt.

When the hairs on her neck raised, she lifted her head and realized Desmond stood in the same spot. His sharp gaze remained on her.

“Is everything okay? You seem a bit…” He stopped, catching himself before saying something out of pocket. Smart man, she mused.

But is it my imagination or does his voice sound gentler right now? For me? She mentally shook her head.

“I’ve been feeling more tired today than usual, is all.”

“Please don’t get sick on me. How about you take tomorrow off to rest.”

“I can’t do–”

“I wasn’t asking, Brittany, so no arguing with me on this. Your health comes first, understand?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Good girl. Now shut down your computer and head home. I can handle things on my own for one day.”

“If you’re sure?” She had little confidence that he could keep track of all the tasks piled up on his plate. Both in the literal and figurative sense.

“I’m sure. I think. Take care of yourself, and I’ll see you the day after tomorrow. And not a minute before then. You got it?”

“Yes, Mr. Tremayne.”

Desmond took one longer look at her before nodding and finally making his way to his office. His door clicked shut behind him, and Brittany collapsed into her plush office chair.

She’d felt tired the last few days but had shaken the lethargic feelings off because she had shit to do. Now, though, the exhaustion made itself known in every cell of her body. It seemed like her boss’s acknowledgement made the tiredness sink deeper into her bones. 

Instead of taking the subway home, she pulled up a rideshare app on her phone. The only thing on her mind now was falling into bed. Most likely headfirst. She didn’t know if shoring up enough energy to eat a late meal would happen. This wasn’t like her at all.

Desmond was right. She had to take a day to rest before she collapsed for real. Packing up, she powered down her computer and tidied her desk. Brit let her gaze linger on her boss’s closed door for a minute until she had to leave to catch her ride.

“Goodnight, Mr. Tremayne.” Goodbye, Desmond. She hadn’t decided what the next steps would be, but she’d have to make them soon. And maybe her body was giving her a sign to get it together.

The car pulled up as soon as she waved goodbye to the night security guard and exited the building. Brit’s stomach twisted as she got situated in the back seat of the dark sedan. The moment the driver navigated into the late evening traffic, her heart began to crack. She closed her eyes and allowed the tears to fall.








