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To M. – Since we can't have cowboys, how about a CEO? 
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He'll do whatever it takes to claim this little angel…even if it means turning his entire life upside down. 

Grant

Lily Tremaine is the prettiest little angel I've ever seen.

Her innocence calls to me like nothing else ever has.

She's supposed to be my assistant.

I want her to be my world.

I probably shouldn't have threatened to fire her five minutes after I met her.

And I definitely shouldn't be thinking about planting my kid in her.

Except I did. I am. And not a thing in this world is going to stop me.

Lily

Grant Davis has fired more assistants in the last month than I have fingers…including his sister.

But that's not going to stop me from doing what I was hired to do. Or so I tell myself.

I didn't plan on him being so hot and bossy.

I also didn't plan on calling him a rude jerk five minutes after I met him.

And I definitely didn't mean to fall in love with him.

Oh, boy. This is not at all what I expected.

Warning

When this older alpha male meets his innocent younger woman, he falls like a ton of bricks. Now he just has to convince her to fall too. If office romance, mouthy heroines, and over-the-top CEOs make your heart pitter-patter, get ready to fall for Grant and Lily! All Nichole Rose books come complete with a sticky sweet and guaranteed HEA.








  
  

Chapter One


Lily
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"Lily Tremaine?" 

"That's me," I say, lifting my hand to wave at the older lady glancing around the impressive lobby of Davis Financial Group over the rim of her tiny glasses. She doesn't look like she belongs in the lobby of a multimillion-dollar investment firm. With her gray hair up in a tight bun and a welcoming smile on her face, she reminds me of my grandma.

Until she spots me and her face falls.

Is my butt showing or something? I smooth out my skirt, hoping the silky fabric didn't stick to the petticoat beneath. That would be embarrassing. Especially since it's my first day here and there are five other people in the lobby, all sitting around the receptionist's desk and sipping expensive coffee.

"Oh dear," the elderly lady murmurs. "You're Lily?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Her lips pucker, which makes my stomach flip. I don't think she's very happy that I'm me, but I don't know who she expected me to be. I shouldn't be surprised though. I'm nineteen but everyone mistakes me for a young teenager. Mostly because I'm short, but also because I got my mom's delicate features. I probably look like a little kid playing dress up in my retro blue and white dress and big red hairbow. I thought I looked okay for my first day, but maybe I should have gone with a boring suit like everyone else.

"Is something wrong?" I ask, trying hard not to fidget. Gran always told me to never let anyone see my nerves. That's easier said than done when conversation comes to a grinding halt all around us, and everyone at the receptionist's desk focuses on me.

"No," the elderly lady says, drawing the word out way too long.

Something is clearly wrong.

My stomach sinks. I need this job. Desperately. Without it, I'm going to be living on the streets by next week. It's only a temp position, but the agency was the only place willing to take a chance on me. If she sends me on my way out the door, I'm not sure they'll be so willing to give me a second chance.

"How old are you, dear?" the lady asks me.

"Nineteen. I have my driver's license and social security card if you need them," I offer, reaching for the purse slung over my arm. "I thought you might need them even though the agency said they sent over all of the proper documentation for me."

"No, no," she says, waving me off. "Have you ever worked as an executive assistant before, Ms. Tremaine?"

"You can call me Lily, and no. I worked as an assistant for my Gran before…." A wave of sadness hits me and I have to fight to keep my bottom lip from quivering. My Gran died four months ago, leaving me on my own. Uncle Gregory was nice enough not to kick me out, but his generosity ended rather abruptly when he found out that Gran left everything but the house and law firm to me. Unfortunately, it's going to be a while before I have access to my inheritance, meaning I really need this job.  "Um, she owns…owned…a law firm. Tremaine and Associates."

"Your grandmother was Eliza Tremaine?" The elderly lady's stenciled-on brows rise.

"Yes, ma'am."

Something perilously close to relief passes through her expression. "Well, then," she mumbles, clearly impressed. "I guess you'll do."

I fight the urge to exhale a relieved sigh.

"Come with me, dear."

"Yes, ma'am."

She turns on her heel and heads deeper into Davis Financial Group. I try not to gape, but it's hard. I pass by this building all the time, but this is my first time ever stepping foot inside. Like the lobby, the rest of the building is impressive. It's all sleek glass and clean lines with furniture that looks more like art than something you sit on. The floors gleam under the heels of my shoes.

Maybe I should have worn that suit. Everyone keeps turning to look at us as we pass by, making me feel out of place. Like everyone in the lobby, they're in business suits…all in varying shades of dark blue or black. A couple of employees give me little smiles, but most avert their gazes when I try to smile at them.

Jeez. This place is getting scarier by the minute.

"My name is Janice," the elderly lady tells me over her shoulder. "I run the office for Mr. Davis. You'll be working directly for him, but I'll be around to help if you need anything. His schedule is full. It's important that you're able to keep up with it. He does not like to miss anything and does not like surprises."

"Yes, ma'am."

"He's very particular."

"That won't be a problem."

Ms. Janice stops walking when we reach the elevators and then spins to face me. "You're the fourth assistant the agency has sent in the last week, Ms. Tremaine."

The fourth? Oh no.

"Mr. Davis is a very nice man," she hurries to say, "and a wonderful boss. But he's had a tough go lately. There have been…issues since his assistant left."

"Issues?" That doesn't sound good at all.

"Quite frankly," she says, not mincing words, "he's turned into a bit of a dictator."

My stomach sinks again, but I fake calm and plaster a smile on my face.

"That won't be a problem. I don't give up easily." Which is true, but I've never worked for anyone referred to as a dictator before. My Gran was a shark in the courtroom, and everyone's favorite person outside of it.

Ms. Janice purses her lips, doubt clear in her kind eyes. "How are your typing skills?"

"Excellent," I murmur, not lying. "Eighty corrected words a minute."

She nods. "If you make it through the day, we'll get you set up to assist Miranda with some of the file upkeep that needs to be done. The last four assistants didn't get that far, and Mr. Davis hates when things aren't up to snuff."

Jeez. Mr. Davis sounds less and less appealing every time she opens her mouth. I've heard about him before—it's hard to live in Chattanooga without hearing about him—but no one has ever had anything bad to say about him. My Gran seemed to like him well enough. I was looking forward to working with someone who knew my Gran, but I'm quickly starting to worry that maybe this isn't the job for me.

I know nothing about working for a grouch. This is my first real job.

Part of me wants to ask why he's turned into a dictator, but I don't.

"How long did his last assistant work here?"

"He's only had one permanent assistant, his sister, Sienna."

"Oh. Why did she leave?"

"Hmm?"

"You said she left."

"She got married. They were very close."

Oh. My heart pulses with the kind of understanding that comes from shared experience. Mr. Davis is a grouch because he misses his sister. Just like I miss my Gran. The poor guy is probably lonely just like I am. I don't think I've slept through a single night since she died. I've cried a lot too.

I know his sister getting married isn't the same thing, but I'm guessing to him, it probably feels like it. Especially if they were as close as Janice says they were. He's used to her being in his space, taking care of things. He probably doesn't want to replace her.

The elevator finally arrives, and I follow Ms. Janice on. She talks a mile a minute, going over everything I'll need to know to get started, but I only catch about half of it. That's all right though. What I do hear isn't much different from what I did for Gran. I should be able to catch on no problem.

Maybe I can make life easier for Mr. Davis like I did for her. He probably won't want to be my friend, but that's okay. I can still help him.




      [image: image-placeholder]Half an hour later, Ms. Janice has me all settled in and ready to start. She jots her phone number down on a Post-It and sticks it next to my computer monitor. My desk is in its own little area right outside Mr. Davis' door. His office takes up most of the top floor, but my area isn't exactly small. I could probably run laps around it. Like the first floor, it's all glass walls and modern furniture. But there's something about it that feels almost…comfortable. Like Mr. Davis took care to ensure people felt welcomed when they stepped off the elevator.

I like it.

"If you need anything, call," Ms. Janice says, and then hesitates like she wants to say more.

"Um, should I introduce myself to him?" I ask, not sure if I'm just supposed to sit here and wait until he needs me or if I should tap on his door to say hello.

"No. He's on a conference call this morning. He'll let you know when he needs you," Janice says and then looks at the time. "I need to run, but I'll stop by to check on you later." She hesitates again. "If you decide to quit—"

"I won't."

"We'll see," she sighs and then shakes her head. "Good luck, dear."

"Thank you."

I watch her until the elevator doors close and then I spend a few minutes pulling stuff out of my purse and putting it on my desk. The old frame with a silly picture of me and Gran and my ballerina figurine look ridiculous on the luxury desk, but I like seeing them there. They calm my nerves and shore up the pit of worry in my stomach.

Once that's done, I spend a few minutes reviewing the instructions that were left on my desk. They seem easy enough. Easier than everything I juggled for Gran. Though maybe that's because this is my first day and they don't think I'll make it to the end of it. Which is a little insulting. I may not look like much, but I'm not a quitter.

While poking around, I notice that Mr. Davis' calendar is a mess, so I set to work on getting it organized. There are several meetings and calls that are scheduled on top of one another. I jot a couple of notes to remind myself to ask him which can be moved, and which are priority. He has no time for lunch for most of this week, so I also jot a note to find out what he would like me to have delivered.

"Does he ever go home?" I mutter. He's got meetings scheduled from sunup to sundown most days, with very little time to decompress in between. Two days this week, his calendar is full until after nine at night. No wonder he's such a bear. He has no downtime. All he does is work.

I jot a couple more notes to find out what has to be handled now and what can be shuffled around so he gets a break. My Gran worked a lot before she got sick last year, but even she knew that there was such a thing as working too much. She never worked past seven, and always kept one day a week free to do whatever she wanted.

The phone on my desk lights up, indicating a call was transferred up from downstairs.

"Thank you for calling Davis Financial Group. How may I help you?" I ask, trying to be professional and friendly at the same time.

Whoever is on the other end of the line doesn't say anything.

"Hello? How can I help you?"

"Who the fuck are you?" a man growls.

"You shouldn't curse at people. It's rude," I say, scowling at the phone. "Is there something I can do for you, sir?"

"You can answer my question," he growls again. His voice is hot, which is ridiculous because he sounds like a jerk. "Who are you?"

"I'm Mr. Davis's assistant, Lily Tremaine."

"I don't fucking think so."

"Stop cursing at me before I hang up on you, sir. It's not acceptable." Jeez. If all of his clients are like this, it's no wonder he's gone through four assistants in the last week. This man is unbelievably rude. "I'm quite sure I am his assistant, and my name is definitely Lily Tremaine." I pause. "Who are you?"

"Mr. Davis."

"Excuse me?"

"I said I'm Mr. Davis."

Oh no.

"Are you sure?" I whisper, staring in dismay at the phone. I swear, Janice said his calls come in on the bottom line, not the top line. I grab my instructions and flip through them. My stomach churns when I see that I had it backwards.

"Yes, I'm sure." He sounds almost…amused.

I fight the urge to whimper. I also fight the urge to hang up and pretend the call dropped. But I guess that doesn't work on landlines, does it?

"This is not going well," I whisper and then bite my lip because I didn't mean to say that out loud. Oh man. I am so going to get fired and I haven't even been here an hour.

"How did you expect it to go?" he asks, his voice full of curiosity. It's also way hotter than I originally thought. It's deep and dark, like the rumble of thunder in the distance.

"Better than this," I huff. "I didn't expect for you to be rude and curse at me the first time you spoke to me, that's for sure." Crap. I probably shouldn't have said that. I quickly try to marshal my thoughts and hope he doesn't notice that I just called him rude. "Um…what can I do for you, Mr. Davis?"

"You can meet me in my office."

"When?"

"Now, Ms. Tremaine."

"Oh no," I whisper when he hangs up on me. I briefly consider crawling under the desk and hoping he doesn't come looking for me, but I got myself into this mess. I guess it's up to me to get myself out of it. Hopefully, he isn't too mad about the fact that I called him rude.

He can't be as bad as Janice said…right?

Oh, man.
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Grant
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I drum my fingers on top of my desk, waiting impatiently for my new assistant to appear. I'm slightly amused at her behavior, though I should probably be pissed that she threatened to hang up on me and called me rude. She's definitely not like the others the temp agency has sent this way. This one has spirit, and the cutest fucking voice I've ever heard. But frankly, I'm tired of meeting new assistants. 

I want Sienna to come back to work for me, but I guess that ship sailed when Dane Robertson put a ring on her finger six weeks ago. Dane is my age…far too goddamn old for my baby sister.

It's fucking with my head that he's been in love with her since she was seventeen. It's fucking with my head that she's been in love with him just as long. I knew she had a crush on him, but I figured it would go away sooner or later. I also thought he was gay.

But no. I'm just a self-absorbed idiot.

The fact that I didn't know what was happening right in front of my face has been a damn hard pill to swallow. I should have paid more attention and been more present. Instead, I practically forced my sister and my best friend together, because I couldn't get my head out of my ass. While I was piling responsibility on her, Dane was taking care of her. Falling in love with her.

"Fuck," I mutter, scowling up at the ceiling.

A timid knock on the door pulls me upright.

I sit up in my chair, push down all the shit about my sister and Dane, and call for my new assistant to come in. As annoyed as I am about the fact that I have yet another new assistant, at least this one is interesting.

I don't think anyone has ever called me rude before, at least not to my face. It was rude to curse at her, but she took me by surprise. I expected the middle-aged lady from yesterday…Belinda or Melinda or whatever her name was. I guess I ran her off already too. I seem to be good at running people off. First Sienna. Now Belinda, and however many temps came before her. I stopped counting.

A young girl steps into my office.

I blink, sitting up straight.

Part of me isn't sure who she is or why she's in my office instead of my assistant. The other part of me wants to pinch myself to see if I'm awake because there's no way this girl is real. She's petite, with big blue eyes and an angelic face. Her curly blond hair tumbles down her back, ending at her waist. She's wearing a bright red bow in her hair that matches her bee-stung lips perfectly. She's dressed in a blue pin-up dress with white polka dots and a pair of heels that match her bow and her lips. The dress hangs off her shoulders, exposing her creamy skin. Her tits are too big for her small frame, but somehow perfect anyway. She's an angel, beautiful enough to tempt the devil himself.

I'm definitely tempted. But there's no way that pussy is legal.

"Can I help you?" I ask…growl, really. Jesus, she's so fucking pretty. And tiny. I could probably pick her up with one hand. I yank at my tie, trying to loosen it before the damn thing strangles me. My heart is racing so fast it's making it hard to breathe.

She steps inside my office and closes the door. Her hands are clenched at her sides, fisted into her little dress like she's nervous. She has nothing to fear in here though, not from me.

"In my defense," she says, taking a step deeper into my office. As soon as she speaks, I know this is the girl I just spoke with on the phone. There's no mistaking that lilting voice. There's no mistaking the fact that she's studiously avoiding looking at me either. She's got her head tipped down, hiding her pretty eyes from me. Hiding the blush on her cheeks too. "I got the buttons mixed up. I didn't know you were you."

"Look at me," I growl, gripping the edges of my desk to keep myself in my seat when every fiber of my being is screaming for me to claim this girl here and now so no one else gets close to her.

She reluctantly lifts her gaze. Those ocean blue eyes bowl me over, tangling me up in knots. Goddamn. She's even more beautiful than I first thought. If heaven exists, women like her run the place because there is no way she's a mere mortal.

"Oh," she whispers, blinking at me. Her gaze runs all over me and the sweet pink tint to her cheeks deepens. "Wow. Um…wow. You're Mr. Davis?"

"Yes. Lily Tremaine?" I ask, even though I already know she is. That voice gave her away.

"Yes."

Fuck me. I should have been nicer to Belinda or Melinda or whatever her name was because there is no way this girl is my new assistant. This is my punishment. Janice probably hired this little thing to torment me for being an asshole.

My dick is rock hard for the first time in months. It's that voice. That angelic face. It's all of her. And she is way too goddamn young for me. Way too fucking young to even be working for me, let alone getting my dick hard enough to pound steel.

"How old are you?" I demand.

"Is everyone going to ask me that today?" she says, those perfect lips puckering. A hint of annoyance flashes in her eyes, confirming my suspicion that she's a spirited little thing.

"Answer me."

"Twenty-one."

"Liar."

"Nineteen."

She's legal.

The doors of Hell creak open and the Devil whispers my name.

No. No fucking way.

"You can't work for me."

Her mouth pops open in a perfect O shape. Perfect for me to…

Jesus fuck.

"I don't care where you go, but it can't be here," I snap, digging my fingers into the desk so hard they ache in protest. "I'll call Janice and ensure you're paid for a full day, but I need you to get the fuck out of my office."

She flinches like I slapped her and then her eyes narrow. "You're firing me?"

"If that's what you want to call it," I mutter, thinking that I'm saving her more than firing her. She's an angel, but the filthy shit I'm thinking about doing to her would dirty her all up. Hell, it'd probably horrify her too. My god. The things I want to teach this girl will cement my place in Hell. I'll be sentenced to serve right beside Lucifer himself because I can practically smell the virginity on her. There's no way she's prepared for half the shit running through my head right now.

She stares at me for a long, silent moment. A million emotions parade through those doe-eyes before she settles on righteous indignation. Her hands drop from her skirt and her shoulders go back. Fire snaps in her gaze. "In that case, has anyone ever told you that you're a jerk?"

I don't think she expects an answer because she doesn't give me time to voice one.

"It must be nice to sit up here in your ivory tower and not have to worry about things like being kicked out onto the streets," she snaps at me. "Some of us aren't that fortunate. Some of us actually need jobs to survive. You cursed at me and I told you the truth. If you didn't like it, you shouldn't have been a…a…"

"A what?" I can't help but ask. I also can't help but squeeze my dick through my pants, trying to relieve a little of the pressure she's causing in my balls.

"A rude jerk!" she hisses like an angry little kitten. "And to think I felt sorry for you because you're lonely and you miss your sister. Janice was right though. You are a dictator. If this is how you treat your staff, I feel sorry for them for working for you. They deserve to be treated better." She spins on her heel and storms toward the door before she stops and looks over her shoulder at me. "And someone needs to reschedule some of your meetings. You're double booked."
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