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BILLIONAIRE CEO HOLDEN Lyle has never been able to hold down an assistant.  

With a reputation for overworking staff, the demanding, insensitive, genius CEO is devoted to the company he built from scratch. With no time for friends or a love life, he’s now on the verge of closing a once-in-a lifetime deal for his tech company.  

Unfortunately, his assistant abruptly quits, leaving Holden in a terrible position. 

If he can’t find a replacement willing to put up with him, the deal could go up in smoke and destroy the business empire that Holden built. 

When Chelsea Randall agrees to a job interview, she’s only doing it out of desperation. She knows Holden’s reputation as a nightmare boss, but she has bills to pay and nothing is going to get in the way of a paycheck. Not even a boss as gorgeous and maddening as Holden. If she wants to keep her head above water, she’ll have to find a way to resist the employer she can’t get out of her head.

Is it no surprise when the boss and new assistant don’t get along? 

Holden refuses to be contradicted and Chelsea has never been one to bite her tongue no matter how much she needs a job. With sparks flying, they’ll either drive each other crazy or give in to dangerous temptation. 
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“I’ve had it. I quit!”

From his desk, Holden Lyle regarded his retreating assistant, Marissa, with narrowed eyes. At this point in his career, he’d grown accustomed to assistant drama and hysterics. There hadn’t been a single one who hadn’t thrown a tantrum at least once while they worked for him. However, this was Marissa’s first meltdown. He’d never seen her lose it. She’d always taken things in stride.

Still, there was no need to worry. Experience had taught him how to nip that kind of behavior in the bud.

“I don’t have time for games,” he barked. “If you’re going to act out, you do that on your own time.”

“My own time? When have I ever had my own time in the year I’ve worked for you?” she demanded as she balled up her fists at her sides. “Now you’re telling me that I have to come into work this weekend. The weekend of my brother’s wedding when you promised I’d be able to go.”

“Marlena—”

His assistant spun around to face him, her eyes wide with fury. “It’s Marissa,” she hissed.

“Right.” He’d probably gotten her name wrong a few times before, but she hadn’t complained. If fact, that was why she’d been a pretty decent assistant. She hadn’t complained and she’d done satisfactory work. Hell, he’d even told her a few times that her work was adequate. Practically high praise coming from him.

And in addition to acknowledging her work, he’d been magnanimous enough to hire her after her old company had collapsed and left her unemployed. Yet, instead of gratitude, she was currently resorting to histrionics during the most crucial time of DalTech Financial’s history. Strange. She’d never acted like this over missing out on personal time, which was confusing to him. 

Maybe this was due to the pressure of their latest deal on the horizon. Or maybe it was something simple like Holden getting her name wrong. Sometimes assistants could be overly sensitive. They lost it over ridiculous, flimsy things that never made sense to him. Like forgetting their names or having them miss their children’s musical recitals. No matter. He’d find a way to smooth it over. And if she really was mad about her name, he’d remember not to make that mistake again.

“Marissa,” he continued pointedly, “why don’t you go to the bathroom to compose yourself and we can get back to it in fifteen minutes.”

“Did you hear a single word I said? I said I quit.”

Clearly, she wasn’t emotionally equipped to deal with barked orders now that she was spiraling, so he was going to try a different tactic. Speak to her calmly so that she’d get the message and get back to doing his bidding. 

“I heard you,” he said smoothly, keeping his tone even this time. “I’ll forgive your outburst if you come back here and talk about this like a reasonable person. I only need you for a couple of hours on Saturday to read off the list of emails from all the executives who respond to this morning’s memo.”

“Screw you!” she yelled. “Read the list yourself!”

“I can’t,” he said in a measured tone. “You run my email, remember?”

“Just like I run everything else,” Marissa snapped. “And do I ever get a moment’s peace? Do I get a thank-you? No. Because you treat every single thing like an emergency. Which is why you push and you push and you push. I can’t remember the last time I got a break from this place. If you aren’t messaging me at midnight with insane requests, you’re piling on more work that nobody actually needs to do. Now you want me to work instead of going to a family obligation?”

“Marissa, I really do need you to come in this Saturday to help me deal with those executive responses while I prep for the press conference that comes right after the big contract signing,” he said, pleased that he’d gotten her name right this time. “I’m willing to compromise. We can handle this weekend’s work through a video conference. You could work while you’re at the wedding. Proof that hard work never killed anyone.”

“It’s going to kill me,” she yelled. “And at the rate you’re going, it’ll kill you and everybody else in this building. Your lunch order isn’t as pressing as a merger. A missed car wash is not the end of the world. Getting a list of executives who have RSVP’d to the contract signing—including a readout of all of their emails—is an absurd waste of time. Just about everything you demand is a waste of time.”

“I need to stay on top of which executives take their jobs seriously,” he said testily. So much for staying calm. But how else was he supposed to react when yet another assistant was acting unreasonably? Marissa was what, his tenth assistant since DalTech Financial had taken off? He was in no mood for this with the company’s ATM software deal looming over them. The most important bank on the planet was on the verge of accepting DalTech’s software for all its ATMs. It would forever change the game for them. For one thing, it would lead to a higher salary base and more perks for executive assistants like Marissa. As for the company, they’d go from being a billion-dollar business that average customers couldn’t live without, to a global brand that other corporations permanently relied on. The biggest of the big leagues since they were now going to make themselves indispensable to not only average people but also to corporations and governments. 

“Do you know how many executives there are at this company? Seventy-eight,” she said through clenched teeth, dragging him from his thoughts. Marissa began counting off on her fingers. “You seriously expect me to spend the week of my brother’s wedding taking your phone calls, setting up last minute details for the contract signing, planning this quarter’s office party, scheduling a car wash, arranging the contract signing press conference, organizing a new company-wide coding session—on top of having to read seventy emails and messages out loud to you this Saturday?”

“So you do know how many executives are coming to the meeting,” he said, entirely too smugly, but at this rate he didn’t care how she received his tone. Holden was right and it was only a matter of time before she came to the same conclusion. He might have been a stickler for detail, but details mattered. He needed to keep track of which executives were ready to jump in at a moment’s notice. Which executives were devoted to the company. Which executives he could lean on and promote when they went above and beyond even when stressed. Especially now, since DalTech Financial was working on the biggest deal in the company’s history. They were in the final week before this software deal got finalized, and it was crunch time. If Marissa was going to crack under the pressure, it was his job, as her boss, to make her get ahold of herself. 

“That’s all you have to say?” she huffed out.

“No
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