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CHAPTER ONE
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The first time Olivia Hartley met Daniel Cross, she spilled coffee all over his tailored suit.

It wasn’t just any suit. It was charcoal grey, perfectly cut, and very likely worth more than her entire week’s salary.

“I am so sorry,” she blurted, grabbing napkins from the nearby counter.

The man didn’t flinch. Not even when the coffee soaked into the fine wool. Instead, he looked down at her with calm, assessing eyes—dark, sharp, and unsettlingly composed.

“It’s alright,” he said evenly.

It wasn’t.

Olivia dabbed frantically at his jacket, her cheeks burning. “No, it’s not. I—this is my first day. I can’t believe I just—”

“Olivia Hartley?”

She froze.

“Yes?”

“I’m Daniel Cross.”

Her stomach dropped.

Her new boss.

Of course.

Of course she had assaulted her CEO with caffeine before even stepping into the office.

Daniel reached for her wrist—not roughly, but firmly enough to stop her frantic motions. His touch was warm, steady.

“You’re making it worse,” he said.

She swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of how close they were.

“I... I’m sorry, Mr Cross.”

A flicker of something passed through his eyes.

“Daniel,” he corrected.

That should have felt more comfortable.

It didn’t.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Olivia expected to be fired by noon.

Instead, she was seated at a sleek desk on the top floor of Cross Holdings, staring at the Brisbane skyline and trying to ignore the way her pulse refused to settle.

She had landed the role of executive assistant through sheer determination—and a bit of desperation. She needed this job.

And now her boss was the man whose suit she had ruined.

Fantastic.

“Miss Hartley.”

She jumped at the sound of his voice.

Daniel stood in the doorway of his office, jacket removed, sleeves rolled to his forearms. Without the suit coat, he looked less like an untouchable executive and more like a man carved from control and quiet power.

“Come in.”

Her heels felt too loud against the polished floor as she stepped inside.

“Close the door.”

Her heart skipped.

She obeyed.

Daniel leaned against his desk, arms crossed.

“You’re efficient,” he said.

She blinked. “I am?”

“You’ve already reorganised my schedule.”

“Oh. Yes. There were... some inefficiencies.”

A corner of his mouth lifted.

“I noticed.”

She hesitated, then forced herself to meet his gaze. “I won’t make another mistake like this morning.”

Something in his expression changed—darkened, almost amused.

“I’m not concerned about the coffee, Olivia.”

The way he said her name sent an unexpected warmth through her chest.

“I’m concerned about whether you can handle working this closely with me.”

Her breath caught.

“I can.”

“Good.”

He stepped closer.

Too close.

“Because I don’t tolerate distractions.”

Her pulse thundered.

“I won’t be one.”

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Then he stepped back, and the air returned to her lungs.

“Get me the Henderson file,” he said, as if nothing had happened.

Olivia turned and left, but she could still feel the heat of his presence long after the door closed.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Working for Daniel Cross was intense.

He demanded perfection, moved at a relentless pace, and expected her to anticipate his needs before he voiced them.

And somehow, Olivia thrived.

Days blurred into nights. Meetings, calls, deadlines.

And him.

Always him.

The way he watched her during meetings.

The way his voice softened—just slightly—when they were alone.

The way his hand would brush hers when passing documents, lingering just a fraction too long.

It was dangerous.

She knew it.

He was her boss.

This was exactly the kind of situation she should avoid.

But every time he said her name, every time his gaze lingered, it felt like stepping closer to something she couldn’t resist.
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