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There were very few advantage to being small, but moving through the crowded sidewalk on a busy New York day was one of them. As long as she kept her head down and her arms tucked in, Lucy O’Hare found that she could slip past most people unnoticed. That made her short stature more tolerable. She hoped that her little legs would be able to get her there on time. 

The look on her employer, Christopher Donovan’s face, as she entered the building told her they did not. 

“Miss O’Hare,” he growled, reaching up to tighten the tie that was already strangling his collar, “Do you know what time it is?” 

Most people found Christopher Donovan daunting. He was tall enough to tower over people, well over six and a half feet, and he had broad shoulders that allowed him to cast a shadow over them. His dark auburn hair, the identifiable mark of his family, was clipped short and kept in good shape at all times. He a bearded face that had a strong jaw and high cheekbones under his dark, chocolate colored eyes. Lucy has seen men cower and women flush in his presence. She chose to do neither. 

“About two o’clock?” she said, knowing she had to be close to being on time. 

“About? You were supposed to be here at two, not about.” 

“I’m sorry, I was doing my best to hurry.” 

“You clearly could have done better, since you are nearly ten minutes late.” 

He pulled his watch from the vest pocket of his dark brown suit, clicking it open with the flick of his wrist, then snapping it shut. “Fifteen minutes.”

Lucy sighed. Making excuses would do her no good with the man, who ran on time like the watch itself. She would be better off with apologies and begging forgiveness. 

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Donovan,” she said, keeping her eyes downcast so he couldn’t see her lack of guilt. “I’m afraid my appointment this morning ran late. Please forgive me for the delay.” 

He grumbled something under his breath but she had learned to ignore that. 

“Did you being the contracts?” he asked her. 

She held up her bag to show him that she had come prepared. This was a very important meeting with a very powerful client. They needed to make sure the contract was signed. 

“Very well, let’s go upstairs.” 

The Donovan company took up the top four floors of the buildings. The meeting rooms were their own floor, below the low level employees, and below the middle level employees. The top floor only held four offices. One was for Sean Donovan, the founder of the railroad company he named after himself. Then there was one office for each of his three sons, but Christopher was the only one who was ever in his. Lucy had a small desk in the corner of Christopher’s office, as she had the esteemed job title as his assistant. 

“What was the appointment you had this morning?” He asked as they went the elevator. 

“Something personal,” she told him, “A woman’s issue.” 

Naming something a woman’s issue usually made him stop asking for more information. He would rather not know and she agreed. In truth she had been at a women’s voting rights meeting, which would have only upset him. Mr. Donovan didn’t support the suffragists movement. 

“Did I know you had this appointment?”

“You approved me taking the time for it weeks ago. It was written in your agenda.”

She knew it wasn’t but he didn’t. The men never checked his own schedule. That was what she was paid to do. Every morning, it was her duty to tell him where he needed to be and who he was going to speak to. Then he spent all of his time obsessing on being punctual. 

“Fine. Next time, please try to make sure you leave early enough to be on time for the rest of the day.” 

Lucy knew that was the end of the conversation. She would make no more excuses and he would not ask any more questions. She sighed, relieved that he wasn’t going to find out the details of her day. 

In one of the meeting rooms, Mr. Lemonity was waiting for them, along with a handful of his associates. The tobacco grower had squeezed his large, rounded body into one of the small chairs but seemed unhappy with the fit. He had a thick, bushy mustache covering the frown he was wearing. He had his hat on the table in front of him and he struggled to stand when Lucy and Mr. Donovan entered the room. 

“I didn’t come all the way up here just to be kept waiting,” said Mr. Lemonity in a thick southern accent, “I assumed when you offered to pay for my trip, it was because you were eager to reach a deal.” 

“I apologize for the wait,” Said Mr. Donovan, shaking hands with the associates who all stood up, then bending over to shake Mr. Lemonity’s hand form his seat. “I’m afraid the New York croded sidewalks can sometimes be difficult to navigate.” 

“You weren’t in your office?” 

Lucy blushed as she waited for him to explain that he was waiting on her. 

“I’m afraid I had an urgent appointment this morning that took me away from the office and I misjudged how long it would take me to get back.” 

Mr. Lemonity didn’t seem appeased by that explanation but he didn’t push further on the subject. 

“Have you been enjoying your visit to New York?” Mr. Donovan asked. 

“It’s been... interesting.” the other businessman replied. “Hasn’t been the warm welcome I was expecting.”

Lucy sat her bag down on the table, while Mr. Donovan took a seat across form the tobacco grower. He didn’t appear the least bit flustered, unless you noticed the repeated tug he gave to his coat sleeves. She opened her bag to look for the contract she had typed up last night. 

“It seems the folks up here are not fond of people from the South.” 

“They have been rude to you?” 

“In subtle and not so subtle ways, they have made it clear I’m not welcome.” 

“My apologies, Mr. Lemonity,” said Mr. Donovan, “I didn’t imagine that would be a problem. I could make a few introductions for you, if you like. Smooth the way a bit.” 

Lucy smiled to herself, thinking that Mr. Donovan hated society. He might not be the best person for that job. 

“Isn’t that what the wife is for?” Mr. Lemonity asked.

“I’m afraid I am not yet married,” Mr. Donovan said, “I haven’t found the right women for the job.”

“You seem to employ a lot of women in other roles,” Mr. Lemonity lowered his voice. “Perhaps you could focus on marriage if you didn’t have your other ladies in the office.” 

Lucy froze, a hand full of papers on her hand. She couldn’t believe he would make such an insinuation in her presence. 

“I’m sorry, my what?” Mr. Donovan sounded as surprised as she felt. 

Mr. Lemonity lowered his voice again. “I’m not one to judge, if you like to keep one close at hand, but that might make it difficult to find a wife. You should keep your mistress in her own rooms, not the office.” 

Lucy was so shocked that she turned around and pulled her bag along with her by the strap. It slid off the glossy finish of the meeting room table and fell at her feet. All of the paper she had in it spilled across the floor and under the table. She could feel the heat in her cheeks as she caught the offensive man’s gaze. 

“I am not his mistress!” She squealed. 

Mr. Lemonity had the decency to look embarrassed under her gaze. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to say it in front of everyone, but why else would he have you here?” 

“She is my secretary,” Mr. Donovan said, coming to her defense, “She assists me with my business matters. Only my business matters.” 

Mr. Donovan got up from his seat to help her gather the spilled papers from the floor. 

“I believe you owe Miss O’Hare an apology,” Mr. Donovan said to the other man. “You wouldn’t want to be considered less than a gentleman, would you?” 

At first Lucy didn’t think the man was actually going to listen, but then she heard grumbling from his seat. 

“My apologies for the confusion, Miss O’Hare,” said Me. Lemonity. “I’m afraid things are just different where I’m from. We don’t let women work in the office.” 

“I’m afraid that is your loss,” said Mr. Donovan, “Miss O’Hare has been a great deal of help to me since she started in her position.” 

“She could be more help at home, if she had one of her own to run. Doesn’t her husband worry about her?”

“I’m unwed,” she said, standing up with the papers she retrieved pressed ot her chest, “I am capable of making my own decisions and I choose to work.” 

“Another reason you can’t find a wife,” said Mr. Lemonity,” Supporting such...ridiculous ideas as women working.” 

Lucy felt the anger boiling inside her and only her desire to keep her job kept her from saying something to the infuriating man. 

“Next thing you know, you will supporting their right to vote!” 

Mr. Lemonity said that with a bark of laughter and Lucy wished he would choke on that mustache. 

“No, I’m not a supporter, but Miss O’Hare is an exception,” Mr. Donovan said, “I don’t think all women could be trusted to make logical decisions.” 

Lucy froze, her hand midair with her papers. 

“I do believe that a woman’s place is in the safety of the home and I hope one day to find the perfect women to fit into my own home.”

Lucy had never heard him voice those particular opinions. She knew he wasn’t in support of the women’s voter movement, but not that he was vehemently against it. Perhaps he was simply saying those things to make Mr. Lemonity feel at ease. 

“Good, I was worried you might be one of those progressives or some nonsense.” 

Mr. Donovan was far from progressive. The man was a rigid traditionalist in most ways. Lucy had often kept her ideas to herself for those reasons. 

“Now can we continue with signing the contract?” Christopher held his hand out to Lucy, expecting her to put the contract in his hand. Unfortunately the papers had gotten mixed up when they spilled from her bag. Quickly she tried to sort through the papers and find the ones that Christopher needed. 

“Perhaps we can try to reschedule this meeting later today?” Lucy said to Mr. Donovan, without looking up at him, “To give me time to retype the contract?”

She heard Mr. Lemonity barking with laughter. “Sounds like she should be doing something at home. She doesn’t appear to be much help in the office.”

Lucy’s face was burning with embarrassment as she was still trying to find the right papers. She stole a glance at Mr. Donovan and saw his neck was growing red above his collar. 

“I’m afraid Miss. O’Hare’s ... incident has caused a slight delay. Perhaps I could take you gentleman to lunch while she sorts it out?” 

The five men in the room all chuckled at her expense and Lucy closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. She had to remain calm in front of Mr. Donovan and not get emotional. He hated emotional. 

“If you are buying, then we can go somewhere nice,” said Mr. Lemonity, struggling out of his tight seat. 

“Of course,” said Mr. Donovan. “I know the best spot in the city.”

The gentlemen filed out of the room in a single line. Mr Lemonity paused at the doorway, shaking his foot which had a piece of paper attached to the bottom of his shiny leather shoe. One of his associates bent down to pull it free and they both looked at it. Their expression made it clear it wasn’t a page from the contract. 

“ Thought you didn’t condone this?” said Mr. Lemonity, holding out the piece of paper to Mr. Donovan. 

As he took it, Lucy stood on her tip toes so she could also look at it. It was one of the flyers fromm the meeting, talking about a woman’s rights. He crumpled the paper in his hand. 

“I will discuss this with her later,” Mr. Donovan said in a very foreboding voice. “Let’s not allow it to ruin our lunch.” 

Mr. Donovan slammed the door after him, in a show of power. If Lucy had known him less, she might have been intimidated by it. Instead, she let out s long sigh. She would need to smooth out things with him later. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


Women were created to give men headaches and Miss O’Hare did her job beautifully. Christopher sat in his brother Robert’s office at the Donovan Hotel with a glass of brandy in his hand. It was still early in the day for a drink, but after his disastrous meeting, he needed something to calm his nerves. 

“It couldn’t have been as bad as all that.” 

Robert was standing behind his desk, looking out the window at the small garden behind the hotel. His wife, Becca, was out there enjoying the warm day in the sunlight. He saw her wave at Robert and his brother’s sighed in contentment. Christopher felt a tinge of jealousy. He would love to feel at ease like that. 

“The man spent the entire meal telling me about the trouble women will cause if they are given the right to vote. They will apparently destroy civilization.” 

Robert cast his brother a sardonic look. 

“I don’t agree with the man,” said Christopher, “At least not entirely, but I couldn’t argue with him. Not when I want him to sign a very costly contract with the company. I have to make him happy so that he is willing to work with us.”

“So tell Lucy to keep her thoughts to herself until the man leaves.”

“Have you ever tried to tell her anything? Have you ever tried telling your wife?” 

The two men looked at each other in silence. Lucy was Becca’s cousin and the two were very similar, in both appearance and personality. the difference was Becca had been raised in New York Society, while Lucy had been brought up out West, in St. Louis. She had enjoyed a bit more freedom out there. 

“She is your employee. she has no choice but to listen.” 

Christopher laughed. “I have tried to tell her to be punctual and she ignores that. I implored her to dress in a less colorful fashion, she ignored that. I begged her to stop smiling at everything I say, she ignored that.”

“Does she listen to anything you say?” Robert barked laughter as well. “Why do you continue to keep her?” 

As the two men’s laughter died down, Christopher wiped his hand down his face. He was the only one of the brother’s who chose to grow a trimmed beard. Robert, as the youngest, still had his youthful appearance. It had been improved by his years out west, working on their uncle’s cattle ranch in Kansas. Perhaps he understood Lucy’s past better, since they had both spent time out that way.

“I do admit, she has a magical way with the clients,” Christopher said, the admission felt almost painful. “For seem reason they seem to enjoy talking to her a great deal more than me. I find that she is able to persuade them in ways I cannot.” 

“Perhaps it is her sunny disposition.” 

Sunny was the perfect way to describe Miss O’Hare. Even though she had dark hair, of a deep chestnut color, her blue eyes were like a cloudless summer morning. And when she smiled, her light colored complexion beamed joy. Christopher often found it to be a distraction when they working. The dimples that appeared were the final touch. 

“She is too sunny.” 

“How can that be? Living in New York, more sunshine would be welcome.” 

Christopher sighed. “The woman daydreams. In the middle of workday....”

“What’s wrong with that? I do the same.” 

Christopher realized he might not be speaking to right person about his problems. As the youngest, Robert had not grown up with the same expectations that Christopher had. He wasn’t expected to lead the family’ company in his father’s shadow. He wasn’t expected to maintain the family’s prestigious reputation. He enjoyed the freedom that allowed him to follow his own dreams, building this luxury hotel and marrying the girl next door. 

“Some of us have real work that needs to be done,” said Christopher, swirling the glass of brandy in his hand. 

“You look like you work very hard.” 

Christopher gave his brother a grim look. 

“She almost cost me a very important deal. After lunch, Mr. Lemonity said he was no longer n the mood to discuss business. He wants to put off signing the contract until he leaves in s couple weeks.”

“He isn’t going to go back to Louisiana without signing.”

“He might and that would be a disaster for us.” 

“We have plenty of other work. The trains haven’t slowed down.” 

“No, but we have far more competition than we did before you left. We have to make sure we keep a foothold in the South. Those tobacco growers could be big business for us.” 

Christopher didn’t want to admit to his brother that profits had gone down in the last year, since Sean had stepped back to let his eldest son take more responsibility. Their father didn’t even know. Christopher could blame it on the rise in competitors or the cost of labor, but he suspected it might be something he was doing wrong. He had watched their father run the company his entire life but he never really knew how difficult it was. 

“I’m going to have to make sure he enjoys his stay,” said Christopher, “That means showing him around and entertaining him for the week.” 

“You are not on for ... entertainment.” 

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to be.”

Christopher closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. 

“You could ask mother for help.”

That was the last thing Christopher wanted to do. “She is too busy to be of help.” 

“She can always find time for one of her sons, if they need help.”

“I don’t want to be a bother.” 

Robert chuckled. “It sounds like you just don’t want to ask for help. Worried about father’s disapproval?” 

“He told me it would be a bad idea to hire a woman.” 

“That was because he thought you would be distracted by her beauty. I don’t think he would have been able to guess she would be a radical.” 

Christopher had been surprised at how pretty Miss O’Hare was at first. She was similar to her cousin Becca, who he had grown up with, but slight differences caught his attention. That was only in appearances though, because they were vastly different in personality. 

“You could ask for her help in entertaining Mr Lemonity,” Robert suggested. “You have already admitted she has a special way with people.”

“I don’t think her charm is going to work on him. He has already decided she is too independent and not to be taken seriously.” 

“A few pamphlets were enough to give him that impression?” 

Christopher hadn’t mentioned that she had arrived to meeting late. 

“I don’t know why. Women already have more power than men want to give them credit for. They raise us, they run the household... I would trust their judgement with policy more than some of the men I know.”

“You would let Becca vote?” 

Robert laughed again. “I don’t let my wife do anything, but yes.”

“Would you let her get involved in the hotel?” 

“I would welcome her help with it, but she had no interest. She prefers her works with the ladies charities.” 

“Perhaps I should get a wife. That might make it things easier.”

“You mean that might allow you to let Miss O’Hare go?”

“She might prefer to find other employment,” the more he talked about it, the more brilliant the idea seemed. “She might prefer a boss that agrees with her radical ideas. She if constantly telling me how stuffy I am.”

“She enjoys working for you. She thanks Becca all the time for helping her get the job.” 

Christopher shrugged. “She is simply grateful for an excuse to leave St Louis. She would be just as happy working someplace else.” 

“She would be happy working someplace else?” 

Becca chose that moment to come in from the garden and interrupt them in Robert’s office. Not all wives would be so comfortable doing that, but Becca had been practically family even before she married Robert. She gave him a bright smile and he was reminded of when they were children and she was always trying to play with the brothers. 

“Your cousin has apparently over stepped her place again,” Robert told his wife, placing a kiss on her forehead as she went to join him near the window. “She has upset an important client and now Christopher is thinking of finding a wife so he can let her go.”

Christopher didn’t like how that made him sound. “So she can pursue other avenues of interest.” 

“You plan on finding a wife?” He could see Becca struggling to contain her laughter, but a few giggles escaped her lips. 

“You don’t have to sound so incredulous about the idea. Many men in my position are getting wed.”

“Yes, but they are not as .... rigid as you are.” 

Christopher felt as if they were both attaching him now. It was easier when his brother didn’t have an ally. 

“I’m responsible,” he corrected her, “Many women find that attractive in a man.” 

“Then what has held you back from find one before?” 

Christopher tugged at his collar which was beginning to feel tight. “I have been too busy with the company to think about romantic matters.”

“Not because you are incapable of being romantic?” 

“I’m not incapable of anything.” 

The look on Becca’s face was one of skepticism. 

“I don’t understand why a woman needs romance. It is impractical.” 

“This is why you are unmarried,” said Becca, giving her husband’s waist a squeeze, “Perhaps you need a few lessons on how to woo a woman.”

“Not from my little brother.” The idea made him cringe. 

“Why not? He won my heart.” 

Christopher suspected that had more to do with his little brother growing two feet taller and twice as broad while he spent time out West. A woman wasn’t immune to a handsome appearance. The fact that he was also owner of one of New York’s most popular luxury hotel’s might have helped as well. 

“I’m fully capable of pursuing a woman on my own. I have had a few lady loves in my life.”

Becca’s eyes widened nad he realized what he had just admitted to. “Finding a wife is different then a lover.”

“Not if you do it correctly, my love.” Robert placed a kiss on her head while giving her rear end a pat he thought was discreet. “But I think my brother is worried that he won’t know how to handle them in a social setting. He is so terribly awkward.”

Christopher knew that he was the one standing in the corner of most functions. He didn’t enjoy the witless chatter and he was terrible at dancing. He would much rather be in his office going over the books, or in his library enjoying a good read. That was the reason he needed a wife and it might be the reason he had trouble finding one. 

“I’m hoping that my reputation and family name will make it unnecessary for me to charm the ladies. They should want to be married into the Donovan family.”

His words made both his brother and Becca laugh. 

“So you are viewing this as another business arrangement? Looking for the right person to fill a role?” said Becca. 

Christopher nodded. 

“Perhaps you should ask Miss O’Hare for help,” said Robert. “You did admit she had a good way with people. Perhaps she could teach you how to charm a lady.” 

“She is more interested in giving a woman rights then matchmaking.” 

“Yes, but


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EMMA BRADY

w2 DEVIL

DONOVANS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





