
  
    [image: Nailed]
  


  
    
      NAILED

      
        WOOD BROTHERS

      

    

    
      
        ABBY KNOX

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Author Abby Knox, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Abby Knox

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is coincidental.

      Edited by Aquila Editing

      Cover Designer: Cover Girl Designs

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HELLO FROM ABBY!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thanks for picking up my book! If you want to check out more of my titles, please visit my author page at www.authorabbyknox.com.
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      Buck

      The second that Grace walks into my construction trailer, it's all over for me. Sure, it's risky to hire an unknown person to stage our latest historic rehab project. The bottom line is, Wood Brothers Construction is desperate for skilled professionals, and I'm flat-out desperate for more of Grace in my life. Professionalism goes right out the window on day one, so she'd better be ready for me.

      

      Grace

      I might not be the sharpest tool in the shed for lying to Buck on my resume. But I've got to do something with my art history degree, or else crawl back to my dad for a pity job at his law firm. Fake it 'til you make it, right? But I've got another secret: I've seen the handsome Buck around town, and the way other women in Fate stare at him is downright annoying. I have to shoot my shot, and maybe get a decent job while I'm at it. Hopefully, none of my lies blow up in my face.
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      Buck

      
      My baby sister’s staging company has backed out of my latest rehab project, and I’m starting the day grumpier than usual.

      “Are you fucking for real, Susan?”

      The high-pitched buzz of electric saws just outside my office window gives me a perfect excuse to holler at my sister.

      My family is made up of all good people, but sometimes they really chap my hide. Like right now, my sister is leaving me in the lurch.

      The voice on the other end of the phone is sympathetic to my plight, but firm. “I’m sorry, Buck. There’s no way Gold Hill Sisters can attach our name to a product in Fate. It’s…not our brand.”

      Susan and her staging company in our hometown of Gold Hill have been my go-to for the last five years.

      “Fate is up and coming, Susan. You’re going to miss a huge opportunity. I’m doing you a favor.”

      Susan snorts. “You’re desperate for contractors in that dirty little podunk town. You need to cut and run, brother, before you sink any more money into the old Paget Mansion.”

      My sister has a huge ego but she’s not wrong.

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. “You’re behaving no better than the typical Gold Hill snob, and you’re missing the boat. But suit yourself. Wade, Harley and I will stage it ourselves.”

      I know my baby sister, and I can practically see her rolling her eyes. “DIY-ing design is a whole different thing than DIY-ing a plumbing problem.”

      “Oh yeah? Come down here and prove it.”

      “Nice try, but no.”

      Just then, there’s a knock on my construction trailer door.

      “Come in!” I bark.

      The door creaks open, and the first thing I see is a pair of red, four-inch open-toe heels that have no business on a construction site.

      “Um, hi? I’m looking for Mr. Buckland Wood?” The voice is soft and hesitant. For the moment, I forget I’m on the phone with my sister.

      My eyes take the scenic route to her face even though I know it’s ungentlemanly of me. Gorgeous gams, black pencil skirt, and matching fitted blazer straining to stay buttoned under a pair of magnificent tits. Her hair is pulled up in a professional bun, but loose chin-length tendrils frame a young, eager face. Her chestnut hair and freckled cheeks set off her striking eyes, which, if I’m not mistaken, are sizing me up at the same time.

      My day just got a hell of a lot better. And prettier.

      Suddenly I feel the powerful urge to chug a Gatorade. With my curiously dry throat I tell the visitor, “Call me Buck.”

      “I’m Grace Winchester. May I have a minute of your time?”

      She smiles wide, and I spot one slightly crooked tooth in front that I find completely charming.

      Grace…Grace Winchester…can have a lot more than one minute.

      She sees the phone in my hand and winces. “Oh, I’m sorry for barging in! I’ll wait outside until you finish your call.”

      Refusing to take my eyes off this beauty, I abruptly end the phone call. “Gotta go, sis,” I blurt. I vaguely hear something like “good luck” on the other end, but I quickly hang up, tossing my phone on the desk. “There! Done. Have a seat. What can I do for you?”

      The woman looks around curiously, “Um…”

      And now, I realize that this is not a standard office, and I do not have anything for her to sit on. “Shit! Hang on.”

      Five seconds in the presence of an angel and I’m a bumbling idiot. You’d never know I’m the founder of Wood Bros. Construction and a Marine corps officer. The stack of roof tile samples taking up one beat-up folding chair gets shoved into a corner of my office, and I dust off the seat.

      “There, sit, please. Can I get you anything? A water? Gatorade? Mountain Dew Code Red? Really terrible coffee?”

      Grace moves like warm honey into the chair, a leather portfolio perched on her lap.

      “Did we have an appointment?” I ask, leaning against the edge of my desk.

      Her glossy red lips fall open. “Um, no. Not exactly. I sent you an email a while back. I live here in Fate, and when I saw that Wood Bros. Construction was rehabilitating the old Paget Mansion, I was very interested in helping you stage it.”

      There’s a reason this town is named Fate. For being a tiny place full of oddball characters—the mayor is a golden retriever, for starters—I’ve heard story after story about people moving here and instantly finding the love of their life. 

      I chalked up all those tales as an exaggeration.

      Yet here I am—stuck without a staging company while I’m up to my neck in change orders on the biggest money pit project of my life. And wouldn’t you know it, in walks a bombshell of the highest order, claiming to be a professional stager.

      “You’re hired, Ms. Winchester.”

      Her eyes widen and she looks at me sideways like I’ve lost my marbles. “Don’t you want to look at my portfolio?”

      She unzips the leather case, and my hands sweat as I imagine her pretty hands unzipping my fly.

      “Sure, let’s see.” I take the portfolio from her and flip through it for five seconds. “Yep. Perfect. You’re hired.”

      “Oh! Well, do you have any questions about my experience? My schedule? Timetables?”

      “Nope to the first question, and when can you start?”

      Shit, she caught me staring at her boobs, and now I’ve made her blush. “Um, well, that depends on when the construction is finished, I guess.”

      She’s being too kind. “Shit, yes. Of course,” I laugh, embarrassed. Of course, I know how this works. My sister has done this job for us at least two dozen times over five years. “Obviously you can’t stage a house until it’s done or you’ll end up with sawdust all over everything.”

      Grace’s tinkling laughter speaks to my soul. “Right.”

      Damn, she’s sweet. So pretty my chest aches. I haven’t talked to a pretty girl like this in years, and my overeager cock hardens in response to Grace’s…everything.

      When nobody says anything for several seconds, she says hesitantly, “So, should we set up a time to meet to go over the blueprints?”

      Blueprints? Oh. Yeah, I know what those are.

      “Yes, let’s meet tonight at Other Brother Ben’s,” I say, automatically naming the favorite date night spot in town. “Say, 7 p.m.?”

      She blows out a sharp breath like she’s just shocked herself by winning a prize, a pink color filling her round cheeks. “Perfect! I live in a studio right up the street from there,” she says.

      “So, yes?”

      Grace laughs, and I’m relieved she doesn’t hate my forwardness. “Yes. Sorry. Um, here’s my address.”

      I know the exact house she means, as I’ve had that one on my list for a while. It’s a beat-down three-story Victorian with a sagging porch and splintered shutters. I see so many people coming and going from that building; I should have guessed it was an apartment house. I mentally cross that off my list because I did not go
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