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Author’s Note


In the story, Megan’s mother suffers from multiple sclerosis
(MS). Friends who have the disease were instrumental in helping me understand
it. Any errors in the story are mine. For more information about this disease,
contact The National Multiple
Sclerosis Society, https://www.nationalmssociety.org.






Prologue


Jacobsen Enterprises Internal Email

From: Joe Jacobsen, CEO

To: Harry Sanders

CC: Andrew Sanders, president

Re: Jacobsen Stars Program


Harry,


I just wanted, to give you a heads up on the newest Jacobsen
Enterprises program to recruit and retain upper-level management. With your
sister Darci now in New York for the past year with her husband Cameron, it is
imperative for the overall growth and stability of the company that we keep any
management talent we develop. My proposal will be instituted in two weeks, and
a copy is attached. I would like you to personally consider being a mentor. If
you have any questions, don’t hesitate to contact me.


J.J.


 


Jacobsen Enterprises Internal Email

From: Joe Jacobsen, CEO

To: Andrew Sanders, president

Re: Harry/Jacobsen Stars


As you can see from my previous email, I have informed your son
about the Jacobsen Stars program and have indicated that I would like him to be
a mentor. My personal choice for him is Megan MacGregor. I will drop in on him
Monday morning to tell him. She’s in Mergers and Acquisitions.


J.J.


 


Jacobsen Enterprises Internal Email

From: Andrew Sanders, president

To: Joe Jacobsen, CEO

Re: Harry/Jacobsen Stars


You old coot. The only merger you really want is for your
grandson to get married. But setting up Harry with Megan MacGregor? She’ll eat him
alive. Don’t you ever stop matchmaking?


A.S.


 


Jacobsen Enterprises Internal Email

From: Joe Jacobsen, CEO

To: Andrew Sanders, president

Re: Harry/Jacobsen Stars


No.


J.J.






Chapter One


Even though it was a Monday, it had all the makings of a
wonderful day. As the only person in the executive elevator, Harry Sanders
whistled the entire journey to his office on the twenty-second floor of the
Jacobsen Enterprises world headquarters.


“You’re chipper this morning.” Peggy, his secretary for the
past five years, rose as he strode over the plush carpet. Ten minutes before
9:00 a.m., she had already sorted his mail and the day’s itinerary.


“Absolutely.” Harry took the stack of papers without
stopping to look through them as he usually did.


He registered Peggy’s words as he entered his office. “There’s
something from your grandfather.”


There had better be. Harry smiled as he entered his corner
office, and he took a minute to look out the window. Despite the beautiful May
day, his office faced west and south, giving him a boring view of Highway 64 as
it wound toward Jefferson Avenue.


The eastern-facing offices of the Jacobsen Building looked
down Market Street, the view encompassing Memorial Plaza, Union Station, the
Mississippi riverfront, the Old Courthouse and the Gateway Arch. His office
view was not the best or even on the top floor, that was the twenty-fifth
floor, but all that was about to change.


It was about time.


He pushed a strand of blond hair off his face. He’d been
waiting for the past two years, and with his sister Darci happily out of the
way, it was finally Harry’s time to shine.


He took a minute to think about that. Don’t get him wrong,
he loved his academically brilliant sister with the Harvard MBA. However, three
years his junior, Darci had held a higher title and position in Jacobsen
Enterprises before her resignation and subsequent move to New York City to be
with Cameron O’Brien, her husband. They’d been happily married one year.


Darci’s fast rise through the company still rankled Harry,
that and the fact that after she’d resigned, he hadn’t been promoted into her
spot. But given his grandfather’s eccentricities and obvious favoritism toward
his granddaughters, no one had been too surprised to see Darci’s job left
unfilled. The vice president of development position she’d held had sort of
faded away.


“Good, you’re here early.” Speaking of the devil. The voice
that momentarily startled Harry from his reverie belonged to none other than Joe
Jacobsen, who stood in Harry’s office doorway.


“I’m always on time,” Harry replied. It was the truth. One
thing Harry managed well was timeliness.


Standing there looking like a thin version of Santa Claus,
Grandpa Joe didn’t even blink at Harry’s answer. Even though the blue-eyed gene
was recessive, every Jacobsen grandchild, including Harry, had the same blue
eyes with a rim of dark blue that their grandfather had.


“Didn’t say you were late. I know your schedule,” Grandpa
Joe said in the tone that meant no excuses, boy. “Did you read my email yet?”


“No,” Harry said as a sense of foreboding filled Harry. He
knew his eccentric if not business-brilliant grandfather too well. And,
although at six foot two Harry often towered over other men, the dynamic
Grandpa Joe still made Harry occasionally feel like a small wayward child.


“That’s why I also sent it through interoffice mail as a
memo.”


Harry began to sort through the papers Peggy had given him.
As he found a copy, he said, “Here it is.”


Grandpa Joe nodded, his thin white beard bobbing slightly. “Why
don’t you take a minute to read it?”


Harry read the words aloud. “I just wanted to give you advance
warning on the newest Jacobsen Enterprises program to recruit and retain
upper-level management.”


He looked up at Grandpa Joe, who was staring out the window.
Harry’s gaze flew over the rest of the email outlining the new Jacobsen Stars
program. A worried thought started in the pit of his stomach as he looked over
at the spiral-bound presentation folder that was with the other mail on his
desk. The sinking feeling spread through the rest of his body.


“You’re starting a mentor program?”


Grandpa Joe slowly turned around, his face a neutral mask.
He gave a curt nod. “Absolutely.”


Harry stared as his grandfather continued. “I quite like my
idea, and given your position in the company, it will be a good way to expand
your horizons and help out the Jacobsen team. I think it will be a good
experience for you.”


“A good experience for me?” Incredulity filled Harry’s voice.
“From the way you were talking two days ago, I thought you were going to fill
the vice president of development position. With me.”


Grandpa Joe rolled his shoulders. “I’m still not sure about
that yet.”


At that moment, business relationship be darned. This was
personal, this was family. Whatever his grandfather had up his sleeve a few
days ago, it hadn’t been this.


“You’re going to promote someone else over my head, aren’t
you? How is that going to be a good experience for me?” Harry asked. “Have I
not proven myself enough?”


The neutral expression on his grandfather’s face never
changed. “No one said anything about promoting people. Stop putting words into
my mouth. This program is about keeping top talent in the company. We don’t
want them lured away by any of our competitors, especially after we’ve put so
much investment into training them.”


“What about me? Where do I fit into all this?” Especially if
he wasn’t being promoted.


Now Grandpa Joe blinked. “That’s obvious, Harry, my boy, you’re
going to be a mentor.”


Oh no, his grandfather was not roping him into another
scheme.


But Grandpa Joe didn’t pause. “In fact, that’s why I’m here.
I’ve got the perfect person picked out for you. She’s a recent hire. Well, I
guess a year ago isn’t too recent. We hired her after Darci left. You know
Megan MacGregor. She’s in Mergers and Acquisitions. An absolute gem that girl
is, and I want to make sure she stays with us. She has raw talent, and I think
you can help develop it.”


Megan MacGregor. Harry bit back the bile that
immediately came to his throat upon hearing her name. He certainly did not want
to mentor her. “I develop business opportunities and future growth,” he said. “I
do not develop talent in females.”


Grandpa Joe’s eyebrow lifted. “Your playboy reputation tells
me that you at least try to develop something with females.”


There was hard, unyielding steel underlining his
grandfather’s voice. “And let me remind you that Working Mother named
this company one of the best places to work in America. At Jacobsen Enterprises
we take pride in knocking down the glass ceiling. But don’t worry. You don’t
have to participate, Harry. After all, you are family, and you will always have
a place in the company. I made that promise to your mother when you graduated
high school and went off to Vanderbilt.”


Wonderful, Harry thought. Grandpa Joe had wanted Harry, his
oldest grandson, to go to Princeton. Accepted at both colleges, Harry had
wanted to stay closer to Saint Louis. So he’d chosen Vanderbilt in Tennessee
instead of the Ivy League Princeton in New Jersey, much to Grandpa Joe’s
disappointment. Grandpa Joe had graduated from Princeton.


And by his grandfather bringing up Harry’s choice of alma
mater, Harry recognized his grandfather’s displeasure—that Harry had once again
disappointed him by discounting the mentor program and his grandfather’s choice
of mentee.


Which probably meant that Harry was about to be passed over once
again for a better spot in the company. In reality, being family didn’t even
mean that much. Look at poor Shane, the youngest of all the grandchildren and
Harry’s cousin. Grandpa Joe didn’t even want him around, and hence Shane didn’t
work anywhere in the company. Instead, he lived in his parents’ pool house, and
sponged off his trust fund. All the grandchildren had gotten a trust fund at
age twenty-one, and Harry had tripled its value already while Shane, well, who
knew what his brother did with his.


Not that Grandpa Joe had ever mentioned that Harry’s
financial prowess, a formidable. accomplishment given the current stock market
crisis.


Heavy silence fell as Harry contemplated his options. How to
get out of this situation gracefully? “I’d prefer that if I was going to mentor
someone it be someone other than Megan MacGregor,” Harry said finally. “Someone
male preferably. I don’t need to even get close to putting myself into a
potential sexual harassment case.”


“So you think Megan MacGregor is a sexual harassment case
waiting to happen?”


Uh-oh. That tone again.


Harry squared his chin. He knew Megan’s type, but he should
have kept his mouth shut about his opinion of her. Too late now. “Yes. Yes, I
do.”


“Interesting,” Grandpa Joe said. He tilted his head as if he
was contemplating a new electronics purchase. “You may be right. I’ll have to
see what I can do. I have just about everyone else assigned, so it might take
some juggling to move people around. If it won’t work out, you just won’t
mentor. Let me get back to you.” And with that said, Grandpa Joe left the
office.


Harry blinked. Just like that, Grandpa Joe was really gone.
Had Harry missed something? Where had the night-and-day change in his
grandfather come from?


Or had there really been a change? Harry leaned forward. The
leather chair thumped his back as he picked up the spiral-bound Jacobsen Stars
binder. He thumbed through it, skimming the highlights of the program.


He tossed the binder down. The program was like handing
Megan MacGregor the keys to the Jacobsen kingdom. Couldn’t his grandfather see
through her? She was a piranha both in business and her personal life. Although
he hated listening to office gossip, according to the grapevine, she’d landed a
man twenty years her senior for her fiancé. He’d been seen in her office.


Even the former floor receptionist, before she’d left, had
blasted Megan MacGregor. No, Harry didn’t want anything to do with her. She was
the type that would stop at nothing to get what she wanted, even if it meant
crawling over his dead body to do it.


The real claw was that Grandpa Joe obviously adored Megan.
He’d discovered her, so to speak, and had personally overseen her Jacobsen
career. Megan had replaced Darci. That meant Harry really needed to be on his
toes. He couldn’t let his guard down, especially when Megan MacGregor was
involved.
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For a Monday, it wasn’t really that bad of a day. Megan
MacGregor looked around, satisfied. Work that she’d thought would take two days
had been miraculously finished in one. Not yet three in the afternoon, Megan
discovered she could even see the bottom of her wood inbox.


She slid a hard copy of a report into an interoffice-mail
envelope and tossed it into her outbox. A creature of habit, she’d clear that
out later, around four. Even her email had been tamed.


“Can I come in?”


Megan glanced up, seeing none other than Joe Jacobsen, the
company founder and CEO standing at the entrance to her cubicle. A small knot
of nerves clenched and she took a breath to calm herself.


“Why, of course, Mr. Jacobsen. I was just finishing up the
Montana report.”


“Good, good. Call me Joe. Everyone does.”


Everyone perhaps but her. Megan tried not to appear too
flustered as he took a seat at the small table, which was really no bigger than
a thin card table. She swiveled so she was directly across from him.


“So I bet you wonder what brings me by,” he said.


Megan folded her hands into her lap to keep them from
twitching. “Actually, I’ll admit that I do, although in the year that I’ve
worked for you, I’ve discovered you do wander your company and pop in on people
all the time.”


“Keeps them on their toes and I learn more that way,” Joe
said. “Sometimes it’s good, sometimes it’s bad, but it keeps the company
humming.”


“It’s a good company,” she said, mentally kicking herself
for how lame and obvious that sounded. Joe didn’t seem to notice.


“Of course it’s a good company. I’ve been building it all my
life. Now, as my delightful wife, Henrietta, reminds me, it’s time to start
looking toward the future. Not that I’m planning on retiring, mind you. I’m
nowhere ready to do that. But what I am doing is starting a new program called
Jacobsen Stars. Let me tell you about it.”


Megan listened in fascination as he began to outline the
entire program. A flicker of hope began and bloomed fully as he said the magic
words. “I’m going around personally and inviting people to participate in the
program. You, Megan, have been chosen. What do you say?”


“Yes,” she managed to stammer out. Then her voice became
stronger. “I absolutely would be delighted to participate.”


And she was. This was the opportunity of a lifetime, the
type of opportunity she’d been slaving for when she’d put-in all those years in
night school earning her MBA. Her mother and Bill would be so proud.


“Of course, there is a little glitch.” Joe’s intense blue-eyed
gaze caught hers, and something about the tone of his words brought her back
down to reality.


“A glitch?”


“A glitch,” Joe repeated. “Right now you are without a
mentor.” He sighed and ran his finger thoughtfully against his white beard. “With
your credentials and-talent I want someone perfect, someone who can bring out
the best in you. And I’ve found just that person.”


Lyle McKaskill, Megan thought. The fifty-year-old man was a
wizard in the company, and she’d love to pick his brain. He’d forgotten more
than she’d ever learned. Maybe the glitch was that Lyle’s wife was having
surgery in a month. Lyle would be taking family medical leave to be with her.


Grandpa Joe leaned back in the chair and folded his hands. “But
don’t despair. I have to admit I did spring the Jacobsen Stars program on my
grandson. Thus I expect that Harry will see the light in a day or two and agree
to be your mentor.”


“Harry?” The word, said in absolute appalled disbelief, came
forth from her lips before she could bite it back. Please let her have heard Joe
wrong.


Not Harry Sanders. Harry hated her. He’d never seemed to
like her, and ever since that meeting a year ago—when she’d questioned the
validity and rationale of his ideas—he’d made it perfectly clear that he’d fire
her the first moment he could.


“Harry,” Joe continued without noticing Megan’s stunned
silence. Or maybe he did and was simply pretending. Joe had that savvy business
acumen that she wanted to develop. “Now don’t take it personally, but Harry turned
down the idea of being your mentor. It has nothing to do with you; he’s just a
little bogged down with this New York merger, the chain of Evie’s Pancake
Houses that we’re bringing under the Jacobsen Enterprises umbrella.”


Joe drew breath before continuing. “Harry has agreed to
think about it, but if he can’t work you in, then I’m going to find a
replacement mentor. However, let me be frank, I really don’t want to consider
that as an option except as a last resort. I’ve learned in business that when
you know a decision you’ve made is the right one, you stick with it.”


Megan forced the smile to remain on her face. So there it
was. Joe Jacobsen had handpicked his grandson Harry Sanders to be her mentor.
The joy that had originally seeped through Megan had ebbed fully. Then she drew
herself up. Lemonade from lemons. If Harry wouldn’t do it, Joe Jacobsen was
prepared to find her another mentor. She’d hope for that.


“Anyhow, the program won’t officially start for two weeks.
That should give me plenty of time to convince Harry to change his mind. You
two could really benefit each other.”


Right. Of course they could. The only benefit Megan could
see for Harry was that he could be one step closer to finding reasons to have
her fired. As for her, the benefit to her career could be summed up in four
words: nada, nothing, zero, zilch.


Joe reached for Megan’s personal copy of the Montana report
that she’d placed earlier in the middle of her table. “You know, I thought of
sending Harry to Montana once,” Joe said. “Then I wondered what he’d do with all
that fresh air. He’s such a city boy. Never wants to stray far from home. But
he loves this company, I’ll say that for him. Don’t worry, Megan. He’ll just
need a little convincing to be your mentor, that’s all. In fact why don’t, you
pay him a little visit today? He never leaves until five, and perhaps if you go
personally and tell him how excited you are about having him mentor you, he’ll
understand how important I think this is.”


Megan managed a faint smile. She’d go visit Harry all right,
but only to convince him to back down so that someone else would have to be her
mentor. Now there was a plan. “I could do that.”


“Good.” Joe stood, his business suit hardly wrinkled. She
wondered how he managed to do that. Within an hour of arriving at the office,
her conservative blue suit had crumpled from simply sitting in her chair and
doing her work.


Joe Jacobsen gave her a big encouraging smile. “You’ll find
the complete Jacobsen Stars program in a package that will be delivered to you tomorrow
morning. I’m glad to have you on board. Have a good afternoon, Megan.”


Megan watched him go. Then a thought hit her. She poked her
head out of the cubicle and started after his retreating figure. “Mr. Jacobsen!”


He stopped and she caught up to him. “What if Harry refuses
and you can’t find someone else? Am I out of the program?”


Joe. gave her a reassuring look. “Oh no. I’ll find you
someone. But don’t worry. I just know Harry will agree.” He turned and walked
away.


As Megan stared at Joe Jacobsen’s retreating back,
determination stole over her. She didn’t want Harry Sanders as her mentor
probably any more than he wanted her as his protégée. So all she had to do was
convince him that it was in his best interest to say no. She went back to her
cubicle to begin rehearsing her speech.
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Grandpa Joe whistled as he stepped into the executive
elevator. He pushed the button for the twenty-fifth floor. Whereas most
corporate headquarters went skyward, Jacobsen Enterprises had sacrificed height
for width. Although this was the main building, the complex sprawled several
city blocks. It was one of the most valuable pieces of real estate in the city.


Not that he’d want a tall building anyway. He hated elevator
rides. The trip to the top of the Sears Tower—or whatever name it had now—in
Chicago, even though under two minutes, had about done him in. And to think he
was a combat veteran.


He stepped out on his floor, and headed toward Andrew’s
office. Then thinking twice, he bypassed it. He loved his son-in-law as much as
his own son, Blake, but unlike Blake, Andrew thought Grandpa Joe was a constant
meddler. Perhaps he was, Grandpa Joe conceded, but after all he was so good at
it. Andrew’s marriage to Lilly was a perfect example, as was Darci and Cameron’s.


Megan and Harry were next. He’d watched each for almost the
past year. They were perfect for each other. They’d just have to figure it out
and needed a nudge in the right direction. He’d given them that nudge, although
honestly he knew they’d need more than just one. He glanced at his Rolex, a
gift from his wife on their fortieth anniversary. Right now Megan should be on
her way to Harry’s office.


How Grandpa Joe wished he could be a fly on the wall for
that conversation. He didn’t expect it to go well, but that was okay. He had
quite a few aces left to play.
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Harry knew Megan MacGregor had arrived before she even
knocked on his door. He’d been expecting her since that morning, and the
anticipation hadn’t made his lunch sit well. He hated to wait, especially for
one as sneaky and conniving as Megan.


The subtle floral fragrance of her perfume reached him as
she approached. His nose wrinkled as his brain registered the pleasant scent.
Harry steeled himself. It was imperative that he remain in control of the
situation. Thus, he deliberately chose not to look away from the e-mail he was
reading on the computer screen. “A bit tardy, aren’t you? Come to bring me the
Montana report? It is complete, isn’t it?”


Her tone hid her defensiveness well, but he still heard the echo
of it. “Yes, as a matter of fact, it is. Early, I might add. I put your copy
into interoffice mail. I’m sure you’ll receive it tomorrow. If you want it
earlier, it’s on the shared drive. And let’s cut to the chase, Harry. As for
tardy, I don’t know what you’re taking about.”


Harry knew she stood on the other side of his desk. He
turned from his computer and took a moment to study her. Deliberately he ran his
gaze up and down her figure, taking in the rumpled blue suit, the plain white cotton
shirt that revealed nothing, not even the swell of her breasts.


He’d guess she wore sensible pumps, but he couldn’t tell
because his desk blocked his view of her feet. Even her brown hair was
conservative, a short cut that framed her face. He returned his gaze to connect
with hers. Despite a slight telltale flush that indicated that she hadn’t liked
his perusal, her haughty expression hadn’t changed.


But she was flushed. Good. He liked that he had an effect on
her. Whereas she might be able to fool everyone else, he was one man that could
see right through her pretenses. While she might be pretty in an Ivory-soap sort
of way, she definitely was not nice or pure.


“No, you’re right,” he said as he began his verbal
offensive. “As for being tardy, you may not know what I’m talking about. Let me
see if I can fill you in. Joe Jacobsen. Jacobsen Stars. Me not mentoring you
even if my life depended on it.” He watched her expression turn angry. “I
expected you early this morning.”


She placed her hands on her hips. “Your grandfather just
came to see me a half hour ago to tell me about the program.”


The old coot was deliberately toying with him. “That
explains it. I’m surprised he didn’t hit you first thing in the morning. I
guess he’s slipping. But let me see if I’ve got the rest correct. You’re here
because he told you I’m not planning on being your mentor. Don’t even bother
trying to convince me otherwise.”


Megan gave a mock laugh. “Since we’ve already cut to the
chase, let me continue to follow suit. As if I want you to be my mentor. Do I
have a tattoo marked ‘Desperate’ on my forehead? If so, tell me, I need to have
it removed.”


Harry clapped his hands together and laughed. Quick on the
comeback. He liked that. But of course, so was he. His lips pursed together
before he spoke. “Score one for Megan. Tell you what though—” Harry gestured
with the back of his hand toward the open door “—why don’t you close that
before you embarrass yourself. You’d hate for everyone to hear what you’re really
like.”


“What I’m really like?” Megan walked to the door. Harry
caught a brief vision of Peggy’s surprised face as Megan shut the door with a
decisive click. “Now that we’re alone, Harry Sanders, why don’t you explain to
me just what you are talking about?”


“I’m sure you know exactly what you are really like, which
means that I have nothing to explain to you,” Harry said. He’d been rehearsing
this all day, and it was actually going quite well. “Let me just say that your
entry into the Jacobsen Stars program is not one of my grandfather’s better
ideas.”


“You just wish you could fire me like you threatened to do.”


Now there was a good idea. Too bad she was Grandpa Joe’s pet
project. Harry shrugged as if the issue was of little concern. “Someday l will.”


Megan gave a haughty laugh. “Maybe if you ever get promoted
you might get a chance. Of course, if the day ever comes that you get promoted,
I’m sure I’ll want to find another job before you run the company into the
ground.”


“Oh, you’ve taken the gloves off, haven’t you, Megan? I
wondered if you would. So since you’re here, let’s get down to why you came in
the first place. You want me to refuse to be your mentor so that my grandfather
chooses someone else for you. Not going to happen. He’s not going to change his
mind, and neither will I.”


“What?!” Her mouth dropped open.


He arched an eyebrow. “Did I stutter? It’s not going to
happen. The only mentor you’ll have is me, so I guess you won’t get one.”


She gestured wildly for a moment. “Are you insane? Look at
us! We can’t stand each other. You’ve done nothing but pick apart my
performance since I got here a year ago. I’m sorry. Well, no, I’m not. You made
yourself look foolish in that meeting, Harry, not me.”


Perhaps, but that didn’t matter. He’d forgotten how intense
she could be when angry. He shoved that intriguing thought aside. He had to
stay focused.


“That long-ago meeting is irrelevant. You are not good for
Jacobsen, Megan. You are not a good fit for this company. But since it is not
my company until such time that my grandfather and my father both step down and
retire, I have little say in the matter.”


This was going better than he thought. He knew she’d come in
prepared to fight, to prove they were incompatible. She’d played right into his
hands. Megan drew herself up and leaned over his desk. “So step aside and let
me have a different mentor.”


“No. You know what they say about your past mistakes coming
back to haunt you, don’t you, Megan? That was your mistake, messing with me
when you first came to work for Jacobsen Enterprises.”


“I did no such thing as what, messing with you? I came here
on a professional basis. You and I may not be able to stand each other, but we
can be professional. Why don’t you just step aside so we can get past this
issue and move on with our lives.”


She drew a deep breath, as if trying to calm herself. The
movement made her breasts press forward. The suit jacket gaped open. She was
wearing white lace.


Harry’s throat went dry, and his next words simply
disappeared. What was it about a clue train, or conversation train, or
something like that derailing? He felt poleaxed. Come on! From seeing
catalogs to actually removing women’s clothing during lovemaking, he’d certainly
seen lace-covered breasts before. But something about Megan and lace had just
caused him to become unglued.


He blinked in order to yank his gaze away from staring at
her breasts. He’d totally lost where he was, oh yeah, his office. And what he
was saying or about to say? To regain control he stood, his six-foot-two height
towering over her by six inches. “I told my grandfather I’d make my decision
soon. Who knows, maybe I just will be your mentor. After all, you’re right. I
need to be professional about this.”


“You are such a, you are...”


“Oh, spit it out, Megan. You can do better than that.
Everyone knows how you enjoy making me look foolish. No one else is listening
or even here. You don’t have to pretend to be perfect. Let the real you hang
out for once.”


She tossed a hand though her short hair as if she was trying
to regain control, and then the words spit forth. “You are a cad!”


Harry laughed. Boy, was she cute when she was angry. “Bravo.
Impressive. You could have called me so much worse.”


“And give you the ammunition you want? You are impossible!”
Her brown eyes flashed venom.


“Yes,” he said. “I am. I take pride in that attribute.”


“This was a waste of time.” Megan strode over to the door,
giving Harry a view of her shoes: plain, sensible blue pumps that matched her
suit.


But she had nice ankles. Nice, thin, and not too bony.


He stared at those perfect ankles as she stormed out of his
office, her brown hair tossing around her head.


Peggy suddenly hovered at the doorway. “You got a call from
Peters in New York while Ms. MacGregor was here. I didn’t want to disturb you
and send it through.”


“Thanks, Peggy. Ms. MacGregor is disturbing enough. Go ahead
and redial it for me, won’t you?”


“Certainly.” Peggy went back to her desk.


Harry sat back down, surprised to find himself so oddly
invigorated. Megan was disturbing.


Arguing with her, how to describe it? The thought that it
had been better than some of the sex he’d ever had, and man had he had some
sex, came into his mind. She was feisty, mind-blowing, difficult,
temperamental, and yet she faced him down and went where most men would even
fear to tread. Hmm.


She was an intriguing woman. No wonder men found her a
siren. Maybe he should be her mentor just to spar with her again. It had been
the most fun he’d had in several weeks.


He laughed at the foolishness of that idea as Peggy sent the
call through.
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