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REVIEWERS SAY...

 


 


“Brooke’s trusting nature has landed her in a
pile of trouble and who is a better knight in shiny armor coming to
the rescue than Oliver Armstrong, a strong, self-assured kind of
guy?! I easily immersed myself in this quick-moving enjoyable
romance, Baby in Waiting, and now cannot wait for the next
book in the Harmony Circle series.”

--Donna Zapf, Cataromance

 


“Welcome back to Harmony Circle. If this is
your first visit, then I hope you find new friends with Baby in
Waiting… It’s like Harmony Circle is welcoming you with open
arms to watch the fireworks. Watch the sparks fly between the
serious Oliver and the very optimistic Brooke.”

--Wereallydig.com

 


“Jacqueline Diamond is the heavy-hitter of
the romance novel world... For over three decades, Diamond's work
has filled the hours of many people with interesting plot twists
and a light, airy style that is uniquely Diamond.”

—Online reviewer Marc Stern
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No matter how carefully an author plans, when she
sits down to write she never really knows how a book will take
shape.

For me, Brooke jumped off the page from the
start. Naively optimistic and generous of spirit, she proved wise
beyond her years. As for Oliver, he might be a cynic, but he and
Brooke lit up my computer screen. I had a great time with them.

You’ll also meet Sherry LaSalle, an heiress
with a tendency to fall for the wrong man, and Rafe Montoya, a
mechanic who considers her a hopeless snob. Their relationship will
blossom in Million-Dollar Nanny, Book 3 of Harmony
Circle.

Thanks for reading!

—Jacqueline Diamond, Brea, California
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BABY IN WAITING

 


CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Brooke Bernard returned from lunch to find
every parking spot in the Archway Center occupied. Leaving her car
on the street wouldn’t have bothered her except for the fact that
two prime spaces right in front of Dr. Sal’s Smile Central, where
she worked as a receptionist, were occupied by a single
gas-guzzling luxury car that belonged to a man with an ego the size
of an oil refinery.

Oliver Armstrong.

On this particular Monday she was in no mood to
tolerate such arrogance. Particularly not from a guy who’d recently
broken up with her best friend, Renée Trent, who worked next door
at the Hair Apparent beauty salon. Renée and Oliver both claimed
that they’d drifted apart, but Brooke found it hard to believe.
Egotistical as he might be, Oliver was extremely good-looking, and
Renée had been fond of him.

Today was his unlucky day, because Brooke
really, really wanted to give some man, any man, a piece of her
mind, and with his thoughtless act of parking piracy, Oliver had
made himself an obvious candidate. Also, Brooke had to spend the
rest of her lunch break checking out the bulletin board at the
Archway Real Estate office, which Oliver owned. She might as well
confront him while she was there.

After hiking a block and half from her car to
the Archway Center, Brooke was huffing a bit hard for a
twenty-five-year-old woman. She blamed Oliver for that, as well.
She couldn’t blame the weather, which was as clear and crisp as one
might expect for mid-March in Southern California.

She stalked into Archway Real Estate ablaze
with righteous indignation, only to discover that the front desk
was unoccupied and the agents in their cubicles paid her no heed.
To complete her sense of anticlimax, she could see Oliver through
the glass front of his private office conferring with a couple of
people who appeared to be clients.

Showdown postponed.

Pushing her sunglasses up onto her head,
Brooke shifted her attention to the printed fliers and
hand-lettered notices pinned to the bulletin board. A lost poodle,
a litter of free kittens, college students tutoring math. Where
were all the renters seeking roommates?

The last time she’d checked there’d been
zillions of possibilities. Still, that was ages ago. She supposed
most people moved at the start or end of the school year.

An ad for a home to lease caught her eye.
Three bedrooms, fresh paint, large kitchen…While the rent struck
her as exorbitant, it was in line with prices here in the upscale
Orange County town of Brea. Brooke happened to know that the house,
located on the street where Renée lived, belonged to Oliver. He
rented it out and lived in another of his properties, a luxury
condo in the center of town. Must be nice to own more houses than
you could use.

Well, she didn’t require fancy digs or
a guy who’d sell his best friend for a profit. Brooke preferred
simple places and people who cared about each other.

Also, at present, people who had a room for
rent—because she needed one, badly.

The door to Oliver’s office swung open and he
ushered his clients out. Where’d he obtained the sharp new haircut
that made his dark hair seem even thicker? Had he switched salons
after parting ways with Renée?

As Oliver and his visitors headed in her
direction, Brooke pretended to be fascinated with the bulletin
board. Her back turned, she listened to the two clients thanking
Oliver. His smooth words assured them that they’d chosen wisely by
listing their house with him.

In the window, Brooke saw reflected
handshakes and farewells. Then she registered the moment when
Oliver spotted her. An unwelcome tingle ran along her spine.

“Hey.” He stopped at her side. “What brings
you here?”

Brooke swung around, refusing to be cowed by
his height or distracted by those sea-blue eyes. “You’re hogging
two spaces.”

“Who, me?”

His pretense of innocence fueled her
indignation. “I had to walk a block and a half because of you.”

“My apologies.” He didn’t sound contrite.
“However, you can’t assume the space would have stayed empty till
you got there.”

“Of all the ridiculous—”

“Also, my client uses a cane, in case you
didn’t notice. I had to leave him room to get out. Since I’m only
staying a few minutes, I figured, why waste gas by shifting the
car?”

Brooke hated logic. People who stole parking
spaces shouldn’t be forgiven, no matter what excuse they used.

“Who cut your hair?” she demanded.

He grinned. “Renée. Why do you refuse to
believe we’re friends? She told me you’re gunning for my hide.”

“I am not. I…” She halted.

“It’s just that all men are jerks,” he filled
in for her. “Right?”

“You should know.”

Oliver’s grin widened. “What’s he done
now?”

Brooke folded her arms, embarrassed. Thank
goodness none of the other agents was close enough to overhear. “If
you’re referring to Kevin….”

“Your true love, the one who sold you a song
and dance about how his wife threw him out and begged you to let
him move in with you? If I recall the details of this soap opera,
he’s also the one who showered you with gifts he charged to a
friend’s credit card. A friend who happens to be your boss.”

“He paid Dr. Salonica back. Besides, they
weren’t gifts, plural. Only a bouquet of roses.” The men—both in
their forties—were golfing buddies who often did each other favors.
Her boss, who was an orthodontist, had allowed the charge because
Kevin didn’t want his wife to find out he was having an affair
during their separation.

“And he omitted to tell you that he has two
little girls, and that he was the one who chose to play hooky.”

“He…” Brooke halted. Kevin Corcoran deserved
no excuses. He’d created a mess for her and for his family.
“Okay, I’m ticked off at him.”

“What’s his latest transgression?” Oliver
persisted.

She averted her gaze. “He and his wife are
reconciling.”

“I’m sorry to hear it. I mean, for your
sake.”

The last thing she sought was sympathy. “It’s
a good thing. I mean, because of their daughters.” Brooke didn’t
care to admit she’d spent the entire weekend sobbing into a pillow.
She did hope the couple reunited. “The problem is, now I
have to find a place to live.”

“What’s wrong with your apartment?”

This was the most painful part. “Kevin
insisted on handling the rent while he was living with me. I gave
him my half every month, but somehow he got behind.”

“Somehow?” Oliver pressed.

She hated to think the worst of a man she’d
trusted. He had been fun to be around, impulsive and admiring. And
for a while he’d filled a hole in her life. “He had to support his
kids and… okay, that’s no excuse. Anyway, yesterday the landlord
served me a three-day pay-or-quit notice. The bottom line is, I
have to be out by tomorrow.”

Oliver glowered. “That lout stole your money?
Somebody ought to teach him a lesson.”

“Don’t go pounding him!” Brooke begged. “You
wouldn’t, would you?”

He shrugged. “No, but you should insist he
bring the rent up-to-date. From what I hear, he has a good job as
an insurance agent.”

“He means well. But it’s hard supporting two
households.” So Kevin had told her repeatedly.

“Let me guess. He claims that if you press
him for the money, you’ll be hurting his family.”

She winced. “Let’s not go there. I don’t
suppose you’ve heard of anybody looking for a house-sitter? That
would save me a bundle.”

Oliver’s scowl vanished. “This is what I love
about you, Brooke. Your life may be a disaster, but nothing keeps
you down.”

“There’s something about me you love?” she
shot back. “That’s news.”

“Why not? You’re entertaining. Kind of like
watching a ten-car pileup on the freeway,” Oliver teased. “And
since I’m in such a benevolent mood, I’ll ask around about
house-sitting. Meanwhile, why don’t you stay with Renée? She has
three bedrooms.”

“I hate imposing on friends.”

“You asked me to find you a free place
to live.”

“Since when are we friends?”

Oliver chuckled. “I see your point.”

With a wave, Brooke whisked out the door and
into her office. As she took her place behind the desk at Dr. Sal’s
Smile Central, she wondered if any of the nice moms in the waiting
room might like a live-in nanny who was available only evenings and
weekends. That would solve her housing problem, and she loved kids.
She couldn’t very well inquire without endangering her job,
however. Her job was already on shaky ground.

The problem was the dozen roses that Kevin
had charged to Dr. Salonica’s credit card. The orthodontist’s wife,
Helen, had spotted the charge, traced the flower delivery to
Brooke’s address and then had accused her own husband of courting
the receptionist. Flustered, he’d claimed he’d sent them because
Brooke’s mother died.

Well, she had died. Ten years
earlier.

Since then Helen had dropped by Dr. Sal’s
Smile Central twice to snoop, but she’d found no further cause for
suspicion. Of course not. The very idea of passion flaring between
Brooke and her pudgy, balding boss was preposterous.

Now, if she could find a place to stay.
Worst-case scenario, she might have to sleep in her car for a
while. It wouldn’t be the first time.

No use worrying—something would turn up. It
always did.

*

For Oliver, Mondays were a juggling act. As
were Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays. What
had he forgotten? Oh, yes, Sundays, too. When he wasn’t selling
houses, he was supervising the ten agents who worked at his
brokerage.

He got his exercise walking door-to-door,
distributing fliers and chatting up potential clients, and he ate
on the run. The exception was the rare occasion he joined Renée and
Brooke at the sandwich shop located two stores down. Renée had been
a charming companion for a while, and Brooke amused him with her
flyaway cinnamon hair, her infectious laughter and her positive,
carefree approach to life.

He’d never met anyone so completely different
from himself. Growing up the middle child of financially strained
parents, Oliver had always had a determination to accomplish two
things: to amass investment capital and to become a major player in
the business world by the age of thirty-five.

At thirty-one, he’d made strides in that
direction. The problem with owning a business and properties,
however, was that they ate huge quantities of money. On paper, he
looked great. In practice, cash-flow crunches required a nonstop
juggling act.

Adding to the pressure was a breakthrough
opportunity that he’d set his sights on. Not quite on a par with,
say, Amazon or PayPal early in the game, but the best shot he was
liable to have for a long while.

After checking around the office to see if
anyone needed a house-sitter—and no one did—Oliver picked up his
laptop and headed out. En route, he put in a call to Renée, who was
at home on Mondays, since the salon was closed.

“I just stepped out of the shower,” she told
him coolly. “If this isn’t urgent, I’d prefer to call you
back.”

“It won’t take long.” He described Brooke’s
situation.

As he spoke to Renée, he tried not to think
about how sensational the willowy blonde must look in her delicate
silk wrapper—if she wore even that much. Renée definitely was his
type, yet they’d lost interest in each other after a few months of
dating. Oliver supposed that was partly because of his schedule,
but he’d also had a strong sense that Renée avoided real intimacy.
No hard feelings on either side.

“I could strangle Kevin!” she responded. “I
wish Brooke had told me.”

“She thought that would be taking advantage.”
Oliver paused beside his car.

“She can stay here for a couple of weeks,
until my remodeling starts.” Since she’d bought her house the
previous fall, Renée had been busy working out a color scheme and
selecting tile, carpet and appliances. “Once Josh tears up my
kitchen and pulls out the carpets, there’ll be fibers and fumes
everywhere.”

Contractor Josh Lorenz, who lived across the
street from Renée, had a long list of clients for his high-quality
workmanship. His current projects included the restoration of
Oliver’s rental in the same neighborhood. The former renters, who’d
been famous for their loud power tools, cluttered porch and noisy
teenagers, had left the house in bad shape.

Oliver beeped his mis-parked car open. A
motorcycle had slid into the remaining half space, so Brooke’s
inconvenience had turned out to be another person’s good luck.
“Where are you going to stay?” he asked Renée.

“With a neighbor, Tess Phipps. She’s the
divorce attorney.”

“I remember when she bought that house. Nice
lady.” Oliver had a passing acquaintance with most of the
homeowners in the Harmony Circle development. The comfortable
enclave, set among Brea’s northern hills, offered its more than
three hundred residents a pool, a playground and a clubhouse, where
monthly potlucks were held. Its communal atmosphere had proved an
excellent selling point.

“I hope Brooke rustles up another place to
stay by then,” Renée said anxiously. “I can’t ask Tess to invite
her, too.”

Oliver positioned his phone in a holder
before switching on the ignition. “I’m sure she will.” That little
scatterbrain had a knack for landing on her feet.

“I’m surprised you’re interested in helping
her. I thought altruism wasn’t your style.”

“It isn’t.” Having fought his way to success,
he figured that if he could do it so could others. In his opinion,
when an able-bodied person stuck out his hand, someone ought to
slap a job application into it. Brooke, however, hadn’t asked for
charity. “Besides, I’m not the one taking her in.”

Renée laughed. “Altruism’s okay, as long as
I’m doing it?”

“No reason she can’t pay rent while she’s
there.” He checked before backing out of the space. Or, to be
precise, the space and a half.

“I’d rather she saved the money for a
deposit,” she replied. “That creep Kevin sucked her dry. She even
paid for their food.”

Instead of sympathy, Oliver felt a twist of
irritation. He considered gullibility a character flaw. “Let’s hope
she learned a lesson.”

“I kind of hope she doesn’t learn too many
lessons.” Renée sounded wistful. “For all her hard knocks, she
remains warm-hearted and trusting. I’d hate to see her lose those
qualities.”

“Would you rather see her go through life
getting ripped off?” He halted at the street, waiting for traffic
to clear. “Hey, I’ve got a call coming in. Catch you later.”

“Ciao.”

The caller turned out to be Josh Lorenz. He’d
stopped by Oliver’s empty rental to check on the painter. “He
suggested adding blue trim to the exterior,” Josh reported. “You’d
have to request a waiver to the homeowners’ guidelines, but it
would certainly look sharp.”

The neighborhood association restricted
exterior colors to a range of earth tones. “Great. Another reason
to make everyone resent me.” Oliver eased the car into traffic.

“Everyone doesn’t resent you,” Josh
protested.

“Oh, yeah? Name three who don’t.”

“Me. Renée. Mmm…” Josh got stuck.

“There you go.”

Until a few months ago, Oliver had been a
popular guy. Then he’d sold a historic cottage—one of a pair
grandfathered into the otherwise modern development—to a wealthy
couple who intended to tear it down.

Their plans to build a mansion were now
wending their way through the city’s review process. And most of
Harmony Circle was up in arms. Even Oliver’s cousin, Rafe, who
lived opposite the cottage, barely spoke to Oliver these days.

“I’ll tell the painter no,” Josh said. “Catch
you later.”

“Thanks.”

Oliver clicked off. Although he owned
property in Harmony Circle, thank goodness he didn’t have to live
in the midst of all that domesticity—and antagonism. He preferred
his condo, which was within walking distance of the town’s movie
theaters, comedy club and restaurants.

He did wish the swinging bachelors in the
condo next door would stop leaving their barbecue unattended on
their deck. Since they also leashed their dog out there, the
situation struck him as a disaster waiting to happen.

He’d talk to his neighbors about that
tonight. Or as soon as he found the time.

The rest of the day flew by. Around 7:00 p.m.
Oliver was eating a hamburger at his desk when another agent stuck
his head through the door and asked, “Any idea what’s going
on?”

“Sorry?”

“The sirens.”

Without consciously registering it, Oliver
had been listening to the noise for several minutes. Serious
offenses were unusual in Brea, where a crime wave was rarely more
than teenagers shoplifting at the mall.

“There’s a lot of smoke rising over the
downtown area.”

Out front on the walkway, Oliver joined a
knot of people staring over the rooftops at a dense plume of smoke
about a mile off. “That’s weird,” somebody said. “We don’t usually
get brush fires in March.”

“We don’t get brush fires in the middle of
downtown, either,” someone else cracked.

Oliver had a bad feeling.

He leaped into his car and took a shortcut
home, skirting the main thoroughfare. At his condo complex, he
halted amid a tangle of fire trucks and hoses.

A firefighter approached the car. “How’d you
get past the safety barrier?”

Oliver rolled down his window, grateful that
he’d stuck to back streets. “I didn’t see one. I live here. What
happened?”

“A dog knocked over somebody’s barbecue.”

“Was the dog hurt?”

“It’s fine. Sir, you need to move your
car.”

“Sure.” Despite his anxiety, he figured he’d
better comply. After parking a few dozen feet away, clear of the
hoses, Oliver jumped out to see how much damage one dog and one
barbecue had caused.

When he glimpsed the blackened remains of the
shared structure, his initial bad feeling mushroomed into a
full-blown cloud of dismay. The place would have to be rebuilt from
the ground up. He’d lost all his entertainment equipment, his
furniture and his clothes. Worse than that, he had no choice but to
move into his empty rental house, right in the middle of a bunch of
angry neighbors.

Maybe he should install bulletproof
glass.

 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO


 


Early Sunday afternoon, Brooke sat on Renée’s
rear patio, intending to paint her toenails and catch a few rays in
her bikini. Unable to relax, she looked around and concluded that
the stucco garden wall and high bushes made this place a little too
isolated. Renée had driven off the night before on a jaunt to Las
Vegas, and Brooke missed her company.

She transferred the lounge chair onto the
front lawn. Much better.

Renée’s elevated corner lot provided an
excellent view of the Spanish-style houses that lined
horseshoe-shaped Harmony Road. Toward the bend in the road, a
couple of children raced about, playing tag.

In the five days since she’d moved in, Brooke
had met many of the neighbors. She hoped some of them might stop by
to chat.

Propping her right foot on a cushion, she
uncapped a bottle of Slay Me Red. Instantly, the sharp scent set
her stomach churning, which was odd, because she loved the smell of
nail polish. It always reminded her of junior high, when she and
her mom had shared makeup tips and painted each other’s nails. She
wished she’d appreciated how precious those moments had been.

Bending forward, Brooke experienced another
queasy sensation. She hoped that meant her period was about to
arrive. Amid the turmoil of moving, she’d lost track of her body
and hadn’t realized until yesterday that she was late.

At Renée’s insistence, she’d bought a
pregnancy kit, but she hadn’t used it yet. What a waste of money.
No baby would be crazy enough to pick a mother like Brooke, who
couldn’t think beyond next weekend.

Besides, that kind of news might shatter
Kevin’s tentative accord with his wife. If Laura learned that her
husband had had an affair, let alone impregnated another woman…
well, she’d kick him out for good, which would break their little
girls’ hearts.

Oh, pooh. Nothing to worry about. Although
Brooke and Kevin had run a few risks with their lovemaking, half
the women she knew were undergoing treatment for infertility. What
were the odds of becoming pregnant by accident?

She’d better stop thinking about this or
she’d smear the polish. In fact, she’d already done so.

Grumbling, Brooke dabbed away the errant
color. She must have been distracted, because she didn’t notice
anyone approaching until she heard a man’s voice from half a dozen
feet away.

“That might be easier if you took off your
sunglasses,” he said.

She peered up at Oliver Armstrong. Bright
sunlight washed out all subtleties of shape and texture even as it
emphasized his powerful build, and her sunglasses turned his eyes
an intriguing turquoise. “Where’d you come from?”

“I was dropping off escrow papers nearby and
what to my wondering eyes should appear but Brooke Bernard, on
display for the whole world to admire.”

He inspected her shape with what appeared to
be detached appreciation. A prickly sensation stole across her
skin, accompanied by unwelcome warmth.

Brooke adjusted her sunglasses and replied
with as much calm as she could muster, “As far as I can tell,
you’re the only person who’s spotted me. So, how’re things going?
Have you moved in yet?”

All week long, the Archway Center had been
abuzz with news of the fire. According to the newspaper, four condo
units had been gutted and rebuilding was expected to take as long
as a year. An agent from Oliver’s office had mentioned that he’d
spent the week at a hotel, courtesy of his insurance company, and
planned to relocate to the rental house in the immediate
future.

Too bad his beach cottage was an hour and a
half away, or he could have consoled himself with morning dips in
the surf. Poor guy.

“Renée didn’t reach you?” Oliver asked.

“What do you mean, reach me?”

“I guess not. What’d you do, forget to charge
your cell phone?”

“Uh…” So that was why it hadn’t rung
since yesterday. “Must have.”

Oliver gestured toward Harmony Road. “If
you’ll squint through those sunglasses… They’re hideous, by the
way. Why pink flamingos?”

“A friend sent them from Florida,” Brooke
informed him. “For my collection.”

“Of sunglasses?”

“What else?”

He crouched low for a closer look. “If you
have a collection, you must own another pair that’s better
than these.”

“I rotate them. It seems only fair.”

“They’re inanimate objects, Brooke. They
don’t care whether you wear them.”

“I care.”

“Anyway, if you’ll focus those monstrosities
on my house, you’ll notice something interesting.”

Peering between the neighboring houses, she
spotted the billowing stripes of a tent. “You’re staging a
circus?”

“A circus for termites,” Oliver said. “A
farewell party.”

“Oh.” Hiring exterminators must be expensive.
“You’ve sure had a run of bad luck. What’d you do, tick off a
Gypsy?”

“Here’s the thing,” he murmured close to her
ear. “I can’t take occupancy until Tuesday.”

The scent of peppermint on his breath had a
heady effect. Brooke countered it by leaning forward to blow on her
toenails. “You’ll have to hang out a while longer at the Embassy
Suites. Whirlpool bath, cable TV and a fresh-cooked breakfast—what
a rough life.”

“Sad to say, the insurance company is done
footing the bill for that. You’ll excuse my reference to feet,
right? I mean, since you’re waving yours in my face.”

“Am not!” Brooke glared. “What’re you doing
here, anyway?”

He rose and brushed off his slacks. “Picking
out a bedroom.”

She considered this information. “Renée’s
letting you stay here?” The woman must have lost her mind.

“Until Tuesday. I’m swapping her for a free
weekend at the beach.” He rented out his beachfront place on a
weekly basis.

“But she isn’t even here.” How could Renée
leave Brooke alone with Oliver? This was awkward and maddening.

She supposed the situation had its redeeming
aspects. At least she wouldn’t be lonely.

“You’ll hardly know I’m around.” He smirked.
“Renée said there’s a spare key in the kitchen drawer. Don’t bother
getting up—I’ll use the rear entrance.”

As he started around the house, Brooke
visualized her pregnancy kit resting on the bathroom counter.
Oliver couldn’t miss it when he used the facilities. “Wait!”

“I promise not to steal anything,” his answer
drifted back.

Brooke capped the polish, swung off the
lounger and crossed the expanse of grass. Elevating her freshly
painted toes, she adopted an awkward hopping gait that probably
looked ridiculous. Darn the man, anyway.

A series of thumps later, she bounced through
the rear door and into the den. In the center stood Oliver,
surveying an array of teddy bears perched on chairs and tables.
“Another collection of yours?”

“Yep.” She considered ways to slip past him
without being obvious or risking body contact. Didn’t seem
possible. Bowling him over might do the trick, although it lacked
finesse.

He cocked his head. “Interesting, the way
they’re all wearing sunglasses. Good place to store the
things.”

“If you’re in the mood for a cuddle, the
bears are available.” Straightening a strap on her bikini top, she
took a step forward. “I have other things to do.”

He shifted into her path as if by accident.
“How many of these were gifts from Kevin?”

“Three or four. Why do you care?”

“Just curious. Speaking of lover boy, have
you asked him for the money he owes you?”

She’d spoken to Kevin briefly on Wednesday.
“He can’t. His wife keeps tabs on his checkbook and credit-card
receipts.”

“He never told her he was living with
you?”

“No, and…” She halted. It was best to keep a
lock on her tongue. Although Oliver already knew that Kevin had
once borrowed Dr. Salonica’s charge card, he’d really have
something to say if he learned how much trouble those flowers were
causing.

Helen Salonica, a former model who was one of
Orange County’s social elite, had swept through the office the
previous Friday and fixed Brooke with a murderous glare. She
obviously didn’t buy her husband’s explanation.

Right now, Brooke had a more immediate
challenge—edging past Oliver. Since he seemed determined to provoke
her, she opted for the blunt approach. “I have to use the
bathroom.”

“Don’t let me stop you.”

“You’re in my way. “

“What? Oh. Sorry.” Lazily, Oliver stepped
back a few inches.

Passing him, Brooke couldn’t avoid bumping
him. Through the crisp slacks, his thigh felt solid and…scorching.
Annoyed with him and with herself, she hurried down the hall.

Once in the bathroom, she shut the door. The
kit sat on the counter, as obvious as could be. Where to stash it?
She didn’t dare carry it to her bedroom, since Oliver might be out
there watching. Instead, she bent down and stuck it beneath the
sink, behind a bottle of toilet cleaner.

Safe as in a bank vault. Men never
cleaned the bathroom.

When she emerged, Oliver was inspecting the
third bedroom, which held Renée’s sewing machine and a stack of
boxes. “There’s no bed in here.”

“She stores a futon in the garage.”

“I’ll take the master bedroom. It’s not as if
I haven’t slept there before.”

Renée had agreed for him to stay.
“You’re leaving on Tuesday, right? Where will you sleep Monday
after she gets home?”

He angled himself in the doorway. “Maybe she
misses me?”

Brooke wouldn’t blame Renée. These two ought
to get back together. They suited each other in a lot of ways.

A traitorous wisp of envy curled through her
stomach. She ignored it. “That’s her choice.”

“How about you? Found another place yet?” he
asked. “Renée’s renovations start in a week, as I recall.”

“I’m going to share a place with the other
dental receptionist and her brother.” Because of a recent rent
raise, Faye and her sibling had decided to seek a roommate.

“Her brother?” he repeated. “What’s he
like?”

“Dougie’s a nerd.” Neither he nor Faye
radiated great vibes. Nor was Brooke crazy about the fact that,
although expected to pay half the rent, she would be sharing one of
the two bedrooms with Faye.

Still, they were allowing her to join them
and they were waiving a deposit.

“Glad things worked out.” Oliver ducked into
Renée’s room with Brooke on his heels. “Would you put away that
nightgown she left on the bed? Since we broke up, I don’t think I
should handle her personal stuff.”

“You don’t consider sleeping between her
sheets personal?”

“I’ll wash them before she gets home.”

“How considerate.”

As Brooke carried the silk nightie to the
closet, she wished she weren’t so aware of being alone in a bedroom
with Oliver. For Pete’s sake, this was her closest friend’s
ex-boyfriend, a guy who swaggered when he walked.

Kind of a cute, pirate-type swagger. He did
have great hips. A woman couldn’t help noticing these things.

How embarrassing to feel her breath coming
faster than normal. Brooke cast a sideways glance to see if Oliver
had noticed.

Their gazes locked. His chest rose and fell
heavily. Oh, yes, he’d noticed.

With an amused shrug, he indicated the
dresser. “I’d appreciate it if you’d tuck her cosmetics into a
drawer.”

Miffed for reasons she didn’t quite
understand, Brooke stood her ground. “If you’re not planning to
handle her stuff, where will you stash your clothes?”

“She kept an empty drawer and space in her
closet for me while we were dating. Still there.”

She went cold
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