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      Henry Grayson never thought picking his son up from school would lead to finding his forever, but a series of disasters leads him to Fiona Pierce’s front door.

      All Fiona Pierce wants after a long day of school is to go home and rest. At eight and a half months pregnant, she’s barely surviving the school day. The stress of dealing with a creepy ex-boyfriend and his crazy new wife is wearing her down. 

      When a series of disasters force her to bring a student home with her, she doesn’t realize her good dead will lead to a hero walking into her life.

       Henry’s new family is waiting for him behind that door but to make them his, he has to overcome all the obstacles standing in their way.
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            Chapter One

          

          HENRY

        

      

    

    
      Every fucking thing that can go wrong today has gone wrong. Why the idiots on my largest construction crew decided to strike in sympathy for an ongoing city-wide labor dispute, which has nothing to do with our company, is beyond me. Now, my biggest project is falling behind schedule and going way over-budget.  Just as my assistant walks in to warn me that another call needs my attention, my cell rings and I see my mother’s number flash across the screen.

      I answer the phone to my panicked mother. “Henry, I won’t make it to get Cole. I witnessed a bad accident.”

      My mom is talking to someone in the background while I try to get her attention. “Mom, are you okay?”

      Finally, she answers me, “I wasn’t in the accident, but I saw everything. I have to go; the police want me. Sorry.” The phone goes dead, and I realize my shitty day has just gotten ten times worse. I have no one to pick Cole up at school in thirty minutes.

      After talking to Mom, I call Cole’s school and the secretary promises to let his teacher know that I will be there to get him as soon as I can. She assures me that Ms. Pierce, Cole’s teacher, often stays late in the afternoons and won’t mind watching him for a little while until I can get there to pick him up.

      I look over at Margo, who has been waiting for me to finish my conversation with the school. I shake my head and sigh. “This has been a cluster of a day. My mom is stuck and can’t get him. I’ll have to work from home tonight.” She shakes her head and smiles as me.

      “You know I will get everything arranged before I head home. I already let Tim know I’d be home late. Call me once you get the little tyke to bed, and we can conference everyone in.”

      I grab my things and wave as I’m heading out the door, thanking God for my outstanding assistant who has been with me for many years.

      As I’m about to pull onto the highway, my phone rings, and an unfamiliar number flashes across the screen. I almost ignore it but decide to answer at the last minute. “Hello.”

      “Dad, it’s Cole. I’m calling from Ms. Pierce’s phone.” My son’s voice fills the interior of my truck.

      “Why are you calling, squirt?” I ask as I drive toward the school.

      “The lights went out at school, and we had to leave. I’m going home with Ms. Pierce. She wanted me to call and let you know.” The thought of my son going home with a stranger doesn’t sit well, but I try not to let Cole hear my attitude over the phone.

      “Let me talk to Ms. Pierce.” I can hear speaking in the background before there is silence, then a sweet voice comes on the line.

      “Hello, Mr. Grayson. Sorry for the change in plans, but the school administration forced us to leave. I can meet you somewhere with Cole, or you can pick him up at my house.” As she’s speaking, I realize what a big favor this teacher is doing for me and my temper completely cools. I agree to meet at her house and get the address to plug it into my GPS.

      Her house is thirty minutes farther than the school, and I’m tired and aggravated by the time I pull up at the small cottage. A little powder blue compact car is parked in front of the well-manicured lawn, and I park behind it and get out, ready to grab Cole and leave.

      Before I can ring the doorbell, the door swings open and Cole is staring frantically at me. “Dad, come quick. Something is wrong with Ms. Pierce.” I run past him around the corner, and my heart stops when I round the corner of the sofa and see her scrunched up on the edge of the sofa moaning in pain. The most beautiful woman I have ever seen is curled up in a ball on the sofa, and I try to shake myself out of this trance to make sense of the situation.

      Beads of sweat are pouring down her heart-shaped face, causing her soaked hair to cling to the side of her face and slender neck.

      She lifts her head, piercing green eyes meeting mine. “Please help me. The baby’s coming.” Her words break through the fog that has enveloped my brain from the moment I saw her.

      I look over her shoulder at Cole and throw my phone while calling out, “Cole, call Aunt Margo and tell her there is an emergency. Tell her to trace the phone and send police and an ambulance.” Then I look down at my goddess and reassure her, “I’m going to take care of everything. How far apart are your contractions?” In the back of my mind, I realize there is a father for this baby, but I know I will be getting rid of him one way or another. This woman and her baby are mine from this moment on.

      “I haven’t been having contractions, just backache. Then, all of a sudden, BAM, I feel like I’m HAVING A BABY NOW!” She howls out in pain, and as my ears ring, I realize that I may be delivering this child.

      “You’re going to have to lie back and let me have a look.” She looks ready to argue but then grabs my arm as the pain overtakes her. I gently help her lie back on the floor, and when I lift the bottom of her dress and pull off her panties, there’s no doubt this baby is coming now.

      “Well, it looks like you and I are doing this.” She keeps shaking her head no as I lean pillows behind her back and try to help her get more comfortable. “My name’s Henry. I thought you should know before I deliver the little one.” I keep talking while I get things ready. After pulling the throw blanket off the back of the sofa, I tell Cole to wait in the kitchen and to keep Margo on the phone until I tell him to come out.

      “My name’s Fiona. Oh, God, this sucks,” she manages to stutter out between pushes. I pretty much blank out everything that happens until I look down and I’m holding the most perfect baby boy. “Is he okay?” Fiona cries, and I realize I haven’t spoken since he was born.

      At the sound of his mother’s voice, the little tyke starts to scream at the top of his lungs, and Fiona and I both let out the breaths we were holding. After wrapping the baby in the throw, I gently hand him over to Fiona and reassure her, “I’ll be right back. I have to check on Cole.” Then after stopping to place a quick kiss on both their heads, I run to check on Cole.

      Cole is sitting at her dining room table, fidgeting and still talking on the phone. He looks up when I walk in, and relief crosses his face, “Daddy, is Ms. Pierce okay?”

      “She’s going to be okay. Let me talk to Aunt Margo, Buddy.” After he hands me the cellphone, I ask Margo if the ambulance is on the way. She assures me they should be here any minute, and she is almost here to get Cole. “Cole, Aunt Margo is coming to get you.”

      Once Cole is squared away, I race back to Fiona and the baby. “Are you okay, darlin’?”

      Her tired, bloodshot eyes meet mine, and she shrugs and mumbles, “I think so.” She looks down and gently runs a finger down the little nose peeking out of the blanket. Sleepy, little unfocused eyes stare back at her, and she smiles down at him.

      When I hear a commotion at the front door, I tell her, “That’s the ambulance. Hold on.” I run to let the ambulance crew in and bring them to Fiona.
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      The rest of the evening flies by in a flurry of loading up Fiona and the baby and then the transport to the nearest hospital. My mind is occupied with making sure they are getting the best possible care, and I keep a watchful eye on everything that happens until we finally get settled into a private room a little after ten o’clock.

      The nurse is giving me instructions for the pullout couch when Fiona looks over and starts to interrupt, but my stern glance stops her. I wait for the nurse to leave before informing her, “You need someone to take care of you, so I’m going to stay and help out.”

      Her mouth drops open, and as it closes, she bites her bottom lip then replies, “Mr. Grayson, I appreciate all your help, but…”

      Before she can really piss me off, I lean over and kiss her shocked lips. “I get all the appreciation I need at work. Right now, I’m here because I want to take care of you and our boy. I know this is shocking to you, and I don’t really understand everything myself, but for now, let’s just take things as the come. And, please, call me Henry.”

      My raised voice disturbs the little guy. He starts fussing, so I pick him up and bring him over to Fiona. I’m about to leave the room to give her privacy when she laughs nervously and tells me, “I think
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