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        I didn't believe in love at first sight until I met my new billionaire boss!

        He was tall, muscular, and extremely handsome!

        He was nothing like my ex-husband

        My ex didn’t treat me like woman

        I don't know how I accepted to marry him in the first place.

        It made me sick to think that he had an affair a long time ago, and I didn't know about it until now.

        Things weren't going to work out for us.

        I'm glad we got a divorce.

        My boss is so much different

        I shouldn’t want him, but when he is around me, I can’t stop feeling the way I do.

        I should get away from him as much as possible, but when he opens his heart, I can’t turn him away.

        And the more I know, the more I want him.

        I don’t know how to stop these feelings

        Our love is strong – I have to make sure time doesn’t allow it to fade. Some things are too important to wait for.
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        If you would you like to read books 5 to 9 of this series at a discount, you can get the complete collection here.
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      Letting up off the gas, my stomach churned nervously as I entered Carthage, Texas, with my four younger brothers.

      Patton, the second oldest, sat in the passenger side of my Lincoln Navigator, leaning in to look at the ever-slowing speedometer. “What’s up, Baldwyn?”

      Gripping the steering wheel, I clenched my jaw, unsure of what to say. I shook my head and shrugged my shoulders.

      My youngest brother, Stone, spoke up. “He’s getting the bubble guts because we’re about to meet men we’ve never met before and use our ‘in’ as their second cousins to see if we can get a huge business loan.”

      Cohen, the second youngest brother, nodded. “Yeah, Patton, what’s not to understand? I’m grinding my teeth back here.” Sitting alone in the third-row seat, he cracked his knuckles as he took a deep breath.

      “The worst thing that can happen is that they say no,” Warner, the middle brother reminded us all. “We’re not destitute, you know. We all still have our jobs. If they say yes, then cool. If not, then no biggie.”

      “They’re billionaires.” Cohen punched Warner in the arm then sat back in his seat. “It’s just nerve-wracking is all.”

      Rubbing his shoulder, Warner’s narrow eyes caught mine in the rearview mirror. “The Gentrys have only been rich for about a year. I’m sure they haven’t been corrupted by the money yet. Plus, their mom told our uncle that they’ve been looking to invest in something other than the ranch their grandfather left to them. And since we all have extensive experience in the hospitality industry and most of us have gotten education to back that experience up, our business venture is pretty much as solid as they come.”

      Patton took offense right off the bat. “An associate degree is education, Warner. My interior design degree has let me in the door of many of Houston’s finest spas and resorts. My freelance business is doing quite well. Not many thirty-two-year-old men can say they’ve done so well in the interior design biz.”

      Stone chimed in. “Yeah, Warner. Patton’s right. My culinary arts degree might only be considered an associate degree, but it’s given me access to work with many renowned chefs. I’m not embarrassed by what I’ve made out of myself at only twenty-four. And I’ll be damned if any of these long-lost cousins of ours make me feel inadequate for not having more education.”

      I had to stop them all before the whole thing disintegrated into a sibling bashing fest. “Look, guys, we’re all educated, and all of us have the experience we need to make this spa and resort thing work. Plus, I doubt our cousins have gained any education in the period of only a year. From what Uncle Rob said, his cousin married a man who gave up the money and ranch he stood to inherit. Our cousins grew up without much money at all—hence why they put the word out about wanting to invest in businesses to help out some of the family they never knew.”

      Cohen smiled proudly. “We’ve got what it takes to make this work. And I’m sure Tyrell, Jasper, and Cash Gentry will see fit to finance our project. Even if they don’t, that’s okay. If it’s meant to be, it’ll be. The most important thing here is that we’re going to meet relatives we never knew existed. If nothing else comes of this, we’ve gained more family. One can never have too many family members.”

      “You’re right,” Stone agreed. “Family is more important than money. And we should start out by saying that, Baldwyn. Make sure to let them all know that no matter what they say about the deal, we’re still family and always will be.”

      “Of course I’ll start with that.” Biting my lip, I chewed it as I turned onto the road that led to Whisper Ranch. “I sort of hate that the first time meeting them, we’re asking for money. But what other choice do we have? Uncle Rob said we needed to get out here before the vultures came to take away their money.”

      We had plenty of relatives who would lie to get their hands on some of our newly rich family members’ money. Family members who’d never met any of their relatives. Family members who might be a bit naïve about people they should be able to trust.

      Our father’s side of the family wasn’t exactly made up of the best people in the world. Uncle Rob was an exception—he was completely trustworthy. He had mentioned that the reason behind his cousin running off to get married to the wealthy rancher’s son had everything to do with where she’d come from—the wrong side of the tracks. And that was where our father had also come from. Only, Dad had made something out of himself. He’d married a nice woman he met in college and started his life in Houston.

      An enormous gated entrance loomed ahead of us and my stomach rumbled. “Shit, this place is really something, isn’t it?”

      “Sure is,” Patton agreed. “But we’ve got to remember that we’re here to meet our family and the other thing is just a passing question.”

      “Yeah, that’s how we’ll do this thing. The money isn’t everything. The business idea isn’t the be-all, end-all. The important thing here is the men we’re related to. Family.” I reached out to push the button on the keypad I’d stopped next to. “Okay, so here we go. Let’s see if they even let us in.”

      “Welcome to Whisper Ranch,” a man greeted us over the intercom. “How can I help you?”

      “We’re the Nash brothers.” I tried to speak with pride, hoping to convey faith to the man on the other end of the speaker. “We’re the Gentry brothers’ second cousins. We’re here from Houston. Our uncle, Robert Nash, said he called to let Tyrell know that we were coming today.”

      “Oh, yeah. I’ll buzz you guys in.” The gate buzzed as it opened.

      I let out a sigh of relief, but the nerves weren’t gone yet. “Here we go, guys. This might be the best day of our lives. Or it might be just mediocre.”

      Patton grinned as he looked at everyone in the car. “It’s gonna be great no matter what. New family—right, guys?”

      Everyone agreed as we drove up the long driveway. Cattle ate grass, some horses looked our way, and one of them galloped alongside of the car for a bit before taking off in the other direction.

      Stone stared out the window, mesmerized. “A real ranch. I have to admit I hadn’t realized it would be like this. It’s nice. Grand. Cool.”

      “I hope they’re nice,” Cohen said quietly.

      “I’m sure they are.” I pulled up behind an expensive-looking truck and put the car in park, then shut off the engine. “K. Let’s go.”

      Before we even got out of the car, three men came out a side door of the ranch house and headed toward us. “Hi there, cousins,” the tallest of them called out. “Welcome to Whisper Ranch.”

      “They seem nice,” Warner said as we got out. “Hi there. I’m Warner Nash.” He extended his hand.

      But the tall guy pushed it to the side, then hugged him. “Tyrell Gentry, Warner. And family hug.”

      “Jasper,” the man right behind him said as he took me in for a hug.

      Laughing at how nervous I’d been before, I hugged him back. “Nice to meet you, Jasper. I’m Baldwyn.”

      Patton came around the front of the car, then was hugged by the last brother.

      “I’m Cash.”

      Hugging the man back, my brother smiled. “Patton.”

      Stone and Cohen stood there, as if waiting for their turns to get hugged. Cash and Jasper grabbed them up as I introduced them.

      “Come on inside the house. We’ve got some sweet tea ready.” Tyrell led us inside.

      We entered a small alcove with a coatrack full of raincoats and cowboy hats. It was the only stick of furniture in the small space. Wonderful smells wafted through the air as we headed toward what seemed to be the kitchen.

      “It smells good in here,” I said. “You guys have an awesome place.”

      “Thanks,” Cash said. “We do like it here.”

      Passing the kitchen, Tyrell led us to a dining area where more than just iced tea waited on a side table. Several platters of finger foods sat along each side of the large dispenser of tea. Jasper gestured to the serving table. “Help yourselves, gentlemen.” He grabbed a glass of ice and filled it up with tea then took a small plate and began filling it. “We had lunch a couple of hours ago, but I’ve got room for more.”

      None of us could pass up the food and we all loaded our plates before taking seats at the long table. “Thanks, guys.” I held up my glass. “And here’s to finding long-lost relatives. May all our future years be happy ones.”

      “Cheers,” everyone said as we clanked our glasses.

      “How was the trip in from Houston?” Jasper asked.

      An hour of light chit-chat followed, making us all a lot more comfortable with each other. It wasn’t until now that the time felt right to bring up our business idea.

      So, I went for it. “Our Uncle Rob told us that you boys are looking to make some investments.”

      “We are,” Tyrell confirmed. “But before you go any further, let me tell you that we’re not going to be handing money out for just anything. We all must agree on the investment. And I’ll let you know right now that we rarely agree on much.”

      Shit.

      Shrugging, I knew I had to accept a negative response if they gave us one. “Let’s hope you can see the big picture of what we’re proposing here.” Looking at Warner, I began to give our credentials. “Between Warner, myself, and Cohen, we’ve got a couple of master’s degrees in business and a bachelor’s. Stone has a degree in culinary arts and Patton’s got one in interior design. We’ve all been working in the hospitality industry for years now. There’s well over a decade of experience between us.”

      Jasper held up a finger to stop me. “So, your business idea has something to do with the hospitality industry then?”

      “It does,” Warner answered. “We’re interested in the Austin area.”

      Stone took over. “The diversity in the capital city is why we’ve chosen that area.”

      Cash nodded. “There are a lot of people there. But there are a lot of businesses there for you to compete with. What gives your idea the edge it’ll need to take some business away from some of the other ones?”

      Cohen said, “First, you should know that our idea is a resort and spa.”

      Carefully, I pulled the short version of our business plan out of my briefcase and handed it to Tyrell. “Here’s the business plan. The basics. We do have a detailed plan as well. But it’s a hundred and seventy-five pages long, so I thought we’d start with this.”

      Tyrell looked it over, then handed it to Cash who sat next to him.

      Cash took a few more minutes to check it out than his older brother had, before passing it to Jasper.

      Jasper’s eyebrow cocked as he browsed, and then he looked at me. “You really think you can get people to pay over a thousand bucks a night to stay at this place?”

      “It’s all-inclusive. That amount covers the room, the meals, the spa treatments, and whatever else they might want. I currently manage one similar to this. I know people will pay that price.”

      “Interesting,” Tyrell said as he took out his phone and started tapping away on it. “If you booked even half of the hundred rooms you’ve got on the plan, then you’d still come out pretty good.”

      “I’m not sure about the all-inclusive idea,” Cash said. “You’ve got two bars in that plan. People can drink in Texas, Baldwyn. You could go broke giving out unlimited alcohol.”

      “The fine print is where we take care of that. There are limits. We will not offer buffets or open bars. Our one and only restaurant will offer meals. Our bar will offer up to five free drinks. After that, if our guests wish for more, it will be added to their bill. The same goes for any food they want over their included meals.” I wasn’t new to this game. I’d done it for years. “I’m thirty-five now and started working at a Houston resort fresh out of high school. As an errand boy, I learned my way around the place as I went to college and learned how to run the place. I went from one resort to another, gaining experience as I went.”

      Patton patted me on the back. “Our oldest brother made the industry sound so interesting that we all took jobs at the various hotels, restaurants, and resorts in our city. We all eventually went to college to gain degrees to help us move up. And its paid off. We’re all doing very well. And, as you can see, the oldest of us is only thirty-five. Stone’s the youngest at twenty-four and he’s worked with world-class chefs. We can make this work. And that means you will make even more money if you decide to finance this endeavor.”

      Jasper’s brow furrowed. Tyrell sat back, crossing his arms over his chest. Cash tapped his fingers on the table. None of them wore a frown, which I found promising.

      Standing, Tyrell gave me a nod. “Can you give us a minute? We’ll be right back.”

      “Of course.” I stood and smiled as they began to leave. “Hey.” I wanted to make sure they knew how we all felt. “No matter what you come back here and tell us, we’re very glad to have met you and this won’t affect the relationships we hope to build with you men, as our cousins. So, don’t feel like you have to say yes to us.”

      Patton stood up next to me. “But don’t think we don’t want to hear a yes from you.”

      Stone added, “We can make this work. I have faith in that. But what matters most is that you know you’ve got family. Family understands the word no. At least some of us do.”

      Nodding, they left us alone.

      We sat in silence until they returned. I honestly had no idea what the verdict would be. But I was ready for anything. Or so I thought.

      Sitting down, the three of them looked at us all before Jasper said, “Let’s do this, gentlemen.”

      Stunned, we all sat there looking at the men who sat across the table from us.

      Cash said, “We’re going to give you all the money you need to make this a success.”

      I felt the room tilt, then spin. Then a solid clap on my shoulder brought me back to earth.

      Cohen stood behind me with an answer for our cousins. “Thank you. We graciously accept your offer. Together, we will make this work for all of us!”

      I’m going to be a business owner. I’m going to have my own resort!
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      One, two, three, four, five—deep breath.

      Hands on the steering wheel, stomach in knots, brain on fire—and all because I was about to start my very first job as a structural engineer.

      Whispers Resort and Spa would be my premier project—one I prayed would lead to a prestigious career. Proving my ex-husband wrong about women belonging in the engineering field was one of my top goals in life.

      Preston Rivers and my father were into some sort of business venture together and Dad brought him to the house for dinner one evening years ago. I was only eighteen. I’d just started as a freshman at the University of Texas in Austin where I’d grown up.

      Preston found it hard to hide his interest in me, a thing my father didn’t like at all. Who could blame him? The man was his age, after all—twenty-four years my senior.

      Preston tried to hammer into my head that I was wasting my time by taking engineering classes in college. He had no trouble letting my dad know that my current goal would never be attainable, and he should make me change majors. Lucky for me, Dad didn’t care what I majored in, as long as I went to college.

      Preston and I had already begun dating a few months before Dad moved away to Greece to help his company with a start-up there. My father was extremely unhappy about our relationship though. But just like my college major, he kept his nose out of my personal relationships as well. Plus, Preston always seemed to have my best interests at heart and treated my father and me with the utmost respect.

      Not that our relationship moved fast enough to freak my father out anyway. It took Preston four years to decide that he wanted to ask me to marry him. I said yes, of course. With my mother out of the picture and not having a soul to claim as my family anywhere near me, I was eager to make one of my own. So, Preston and I became husband and wife only a month after I received my degree.

      I was ready to start looking for a job shortly after we returned from Greece where we took our honeymoon and visited my father for a couple of weeks. But Preston nixed the idea, as he thought we’d be starting a family and he wanted me to stay home with our babies. Working away from home wouldn’t be in the picture for his wife and the mother of his children.

      When our first anniversary rolled around a few months later, he fully expected me to surprise him with news of a pregnancy. When I wasn’t able to tell him the news he sought, he let me know how very disappointed he was with me. Guilt bore down on me like a load of bricks. The one thing he wanted from me I didn’t seem able to give him.

      Another year came and went with no baby, and then he gave up on that dream altogether. His dream for me changed. Now he wanted me to go back to school—but I needed to change to a degree that made sense for a woman. Accounting was his grand idea.

      Since Preston never paid much attention to the things I did, including my classes, I’d pay the tuition with our joint checking account without him ever knowing that I was well on my way to becoming what I wanted to become—a structural engineer, instead of an accountant.

      It wasn’t until graduation, when I was twenty-seven, that he learned of my deceit. And that was the beginning of the end of our five-year marriage. Only a couple of months after I had earned my degree and found a job as an apprentice engineer at a construction company, Preston told me something that shook me to my very core.

      He’d had an affair with my mother for two years. I’d been ten years old when it started. It only ended when she went missing a couple of years later. And what was worse, my father had found out about the affair when the authorities told him about Preston Rivers’ role in my mother’s life. Yet, he’d never told me a thing. Not even when he’d brought Preston home that fateful evening years later.

      So, of course, I called Dad before I let Preston go on with his story. “Honey, he had no idea that your mother was married or had a child. I saw no reason to doubt his word. And I saw no reason to bring that up to you—even when you began dating him. I figured that was his place to tell you a thing like that. I’m sorry if that hurt you. But the past is the past and there’s nothing we can do about it now. Your mom left us all—even Preston.”

      With my father on speaker so Preston could hear what he said, I didn’t know what to say. But Preston managed to come up with something. “Her leaving devastated me too, Sloan. And I had no one to share my grief with like you and your father did. Audrey’s sudden disappearance worried me to no end. And when the cops came to me, after your father reported her missing, my head was on the chopping block for quite a while. I had to deal with that alone. Richard understood the hardships I’d been through and when we ran into each other again, there were no hard feelings. He and I moved past it all. I don’t see why you and I can’t.”

      The idea of my husband and my missing mother having had an affair did something to my gut that nothing ever had. And the knot in my stomach felt as if it might never go away. “I need to be alone.” Withdrawing to our bedroom, I found Preston coming in to talk and knew I couldn’t let him do that. So, I moved my things to another bedroom, and we stopped sharing a bed. I couldn’t let him touch me. Not while knowing that those same hands had been all over my mother.

      Each time I looked in the mirror after that, I saw remnants of my mother. Her long dark hair, plump cheeks, rosebud lips, and her big brown eyes looked back at me each time I saw my reflection. It made me sick to think that Preston had once loved her and now he claimed to love me. But maybe he only loved me because of who I reminded him of.

      She’d left. At first my father and I had thought the absolute worse. But as time went on and the police did a thorough investigation, it became clear that she’d just left us. Even though Dad hadn’t told me about her affair, he had told me that Mom hadn’t been happy for quite some time and she must’ve decided to move on with her life in a direction that didn’t include us. With no sign of foul play, both of us thought she’d simply taken off with another man.

      The distance between Preston and I grew and grew until one day I came home to find divorce papers. On the table too had been a short note from Preston telling me to leave the car he’d bought for me and to put the keys to the house and the car into the mailbox before I left. He’d put my things in boxes in the backyard and had made temporary arrangements for me to stay a week in a hotel in downtown Austin. Things just weren’t going to work out for us. He was deeply sorry and couldn’t bear to face me.

      Just as I began melting into a puddle of hopelessness, my cell phone rang. Hoping it was Preston telling me he’d reconsidered, I found it was an Uber driver letting me know that she was on her way to pick me up.

      Somehow, after all that, I managed to get on my feet without my father’s financial help. He was still in Greece and I told him that I wanted to handle things on my own. I had the internship, which didn’t pay much, but it was enough for me to get a tiny efficiency apartment on the outskirts of Austin. Plus, a bus pass to get back and forth to work.

      When Preston and I had to meet to sign the divorce papers at his attorney’s office, guilt got the best of him and he gave the car back to me. I’d always loved the Lincoln MKZ he’d given me as a birthday gift the year before. To have it back made me feel a lot better.

      Not long after that, my boss told me that a new resort was about to go up in downtown Austin. He’d gotten a call from the owners about hiring someone new to the construction world. The place was being built by brothers from Houston and they specifically wanted to hire people who needed a chance to get their foot in the door with their new careers. So, with my boss’s recommendation, I got the contract to be the structural engineer for Whispers Resort and Spa.

      I hoped like hell that starting this new job would bring great changes to my life. I’d worked hard to get my degree and was willing to work hard to prove I could do the job. I didn’t want my feminine assets winning me any points, so I had on khaki slacks, a white button-down shirt tucked in, a tan belt, and tan loafers. My dark hair was cut into a short bob and I wore no makeup at all. I wanted to be treated like any other engineer.

      With another deep breath, I got out of the car, my laptop bag in hand, and headed to meet the man I’d be working under. Baldwyn Nash would be the man in charge of things—my boss until the project was finished.

      The worksite was nothing more than an empty lot with one trailer on it that housed the offices of the people who would build this great facility.

      Stepping through the door, I smelled coffee but saw no one in what looked like a tiny, makeshift reception area in what would’ve been the living room. “Anyone here?”

      “Yeah,” came a man’s deep voice, which got closer as he went on, “the receptionist is late.”

      My eyes went wide as he stepped around a partition. “Uh, hello.”

      Tall, dark, and extremely handsome, the man had a muscular build that his expensive black suit clung to as if it had been made to show off that exquisite body. Green eyes shone brightly at me as a smile curved his lips. A strong jaw, square and covered in a dark, neatly trimmed beard made him appear powerful. The dark curls on top of his head were unruly. “Baldwyn Nash.” He extended his hand.

      I took it, shaking it as I prayed silently that my palm wasn’t sweaty. It wasn’t easy to pretend his appearance hadn’t affected me in a sexual way. He was the hottest man I’d ever had the pleasure of meeting. “Sloan Rivers, your structural engineer. Here and ready to serve you in any way you need.” I clamped my mouth shut tightly. You are in idiot!

      As our hands slipped apart, his smile made me shiver, a thing I hoped he wouldn’t notice. “The air conditioning was left on last night. It’s like sixty degrees in here. Come on, I’ll turn it up some.”

      Well, crap! He did notice.

      “Yeah, it is cold in here.” I followed him, my eyes glued to his ass. Ogling men wasn’t a thing I often did. But when a man has a butt that just wouldn’t quit, I couldn’t help but notice. “Is this where my office is going to be?”

      “For now, yeah.” He turned up the temperature on the thermostat then turned to look at me. “You and I are going to have to share an office for now. But not for too long. More trailers are scheduled to be delivered next week. You’ll have one of them at your disposal as lead engineer. That way you can give offices to the people who will work directly under you.”

      The idea of sharing an office with him, even for a short time, made me happy in a way I couldn’t describe. “Good deal, Mr. Nash.”

      “Baldwyn,” he said with a grin. “And may I call you Sloan?”

      “Oh yeah, sure, of course you can.” My brain wasn’t firing on all cylinders with him so close to me in the narrow hallway. He smelled like a forest full of evergreens mixed with the ocean. It was intoxicating. “So, where’s this office?”

      “I’ll show you to it. It’s at the other end of the trailer.”

      “Okay then.” My throat went dry and I hated that I’d come to work without bringing so much as a bottle of water.

      “I took the room all the way at the end of this hall. It’s the largest one. I figured since we have to share, I’d grab this one for us, so we don’t get in each other’s way.”

      You’ll never be in my way, handsome.

      Shaking my head to clear it, I couldn’t understand why I was thinking that way. It wasn’t like me to react like this. “Good thinking. We don’t want to fall all over each other.”

      His deep chuckle made my heart skip a beat. “Yeah, we don’t want that to happen.”

      Following him into the large room, I saw two empty desks at opposite ends of it. “Have you picked a desk yet?”

      “Nope. You can pick first. It doesn’t matter to me at all.” Leaning back against the doorframe, he stayed back as I moved into the room, our arms grazing as I moved past him.

      Another shiver ran through me with the simple touch. “Still a bit cold in here.” I placed my laptop bag on the desk to the right. “Okay, I’ll take this one.”

      “We’d like to make fast progress on this. Will it be a problem for you to work late hours?” He grabbed the chair from the other desk and took a seat, crossing his long legs.

      “No, it’s not going to be a problem at all. I live alone.” The laptop slid out of the bag onto the desk and I smiled for no reason at all. “My divorce became final last month.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”

      I looked over my shoulder as the desks faced opposite walls, to find him looking a little sheepish. “Don’t be sorry. I’m glad it’s over.”

      “It seems like you’re doing well on your own, Sloan.” Nodding, his lips pulled up on one side in a half-smile. “But if you need a shoulder to cry on, I’ve got a couple of broad ones for you. And don’t take it the wrong way. As a friend, you know what I mean? You’ve got a friend in me.”

      “Thank you.” I’d never felt so lucky to have a new friend in my life. “Just getting my career going is such a boost. I’m hoping to buy my own home soon. My tiny efficiency apartment is feeling sort of crowded.”

      He nodded his head in understanding. “My brothers and I aren’t from Austin. We’ve left our homes in Houston to come build our dream here. We’ve rented high-end apartments about ten minutes from here. If you’d like, I could get you one too. You can call it a perk. It would be nice to have you close by. You know, so we can work even more hours. But from the comfort of home. It’s my understanding that traffic can be a bitch here as well. Having you closer just makes sense.”

      “I don’t know.” I was shocked but thrilled by the offer. I wasn’t used to getting the star treatment, so figuring out what to say wasn’t easy for me.

      “They’re completely furnished. All you’d have to do is pack up your clothes and personal items and bring them over. Two bedrooms too. That way you can invite friends and family over.” He seemed to be trying to entice me into taking his very generous offer—as if I needed to be convinced.

      “I don’t have any family here.” I didn’t want to get into the whole story, so kept it short. “Mom’s out of the picture and Dad lives in Greece.”

      “That’s rough.” His green eyes never left mine and I saw compassion fill them. “I won’t take no for an answer. It’s about time you began a new chapter in your life.”

      Wow, someone who wants to help me start all over again. This is some good luck for once. I wonder how long it’ll last …
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      It was obvious that Sloan wasn’t trying to look cute on her first day of work —tan slacks, white shirt, and loafers, for God’s sake. “I’ve gotta get out of here for a bit, Baldwyn. Missing breakfast isn’t a thing I normally do. So, lunch is calling my name a bit early today.” Sloan was cute without even trying. I doubted she knew that, but I had noticed it right off the bat.

      “Nerves get the best of you this morning?” I knew they had. She’d arrived looking like she was wound as tight as a clock. But now she looked calm, collected, and adorable. And she smiled a lot—something I liked to see.

      “I think that’s fairly normal for someone who’s starting their first job in a new career.” Looking around our office, she seemed distracted. “My purse—I can’t seem to—” Light laughter filled the room. “Oh, yes, now I remember.” Taking the keys from the pocket of her slacks, she headed toward the door. “I left it in my trunk.”

      Moving in behind her, I caught a whiff of cucumbers as her hair swung back and forth with each step she took. “You were afraid of looking too feminine.” It wasn’t a question, more like a statement.

      The receptionist came in, meeting us in the lobby. “Oh, Mr. Nash. Sorry I’m late. My baby was sick last night and I overslept. I would’ve called but I was rushing to get dressed and call the sitter to come over.”

      “You didn’t miss anything, Lisa.” I didn’t want her to think I would always be so lenient though. “But let’s not let that happen again. We’re not busy at the moment, but soon—like tomorrow—we’ll be very busy, and you’ll need to be here to answer phone calls and direct people where to go. I expect you to be here at nine—no later than that.” It was only her third day on the job. Showing up two hours late didn’t bode well for her.

      “You’ve got a baby?” Sloan asked. “A boy or a girl?”

      “A girl.” Lisa ducked her head as she took the seat behind the desk. “I swear it won’t happen again, Mr. Nash.”

      Sloan looked at me over her shoulder. “I can answer phones if she has problems with her baby, Baldwyn. I don’t mind at all.” Looking back at Lisa she asked, “Is she your only child, Lisa? Oh, and my name’s Sloan Rivers.”

      Lisa accepted Sloan’s extended hand, shaking it as the two smiled at one another. “She is my only child, yes. It’s nice to meet you. But aren’t you one of the engineers? You can’t be answering phones. I’ll do what I have to so I won’t be late again. Maybe my sister can come over when I’m having
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