
TRADING SPACES

––––––––

JUDY ANGELO

––––––––

MADE FOR THE MOVIES 

Fantasy Romance Series

Book 1


Table of Contents

Title Page

Trading Spaces (MADE FOR THE MOVIES Fantasy Romance, #1)

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EPILOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

Sign up for JUDY ANGELO's Mailing List

THE BILLIONAIRE BROTHERHOOD

Volume 1  -Tamed by the Billionaire

Volume 2 – Maid in the USA

Volume 3 – Billionaire’s Island Bride

Volume 4 – Dangerous Deception

Volume 5 – To Tame a Tycoon

Volume 6 – Sweet Seduction

Volume 7 – Daddy by December

Volume 8 – To Catch a Man (in 30 Days or Less)

Volume 9 –Bedding Her Billionaire Boss

Volume 10 – Her Indecent Proposal

Volume 11 – So Much Trouble When She Walked In

Volume 12 –Married by Midnight

THE BILLIONAIRE BROTHERS KENT

Book 1 – The Billionaire Next Door

Book 2 – Babies for the Billionaire

Book 3 – Billionaire’s Blackmail Bride

Book 4 – Bossing the Billionaire

THE CASTILLOS

Book 1 - Beauty and the Beastly Billionaire

Book 2 –Training the Tycoon

Book 3 –The Mogul’s Maiden Mistress

Book 4 –Eva and the Extreme Executive

HOLIDAY EDITIONS

Rome for the Holidays (Novella)

Rome for Always (Novel)

The NAUGHTY AND NICE Series

Volume 1 - Naughty by Nature

COMEDY, CONFLICT & ROMANCE Series

Book 1 – Taming the Fury

Book 2 – Outwitting the Wolf

Book 3 –Romancing Malone

THE BILLIONAIRE BACHELORETTES OF BEL-AIR

Book 1 -In Bed with the Enemy

NOVELLAS

The Billionaire’s Bold Bet

Tamed by the Billionaire – The Sequel

COLLABORATIONS

A is for Arrangement – Eden Adams

INTERNATIONAL

SPA – Domado por el Multimiionario

FRE – La Milliardaire Apprivoisee

SPA – Romance de la Criada en los EU

FRE – En Amour avec la Femme de Chambre

GER – Vom Millliardar Gezahmt

SPA – La Novia Cautiva de

SPA – Engaño Peligroso

JAP - For titles in Japanese, contact Tuttle Mori Agency, Tokyo

NONFICTION

How to Write a Romance Novel

COLLECTIONS

THE BILLIONIAIRE BROTHERHOOD, COLL. I – BOOKS 1 – 4

THE BILLIONIAIRE BROTHERHOOD, COLL. II – BOOKS 5 - 8

THE BILLIONIAIRE BROTHERHOOD, COLL. III – BOOKS 9 -12

BILLIONAIRE BROTHERS KENT – BOOKS 1 – 4

THE CASTILLOS – BOOKS 1 – 4

COMEDY, CONFLICT & ROMANCE – BOOKS 1 - 4

Author contact:

www.judyangelo.blogspot.com

judyangeloauthor@gmail.com

TRADING PLACES, TRADING SPACES – OKAY. 

BUT TRADING BODIES?
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NEESHA MARLOWE HAS never believed in magic...until the morning she wakes up to find herself in a situation she could never have imagined in a million years.  She’s switched bodies...with a man who annoys the heck out of her!

Neesha would never have believed something like this could actually happen – falling victim to a magic spell that ripped her out of her body and deposited her in the body of a man?  Impossible!  

But maybe not so impossible...not when she is waking each morning to shave a stubbly beard, dealing with male hormones shooting through a body that keeps threatening to betray her...with a most private body part that refuses to lay low.  And the worst part?  This traitorous body within which she is trapped is determined to betray her by falling in love with that one consummate male chauvinist who has stolen, not just her body, but also her heart.

Dean Craine has never met a woman who needles him so darned much.  Neesha is a trip, a co-worker he can gladly do without.  And he let her know that, in no uncertain terms.  But then, to his horror, he ends up living the life of Neesha Marlowe...the life of a woman!  The victim of an unbelievable, incredible, other-worldly body switch, he must now fend for himself in the mysterious world of women.  And it doesn’t help that, at a time when he can do nothing about it, he’s falling for the woman who, for more than a year, has been working his last nerve.  How can he declare his love when he is the polar opposite of what he should be – a man, for Christ’s sake!

Mystical mayhem, conquered only by love...
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CHAPTER ONE
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INSUFFERABLE.  Although she didn’t say the word out loud, Neesha had no doubt that Dean Craine knew exactly what she was thinking.  She’d fixed him with an icy-cold glare that said it all.

It didn’t seem to faze him, though.  He just kept on talking, hogging their meeting time with the CEO like what she had to say was of no consequence.  She’d been waiting over ten minutes. and he hadn’t even paused so she could get a word in edgewise.  Why didn’t he just shut up, already? 

She decided to barrel her way into the conversation.  “That’s all very well, but I’m sure Mr. Bentley is interested in hearing about a strategy that’s likely to work.”

Dean raised a dark eyebrow at her.  “And mine isn’t?”

No chance in hell.  She had the grace to keep that thought to herself.  Instead, her lips curled in a smile of amusement, her look of disdain designed to rankle his armor of masculine pride.  So, he thought that because he was a man, he was entitled to more attention, did he?  Well, it wasn’t going to happen.  Not with her.  Not in this meeting.  Not as long as she was Neesha Marlowe, Vice President of Marketing for Bentley Beauty Brokers of Columbus, Ohio.  And last time she checked, she still was.

“Miss Marlowe, I believe Mr. Craine is awaiting a reply.”

Neesha didn’t even look Dean’s way.  She wouldn’t give him the pleasure of such acknowledgment.  He’d been a thorn in her side all year, disrupting her key strategic plans with his sales talk, and now she had the perfect opportunity to show her CEO that his time had passed.  She, on the other hand, was ready to rumble.  She had a strategic plan of action that would arrest the slipping sales and bring the company back on track.

Dean liked to talk like it would take the maneuvers of a man like him to tackle the stiff competition they were facing from Lady Lourdes, the new kid on the beauty business block.  He would learn soon enough that she, the woman in the room, was the one with the plan that would make a difference.

“Sometimes it takes a gentler approach,” she began.  “Instead of beating our customers over the head with deals and discounts, we might want to try another tactic.  Try some finesse, you might say.  Court our key customers in ways that they’ll remember.  Ways that will make a difference.

Mr. Bentley tilted his head, his bushy eyebrows falling in a frown.  “Meaning?”

Neesha smiled, seeing that she finally had his attention.  “Meaning, we talk the talk. We’ve been talking about strengthening our relationship with our key business partners.  Now’s time to act on that idea.  What if we taught our buyers how to build their businesses, even as they’re distributing our products?  Do you know what a difference that would make in our relationship with them?  Sometimes, it’s not all about deals and discounts.  Sometimes, it’s the softer side of business that matters.” 

She stole a glance at Dean, surprised that he’d stayed silent long enough to let her get all that in.  She wasn’t surprised when she saw his look of disdain.

He folded his arms as he stared at her, gaze narrowed, his lips curling in obvious amusement.  “The softer side?”  He chuckled.  “Sounds like girl talk to me.”

She shot him a cutting glare.  “Why am I not surprised when you make inane statements like that?  Where you’re concerned, why does everything have to be either a man or a woman thing?”

To her annoyance, his smile deepened.  “Because, if we let you ladies have your way, it will be all about holding hands and stroking our customers till they purr and curl up in our laps.  That’s not how a business is run, ma cherie.  Sorry.”

It was all Neesha could do to keep herself from smacking the smirk off his lips.  “Do you know how chauvinistic you sound when you say things like that?”

The look on his face told her he didn’t give a hoot.  Her reprimand did nothing to wipe the smug expression off his face.  Instead of jumping to apologize, he only shrugged.  “Sometimes, the truth hurts.  The fact is, there are some situations that require a firm hand.”  He settled back in his chair, looking like he was warming to his subject.  “A woman’s touch can come in handy...sometimes.  Now is not the time.”

It was at this point that Ed Bentley stepped in.  “All right, you two.  You’ve both been at each other’s throats all year.”  He gave Dean a pointed look.  “Craine, you’re what some would call a male chauvinist pig.  An unapologetic one, at that.  But let me tell you something.  You’d better work on that attitude, and fast, or it’s going to topple you into a situation that you won’t be able to handle.  Just mark my words.”  He shook his head, his blue eyes flashing with impatience as he turned his attention to Neesha.  “And you, ma’am, need to grow thicker skin.  You can’t let everything Craine says get to you.  He loves it when you get all riled up.  You should know that by now.”  He sat back in his chair and glared across the conference room table at them.  “Both of you have solid strategies which are worth exploring.  It doesn’t matter that one of you has a magnificent marketing mind while the other is a sales guru.  We’re not going to turn this ship around if the two of you don’t work together.”  He placed his palms on top of the table.  “It’s not about competition.  Right now, this is about collaboration.”

Ed Bentley jerked his chin toward them.  “Get out of here, the two of you, and get to work.”  He shot them an exaggerated glare.  “Together.”  Then, he sat back, looking satisfied.  “This meeting is adjourned.” 

Mr. Bentley could not have said a better word.  Adjourned.  That was what she’d been waiting to hear for the past hour.  As far as she was concerned, the meeting had gone on way too long.

Quickly, she gathered her papers and got up.  She gave her boss a nod and turned to go just as Dean swiveled around in his chair, his knee bumping into the back of her leg, knocking her off balance.  Arms flailing, papers flying everywhere, she tumbled backwards, landing with a plop right on top of Dean Craine’s lap.

Quick as silver, Neesha hopped up, but not before the firmness of Dean Craine’s body had branded itself into the pliant flesh of her posterior, not before it had branded itself into her brain.

What made it worse, he was laughing.  “My apologies,” he said between chuckles, as he gathered up the papers and handed them to her. “You shot out of your chair so fast, I thought you would have been halfway to the door by the time I turned.  Forgive me?”

She didn’t honor that with a reply.  Knowing very well that his apology was far from genuine, she grabbed the papers from his hand and stalked off toward the door.  She didn’t turn and she didn’t stop until she was through the door and halfway down the hallway.  She was marching toward her office when an imperious voice brought her to a halt.  “Miss Marlowe.  A moment, please.”

She did not have to turn to know who it was.  She came to an abrupt halt, her papers clutched to her chest.  She knew her face was still pink from her so recent, undignified fall.  She had no wish to turn and face Dean Craine and his amusement.  “Yes?”  She was still staring straight ahead as she squeezed the word out from between clenched teeth.

“What happened back there.  I meant what I said.  I’m sorry.”  By this time, Dean was standing beside her.  “I didn’t do it on purpose, you know.”

She let a soft snort escape.  “I’m not so sure about that.”  She refused to look up, but she could feel his eyes on her.

“Why would you say something like that?”

It was those words that made her finally raise her eyes to his.  “Because I know you,” she hissed.  “Everyone knows that you don’t have a high opinion of women. That’s why you say the crazy things you do.  And that’s why you go out of your way to annoy me.  Like what you did just now, making me fall.”

He cocked a dark eyebrow at her.  “What part of ‘it was an accident’, don’t you understand?”

She tossed her head, making her ponytail swing behind her back.  “I’ve known you for over a year, Dean Craine.  I know that was deliberate.  There’s nothing you can say that will make me think otherwise.”

That made him smirk.  “Said like a typical woman.”

It was the worst thing he could have said.  Just then, the last thing Neesha needed was a reminder of his overbearing male rudeness.

“You’d better be careful,” she warned.  “One day that overbearing attitude of yours will come back to bite you.”  She pursed her lips, making her annoyance very clear.  “I have a strong feeling that day will come sooner, rather than later.”

Satisfied with the strength of her threat, she whirled away from him and marched on, knowing he was staring after her, not stopping until she’d entered her office and shut the door firmly behind her, right in his face.

“Take that, Dean Craine.”

As the whisper of triumph left her lips, she leaned back against the door, satisfied that she’d gotten, at least, that little revenge.  But she knew there was more to come.  If she knew one thing about her rival, it was that he had to have the last word.

But she was ready for him.

Bring it on, Dean Craine.  

***
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DAMN, THE WOMAN WAS hot when she was angry.  Dean could only shake his head, a smile creeping onto his lips as he watched his colleague storm away.  He was still smiling as he turned to head in the opposite direction.  He knew that his personality rubbed her the wrong way, but he was who he was.  At thirty-four years old, he would say that everything was pretty much set in stone.  There was nothing Neesha Marlowe, or anyone else, could do to change him.

He was walking past the conference room when he glanced in and saw that Ed Bentley was still seated where they’d left him.  Like he felt eyes on him, the older man glanced up.  Immediately, his eyes brightened.  “Craine, I’m glad you came back.  Come on in.  We need to talk.”

That made Dean raise his eyebrows.  They’d just finished a three-hour meeting.  What else could Bentley want to discuss?  He shrugged.  “Sure,” he said, and stepped into the room.

He pulled out a chair and his butt had hardly touched the seat when the owner and CEO of Bentley Beauty Brokers began to speak.  “You’re great at what you do,” he said, leaning forward to stare intently at Dean, “but you’ve got to cut the other half of this sales and marketing machine some slack.  It’s a partnership.  I told you that.”

Dean grunted.  “I’ve been giving her lots of space,” he said, “but when she steps into my territory, I have to put my foot down.”

“It’s not just that, Craine, and you know it.  It’s got to do with your attitude...”  he frowned... “toward women.”

Dean had to fight to suppress a smirk.  “Oh, I’ve got a great attitude toward women,” he said.  “In fact, I love them.  What would the world be without our womenfolk, right?”

Bentley didn’t look impressed with his attempt at humor.  “Yes, we all know how much you love women,” he said, his tone dry.  “Thank goodness you’ve been sensible enough not to mix business with pleasure.”  He reached for his gold pen and tapped it on the table.  “But I didn’t call you in here to discuss women in general.  I only want to discuss your relationship with one woman.  Neesha Marlowe.”

Dean shrugged.  “What’s there to discuss?  I told you, I’ll give her all the space she needs...as long as she stays out of my way.  I don’t need a woman throwing my team off track with a bag of ‘feel-good’ strategies.”

“And I don’t want you tainting your team with your woman-bashing talk,” Ed shot back.  “Listen, you’ve got to learn to value a leadership style that’s different from yours.  And know this - a woman’s touch is just as important as a man’s.  The approach might be different, but no less important.  What’s important is the creation of balance.”  His brows fell as he glared at Dean.  “Are you with me?” 

Dean’s lips twisted, but he gave a grudging nod.  “I hear you.”  But then, he decided to make his boss clear on one thing.  “Neesha won’t be a problem.  I won’t let that happen.  She’s a woman, and if there’s one thing I know, it’s women.  In fact, some would say I’m an expert.”  He chuckled.  “I know exactly how to handle a woman like Neesha Marlowe.”

Ed Bentley gave him a pointed look then he shook his head.  “I’m not so sure about that.” 
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CHAPTER TWO
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NEESHA WAS SO EXCITED, she was shaking.  Literally.

It was the fifth of May, over a month since she’d had that fiery meeting with Dean and Ed Bentley, a meeting she’d left with the commitment that she would prove to Dean Craine and to her boss that she knew exactly what she was doing.  She, the Vice President of Marketing, would turn the company’s sales decline around, and she would rub it in Dean’s face, if it was the last thing she did.  By the time she was done with him, he would be eating crow, admitting that she, a woman, was just as capable as he was, if not more so.

Tonight’s launch party had been over three months in the making.  She and her team had worked hard to get the new product ready for the launch and they’d done it just in time.  They’d invited key distributors to the event to view the unveiling of Lauria, a high-end line of beauty products that would revolutionize the hair care industry.  The line would include vivacious but environmentally friendly hair color, a foam designed to protect the hair from heat damage and, most exciting of all, a serum that promoted hair growth for all hair types, up to three quarters of an inch of new growth in a month.  Neesha had no doubt that they would hit a homerun with an innovative product such as that.

When she arrived at the Renaissance Hotel, she was over an hour early for the event.  She knew her managers were capable of having everything in order for the grand launch, but she had to be there to make one last check.  She just couldn’t help herself.  As she pulled into the parking lot, she gritted her teeth.  She was too much of a perfectionist, she knew.  It was a fault she definitely had to work on.

Gary, her event planner, was the first to greet her.  “Everything’s going smoothly, boss.  We’re just awaiting the arrival of the distributors.”

She nodded.  “Sounds good.  So, I assume Jennifer has everything in place for the unveiling?”

“We’ve got everything under control.”  He gave her a knowing look.  “You’ve got a capable team.  No need to worry.”  Then, he smiled.  “Promise.”

He was right.  When the guests began to arrive, her team kicked things into gear, greeting them warmly and ushering them over to a buffet table laden with the most sumptuous fare.  There were deviled eggs, tuna nicoise crustini and tiny avocado sandwiches that melted in your mouth.  Good food always put people in a good mood and Neesha and her team were more than willing to make good use of that tactic to put their distributors in a receptive frame of mind.

By the time seven o’clock rolled around, there were over a hundred people in the room, mixing and mingling, relaxing in a banquet hall filled with the melodious strains of Chopin, their mood made mellow by the free flow of fine wine and spirits.  Neesha spied Mr. Bentley in a corner of the room, observing everything.  He was all smiles, his satisfaction obvious.  This was exactly what she’d been hoping for.

When she went to the podium to call everyone’s attention to the stage at the front of the room, she was greeted with smiles.  “I thank you all for coming,” she said, the microphone carrying her voice to every corner of the room.  “On this warm May evening I know there are other places you could be, especially with this being a Saturday.  I want you to know that we at Bentley Beauty Brokers appreciate your dedication to the business.  We’re confident that what we will present to you this evening will be well worth your taking the time to be here.”  She raised a hand high in the air.  “And now, on to the show.”

As the room erupted in applause, she glanced down just in time to catch Dean staring at her from the back of the room, a sardonic smile on his lips, a clear signal that he was not impressed.

Immediately, her heart tightened in her chest, her smile beginning to falter, but before he could dampen her excitement and pride at the night’s achievements, she tore her gaze away and turned to her second-in-command.  “Take it away.”  As Bert nodded and stepped forward, she stepped back and quickly exited the stage, happy to be out from under the spotlight.

As she took the hand of the event planner and went down the steps, the lights dimmed, and a resounding drumroll filled the room.  With a brilliant flash of light, the show began.

Wanting to see the unveiling from the perfect vantage point, Neesha slipped through the crowd and headed toward the back of the room, the spot from which she could observe, not only the show taking place on the stage, but also the reaction of the audience.  That was what would determine the success of the launch - not the glitz and glamour of the show, but the response from the distributors, their recognition of the promising business potential of the new products.  It was only with their wholehearted commitment that the product launch would be a true success.

As Neesha watched the crowd, she kept walking, moving from one side of the room to the other, so caught up in her crowd-gazing that she didn’t notice that she’d drifted closer to the corner where Dean had been standing.  She’d been moving closer to a shadowy corner of the hall, when a quick clearing of the throat brought her to a halt.  She turned just as Dean stepped out of the shadows, looking handsome in Brioni suit and wing-tipped shoes, the usual smirk on his lips.

“So far, so good,” he said, his voice a low growl that only she could hear, “but the proof of the pudding is in the eating.  The real test will be what happens after tonight’s fanfare.”

She folded her arms across her chest, ready to shove the words back down his throat. “Don’t you think I know that?  Tonight is just the introduction, but the distributors will stand behind these new products. ,  Look at them.  Can’t you feel the excitement in the room?”

He did not look impressed.  “It’s my team that will have to do the follow up to this launch, not yours.  A night of excitement is all well and good, but is that excitement sustainable?  That’s the question you need to answer.” 

Arguing with Dean was pointless. Knowing this, she gave him a haughty sniff and whirled around, ready to walk away from Mr. Irritating, almost bumping into an elegantly dressed woman.

“Oops.”  Where had she come from?  It was like the woman had appeared out of nowhere.  “I’m so sorry.  I didn’t see you.”  And she really hadn’t.  She could have sworn she and Dean had been all alone in their corner of the room.  “Please.  Are you okay?”  She lifted a hand, ready to help.

“I am fine,” the woman said, in a heavily accented voice, the lilt an indication that she was probably from the Caribbean.  “No problem.”

Neesha suppressed a sigh of relief, but her reprieve was short-lived.  What the woman said next made sudden tension tighten her body.

“I am fine,” the woman continued, “but you are not.”  Her gaze swung to Dean. “Neither is he.”

Neesha drew in a shallow breath, not liking the sound of that.  Was the woman threatening them?

Dean’s reaction was not quite so subtle.  “What the heck is that supposed to mean?” The look he gave her said he was neither ready nor willing to be intimidated.  In fact, his look was obviously meant to send the message that if any intimidation happened to be taking place that night, he would be the one doing it.

It didn’t work, not with this woman.  In fact, she looked like she didn’t even notice.  Looking as calm as could be, she proceeded with the rest of her speech.  “For the past year, the two of you have done nothing but irritate each other, all without cause.  You behave as if you work for two different companies.”

Neesha sucked in her breath.  “Who have you been talking to?  Did Mr. Bentley send you over here?”

The woman chuckled.  “That’s not important,” she said, her look enigmatic.  “Your spirit called me.”  She was looking at both of them as she spoke.

Totally confused, Neesha frowned.  “What are you talking about?  My spirit called you?”  She glanced at Dean.  “His spirit?  Is this a joke?”

The woman chuckled again.  “No joke.  I was called here to tell you that it is time. You have both done enough.” 

Dean shoved his hands inside his pockets as he glared down at the woman.  “Time for what?”  The question was terse and cold.

“Time for you to be taught a lesson.  Both of you.  All this bickering, day after day; it is enough.  It is time for you to appreciate each other.”

“What the...”  Dean looked like he was fit to be tied.  “What do you know about us? Who are you, anyway?”

There was that chuckle again.  The woman seemed to be enjoying the confusion she was causing.  “Let us just say, I am a friend; one who will make sure that you learn a valuable lesson.”

Before either of them could say another word, she turned and sashayed away, her movement swift, but graceful as a swan.

“What in the world...”  Neesha could only stare after her, her lips parting in shock. She was still staring, even after the woman had disappeared into the crowd. 

When she finally tore her gaze away to look back at Dean, he was shaking his head. “What a kook,” he said, his lips curling in derision.  “She’s going to teach us a lesson?  She doesn’t know what the hell she’s talking about.”

Neesha didn’t respond.  Dean seemed confident that their unexpected guest didn’t know what she was saying, but she wasn’t so sure about that.  She seemed to know quite a bit about them.  Too much for comfort.

She could only hope the part about teaching them a lesson had simply been the sign of a screwy
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