
Table of Contents

Praise for Candy Caine | BECAUSE OF YOU

FLAVOR OF THE WEEK

FOR YOUR LOVE

MORE HEATED PLEASURES

NO STRINGS ATTACHED

SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME

Also by Candy Caine

At First Sight

At First | Sight | Candy Caine

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER 1

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

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

CHAPTER THIRTY

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

READ ON FOR AN EXCERPT

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

THE LIFE AND LOVES OF ARIEL JONES



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to those people who
prejudge others before meeting them.
People aren't socks. One size doesn't fit all.
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“...Engrossing...a page turner... I would recommend this book!” 
— Romance Novels in Color
“A sweet romance. I love the heartwarming ending.” 
— Library Thing
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“Pure light-hearted fun. A really heart-warming read

with endearing characters.”

— LBAS Book Blog
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“...A cast of well-crafted characters you’ll want to

cheer for...delightful story...”

— Niambi Brown Davis, Author of Sanctuary

“A sexy, fabulous read. I couldn’t put it down.”

— Bertrice Small, New York Times bestselling author
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“...Candy Caine once again hits the right erotic sweet spots...” 
— Cynthia White, author of Awakened Desire
“A roller coaster ride of erotic thrills... Great fun!” 
— Alice Gaylord, author of The Reluctant Handyman
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“Good quick read with sex, secrets, and trauma.” 
— Reading By The Book
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“A story about real relationships...the romance between Evie and

Dillon is electric.Candy Caine’s writing is impressive.”

— Latrivia S. Nelson, bestselling author of The Ugly Girlfriend
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When Autumn Stiles lands the advertising job of her dreams, it’s the happiest day of her life. She doesn’t count on the tall, handsome, dreamy-eyed Stuart Tanner doing this best to get her to quit.

When Tanner learns the newest employee at the advertising agency where he works comes from a privileged background, he makes it his mission to get rid of her. She’s obviously just another pampered rich girl playing at a job she thinks is easy and glamorous.

But soon the heat sizzles between them and he determines he will never give in to his desires.

This Book is dedicated to those people who prejudge other before meeting them. People

aren’t socks.

One size doesn’t fit all.
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PROLOGUE
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Carol Landsberg knocked on the office door of her star ad man, Stuart Tanner III. Stuart looked up as his supervisor entered. His look of surprise became a warm smile. He admired the blonde, well-dressed woman who’d made it in a male-dominated field.

“What’s up, boss lady?” He expected she was here to tell him about some new ad campaign, but then noticed she didn’t have the usual blue binder with her.

Ms. Landsberg returned his smile. “Just thought you should know that we hired a new copywriter who will be partnering with you. I think you’re really going to like her.”

The grin on Stuart’s face dimmed quickly when he heard the pronoun her. Already dread was forming in the pit of his stomach. His fear that this new woman would turn out to be a dilettante playing at some whimsical desire to be an ad person was ratcheted up several notches when Landsberg mention her father was the president of Phoenix National Bank. He nearly blurted out not another self-absorbed pain in the butt—one in a long line of spoiled Daddy’s Girls who thought that working at an ad agency was glamorous and easy. Women he’d wasted time nurturing and training only to have them leave when they realized how grueling the work was.

Well, not this time. There was no way he wanted to go through all that again. And he doubted he had the heart and endurance to do so, only to have the woman walk out on him because the job required too much effort.

By the time Landsberg had finished her spiel after telling him how much this Autumn Stiles would complement his work, Stuart had decided to get in front of the situation. He would find
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a way to give Autumn Stiles a welcome she’d never forget. She’d realize that working at SB&T wasn’t as great as it was cut out to be, and she’d quit, giving Stuart the peace and quiet he needed to be able to do his work instead of wasting his time.


His sanity depended on it.
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CHAPTER 1
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The day Autumn Stiles landed the job as an ad copywriter for Simpson, Brown and Thompson, or SB&T as those in the business referred to the firm, was the happiest day of her life. She was raring to go the minute Carol Landsberg, her supervisor, shook her hand and welcomed her to the company. After working for a small advertising agency in Tucson and marathon sessions of watching Mad Men, she was ready to dazzle the world with her ads, which were filled with clever imagination and repartee. She just never factored Stuart Tanner, a six-foot-two, brown-eyed albatross, into the equation.

* * *
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Autumn had set her clock for 6:00 a.m. She wanted to have extra time to look her very best on her first day of work. She brushed her thick mane of black hair up and kept it in place with a pretty hair clip. To complete the sophisticated look, she put on a new blue silk business suit that went well with her tawny-colored skin. After applying just enough eye shadow to bring out the green in her hazel eyes, she appraised herself in a full-length mirror before deeming herself ready to take on the advertising world.

Opening her apartment door at 8:00 a.m., Autumn was nearly blinded by the bright Arizona sun. She opened her purse and took out her sunglasses as she walked to her car, a gray Hyundai Accent that had already seen about fifty thousand too many miles. Now that she had a good job, she hoped that she’d be able to replace it before it left her stranded along some roadside. When the engine started up right away, she breathed

CANDY CAINE

easily. And when the air conditioner kicked in, as well, she said a prayer of thanks and headed for SB&T. Though her route was direct, McDowell Rd. was backed up with vehicles, all seemingly heading for downtown Phoenix. Autumn was glad she’d allowed extra time.

She hummed along to the music as she crawled her way toward Central Avenue. She wasn’t certain if she was more excited or nervous about starting her dream job. As she pulled into the parking lot and found a spot, she realized she would soon find out. There was no turning back—not that she wanted to. This was the breakout job she’d been waiting for.

Autumn approached the main reception desk where a dark-haired woman sat taking calls and greeting everyone who came through the door. Time to start making money, Autumn thought, identifying herself.

“Yes, Ms. Stiles. Ms. Landsberg is waiting for you in her office, which is down that corridor on the right,” the receptionist said as she pointed a perfectly manicured finger in that direction.

“Thank you,” Autumn replied and headed down the corridor. When she came to a door with Carol Landsberg’s nameplate on it, She took a deep breath and went in. Guarding the inner sanctum of her boss was a woman in her late thirties with light brown hair and alert blue eyes. She looked up and smiled. “Autumn, right?”

Autumn nodded, afraid she might stutter from nervousness. She knew she should act more self-assured, but so much was riding on this job—she had to succeed. Willing herself to be calm, she mentally grabbed hold of her dangling nerves and straightened her spine.

“Go on in. She’s waiting for you,” said the personal assistant.

Swallowing hard, Autumn made a last-ditch attempt to shoo away a few stray butterflies that lingered in the pit of her stomach before knocking lightly on Carol Landsberg’s office door. She was in awe of the tall, attractive blonde woman who had made it to one of the top rungs of Simpson, Brown and
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Thompson. It was Autumn’s dream to be sitting right next to her on that rung.

“Come in,” Autumn heard. Taking one last deep breath the entered the plush office.

The corner office was just as she’d remembered it. Framed award certificates from advertising associations covered half of one wall. The other half of the wall had pictures of Ms. Landsberg receiving awards. Glancing at those awards reminded Autumn how lucky she’d been to land a job with this firm, which, though fairly new, was considered the one on the move in the Phoenix area.


“Hello, Autumn. Welcome to SB&T.”

“Thank you. I’m really happy to be here.”


Carol Landsberg smiled warmly back at her. “I’d wanted to show you around and introduce you to everyone this morning, but I’ve got a meeting I can’t skip. Will you be all right if I leave you in your office until after the meeting?”

“Of course. I left a couple of boxes of desk things in my car. I can use the time to retrieve them.”

Carol looked pleased at her initiative. “Sounds like a plan.” She led Autumn down the long red-carpeted hall to a door on the right. “Here we are,” Carol said as she opened the door and turned on the light.

Autumn’s smile froze on her face. The office was the size of a postage stamp. Two desks occupied most of the space, and a set of filing cabinets stood against a wall. There was a window, but its view was of a parking lot. Just looking at the room gave her claustrophobia.

“This is your desk, Autumn. Settle in and familiarize yourself with the book of clients that you’ll find in your top right drawer. I’ll check in on you after the meeting.”

Trying not to show her disappointment with her office, which looked more like a prison cell, Autumn nodded and thanked her supervisor.

After Carol had gone, Autumn, hands on hips, looked around the room and sighed. Oh, well, she thought, consoling herself
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with the notion that if she worked hard and proved herself she’d eventually be rewarded with a nicer office.

Autumn decided to get the boxes in her trunk. She passed the receptionist again, who momentarily lifted her head from whatever she’d been reading.

“I’ll be right back. Just getting some stuff from the car.” Autumn wondered if she said that to convince herself or the receptionist that she wasn’t running away. The woman nodded and answered the ringing phone.

Autumn opened the back hatch of her car, certain that everyone could hear the squeaky hinges in the office building as well as in the next one over. Autumn lifted the two boxes from the car as sweat beaded on her forehead and temples. It had apparently gotten hotter since she arrived. She couldn’t wait to get back inside where the air-conditioning was cranking.

She couldn’t see over the boxes and had to peak around them. Making two trips would have been more prudent, but she decided against it. Precariously, she began to walk toward the front door. She was halfway there when she realized that getting the door open would be difficult. Just as she made it to the building, a voice behind her asked if she needed any help. She turned her head to see a man carrying a briefcase.

“If you can just get the door for me, that would be great,” Autumn replied, relieved.


“New here?”

“Yes, I’m Autumn Stiles.”


“Joe Dorso. Good luck to you, Autumn,” he said, opening the door.


“Thanks. I only brought one set of arms with me today.”

Joe Dorso chuckled and saluted her as she passed him.


Autumn made it to her office without dropping a box. Joe had seemed very nice. Taking that as a good omen, she rested one box on her desk and the other on the other desk and began to empty them. Leaning over the boxes, her shapely buns faced the door as her skirt rode halfway up her smooth, tanned thighs.
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The sight nearly stopped Stuart Tanner’s heart as he slammed into the small office, scaring at least five years off Autumn’s life.

“What the hell is all that crap?” His usually smooth, deep voice almost cracked.

“Excuse me?” Autumn asked the tall, good-looking, raven-haired guy crowding her day. He was dressed in a casual pullover that hugged his broad chest, jeans worn down in all the right paces, and scruffy brown cowboy boots. Had he not snarled at her, he could have been a sexy advertising model.


“What do you think you’re doing?”


“What does it look like I’m doing?” Autumn frowned, feeling as if steam were escaping from her ears. Could this creature be any more ill mannered? She took a deep breath, which had the effect of pushing up her ample breasts.

“I have no idea, but I’d like you to put everything back into those boxes and leave.” And take those damn breasts with you. Stuart was alarmed at the sudden heaviness in his groin. What the hell?


“I’m not going to do that, Mr...?”


“Stuart Tanner. Who are you and why are you messing up my office?”

Every dormant negative emotion Autumn owned awakened inside her like an irate Mama Bear coming out of hibernation to find her cubs under attack. She had to wrestle the overwhelming desire to claw the guy’s smoky brown eyes right out of his face. Instead, believing that the pen is mightier than the sword, and not possessing a sharp object at the moment, she decided to try a noncombative approach.

Extending her hand and forcing a smile, she said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Stuart. I’m Autumn Stiles.”

He ignored her outstretched hand. His eyes hardened, certainly not giving her a much of a warm and fuzzy feeling. Now feeling foolish, she pulled her hand back as if attached to a bungee cord. So much for her brilliant peacekeeping measure.

“Well, are you going to clean up this garbage or not?”
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“Now hold on a minute. I just got here. Cut me some slack, Jack. As soon as I’m able, I’ll empty the boxes and dispose of them.”


“Do it now. And my name’s Stuart, not Jack.”


She nearly growled. “What’s the hurry? Is the garbage being picked up at this very moment?”

“I don’t know if you’ve already noticed, but this office ain’t what you’d call palatial. Aside from that, I’m a neat, organized person who needs a clean working environment.”

“Who are you,” Autumn asked, eyes narrowing, “some neophyte for the EPA?”

“If you can’t abide by the rules, I’ll discuss the matter with Ms. Landsberg.”

Autumn straightened up, hands on hips, nearly clenching her teeth. “Rules? Listen, pal, no one died and left you boss. In case you haven’t read the memo, we’re sharing this office—not that it was my idea.”

She pointed to the top box. “I’ve already requested a bookcase for my reference books, which aren’t garbage. When someone from the custodial staff brings the shelving, I will gladly empty the rest of the boxes and throw them away. Capice?”

Stuart Tanner’s eyebrows shot straight up. Autumn got the distinct feeling he hadn’t expected her to stand up to him in such a manner. However, he quickly recovered his composure.

“That’s what you think!” He said, storming out of the office and slamming the door behind him. The entire room shook.

“Well, that went over real big,” Autumn said aloud to the empty office. “Why don’t we do coffee sometime, Stuart? Shit! Shit! Shit!” She pounded her desk. Fine, she thought. It’s all good. Let him be that way. Stuart Tanner is not raining on my parade. I worked very hard to get this job, and he won’t ruin it for me. Even if he is a Neanderthal.

Autumn sat down in her chair, opened the top drawer, and found the client book. She took it out and began to familiarize herself with the accounts.
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A little before noon, Carol Landsberg returned to see how she was doing. Nothing had changed since Stuart Tanner stomped out of the office. No bookcase, no empty boxes. But, best of all, no Stuart Tanner.


“How are you doing so far, Autumn?”

“Fine... but...” Autumn hadn’t stopped herself in time.

“But, what?”

“It’s nothing—really.”


“Are you certain?” Ms. Landsberg probed in a concerned manner.

Now that she’d opened the door, Autumn couldn’t see a way out of this conversation without telling Carol about her confrontation with Stuart Tanner. Perhaps it would be best if she made her supervisor aware of his horrid behavior. That man needed a major attitude adjustment—especially if she had to share such a small office with him.


“It concerns the person I have to share this office with.” “Stuart Tanner?”

Autumn nodded her head.

“What about Stuart?”


“He’s rude and abusive. With his negative attitude, I can’t see how we’ll be able to work together in such a cramped office.”


“Really,” Carol replied, one eyebrow cocked.


In an instant, her supervisor’s demeanor transformed, and Autumn felt an instant drop in the temperature of the room. An involuntary shiver wracked her body.


“We seem to have a serious personality conflict,” Autumn added, wishing she’d hadn’t as soon as the words left her mouth. “I see.”


However, it was obvious to Autumn from the other woman’s tone that Ms. Landsberg didn’t see. Autumn got an uncomfortable feeling that she was treading on quicksand.

“I don’t understand, Autumn. He’s one of our best copywriters. I paired you with Stuart because I thought you
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could learn a great deal from him. I strongly suggest you make a better attempt to get along with him.”

Okay. Carol Landsberg liked Stuart Tanner. The handwriting was on the wall: She’d have to get out of the hole she’d dug for herself if she wanted to keep her job. This was not a good thing to happen on your first day.

“I certainly will,” Autumn replied, feeling tears prickling her eyes. She could already imagine Ms. Landsberg heading back to her office to call one of the other candidates she’d passed over when she’d hired Autumn for the job.

“Good. It will be to your benefit,” she said, glancing at her watch. “You should go to lunch. I’m certain things will look better after you’ve eaten.”

Tears of frustration slipped from Autumn’s eyes as she watched Carol Landsberg leave. She wiped them away remembering her resolve. She’d worked very hard to land this job, and if she had to, she’d work even harder to keep it.

She wasn’t hungry now, but Autumn decided to check out the lunchroom anyway. She was in no mood to see Stuart Tanner again and figured he was too antisocial to eat with others.

She went back to the receptionist and asked where the lunchroom was located.


“Do you mean the breakroom?”


“I guess,” Autumn replied, wondering what kind of distinction there might be between them. Why had Landsberg neglected to tell her where to find it? She was beginning to feel like the proverbial stepchild.

“Make a right at the end of the hall. It’s the last door on the left.”


“Thank you again.”


It was a short hike, and Autumn easily found the room. Glancing around inside, she saw six large, round tables and chairs. Only one table was occupied by five people who were eating and engrossed in conversation. A bank of vending machines flanked one wall and on the conjoining side were a
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refrigerator, sink, microwave, and coffee maker. A large garbage pail graced the other side of the door next to several recycle bins. She walked over to an empty chair at the table and said hello as five sets of eyes looked up at her.


“Mind if I join you?” she asked.


“You must be the new copywriter,” a middle-aged, freckled-faced woman, with bright, orange-red hair, said.

Wow, Autumn thought, word surely gets around quickly in this place. Something good to know. “Yes. I’m Autumn Stiles. Today’s my first day.”

They went around the table introducing themselves. The woman with the bright red hair was Laura Gordon, and the blonde was Lorraine O’Day. The third woman said her name was Renee Rizzo. She didn’t seem much older than Autumn and had short brown hair. Autumn was afraid she’d forget their names before she even learned them. The two guys were copywriters. Laura and Lorraine were clerks, and Renee was a secretary.

“Yeah. I heard you’ll be working with Stuart Tanner. How lucky is that?” A guy in his late 20s or early 30s said. She thought he’d said his name was Richard Knight. He sat next to a heavyset guy black guy with glasses named Bill something.

Lucky? Were these people crazy or on crack? Or was there something she didn’t know? Could Stuart Tanner have an evil twin?

“He was in and out of the office and we didn’t have much time to talk,” Autumn said, wanting to change the subject. “Are the sandwiches in that machine edible?”

“You won’t die of ptomaine poisoning if that’s what you’re asking, but gourmet fare it’s not,” Laura said. “If you like turkey, select that. It’s the best of the lot and even resembles turkey.”

“Most of us either go out for lunch or bring from home,” Lorraine, the blonde, added.

“Thanks for the advice,” she said and got a turkey sandwich from the vending machine. She’d barely taken two bites of it before the questioning began.
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“Where have you worked before coming to SB&T?” Laura asked.

“I worked for three years at a small advertising company that tapped into the local businesses. There I did everything from copywriting to simple graphic design.”


“Are you from around here?” Bill asked.

“No. I’m from Tucson.”


“I have several friends who live there,” Bill said. “I often go down to visit.”

“It’s a big vacation spot and a great place to live.” Autumn sipped her coffee.

“My friends swear it’s not as hot as the valley, but isn’t it closer to Mexico?” he asked.

“Believe it or not, it’s about 10 degrees hotter here in the valley than in Tucson. I think it’s due to the difference in elevation. However, Tucson still has 70-degree weather in the winter, which makes it an ideal vacation spot for those escaping the winter snows upstate.”

“None of my friends seem to miss the hustle and bustle of Phoenix,” Bill added.

“I can understand why. When I first enrolled at the University in Tempe, I felt lost in the crowd. It was quite different from high school back in Tucson.”


“Did you find a place here to live?” Laura asked.


“At the Oak Tree Apartments over on East McDowell Rd. I’m renting a studio apartment, which could be classified as a monk’s cell.”

Everyone chuckled. Laura said, “At least it’s not a zillion miles away from here. The traveling can kill you.”

“I lucked out with that. Even so, the traffic today was murder.”

“So you went to ASU. That’s my alma mater, as well,” Richard said.

“Too bad I didn’t venture too far from the campus,” Autumn said, sipping her coffee. “I don’t know my way around here, yet.”
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“Getting around is simple, because the entire valley is one big grid,” Laura said. “You’ll get used to the Phoenix area in no time.” Glancing at her watch, she began to gather her garbage. “Time to head back to the salt mines.”

The others joined Laura, and everyone wished Autumn luck. A few minutes later, she was alone with the remainder of her sandwich and her thoughts.

Those people were nice, but she wasn’t sharing a small cubbyhole of an office with them. She’d read somewhere not to let lemons sour you but to make lemonade instead. She had a feeling, though, that Stuart Tanner leaned more toward sour pickles than lemons. She wondered what she’d be able to make with that.

Autumn finished her sandwich and went back to her office, wondering if the Neanderthal would be there waiting to club her. It was a perfect name for him, especially after the way he’d behaved. She’d given him no reason to treat her in such an awful manner. There was no excuse for such rudeness, no matter how talented he a copywriter he was, or how good looking. Or how big and strong his hands looked as he gestured.

She inhaled deeply before opening the door, but the office was empty. The place looked exactly as she’d left it. Neither the janitor nor Mr. Sweetie Pie had showed. Her bookcase was probably not a top priority for the custodial staff.

By five o’clock, Autumn decided to go home. So much for the first day at her dream job.
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Going home did little to lighten Autumn’s mood. Her studio apartment was filled with unpacked cartons, a bed, and a small, round, wrought-iron dinette set with two chairs that took up nearly all the walking space in the place. She didn’t have much in the way of food, either. In her depressed mood, she hardly felt like stopping on her way home at a supermarket to shop for groceries. She didn’t have much of an appetite, anyway.

She thought how unsettling her first day at SB&T had been. After Carol Landsberg abandoned her and the caveman yelled at her, Autumn felt cast adrift on some unchartered ocean in a rudderless boat. What good were her great ideas if she never got a chance to use them? She certainly hoped tomorrow would turn out better.

As Autumn stood in her tiny kitchen and gazed at her empty refrigerator, she was glad she’d had that turkey sandwich at lunch. Aside from it being the only food she’d eaten all day, it would have to suffice all night, as well.

She got undressed and crawled into bed. Then she did what she always did when she needed a guest to her pity party. She called her closest friend since grade school, Stacey Miller. Stacey was expecting to hear about Autumn’s first day on the job and picked up on the first ring.


Hi, Autumn, how did it go?”

“Awful.”


“You’re kidding, right? I mean this job was supposed to be the greatest.”

“The emphasis, Stacey, is on the word supposed.”

“Okay, then. Tell me everything that happened.”

CANDY CAINE


Autumn gave her friend a rundown on her day from the


moment she stepped through the front door of SB&T.


“Wow!”

“Is that all you can say?”

“Sorry, Autumn. This Stuart Tanner character sounds like a


real toad.”


“Toad is too nice a word. I honestly don’t know what to do,”


Autumn said as fresh tears filled her eyes.


“Not for nothing, babe, but, if I were you, I’d give back to


that miserable slug all the grief he’s given you, with interest,”

Stacey said.


Autumn sniffled. “I promise I won’t go down without a


fight.”


“That’s the Autumn we all know and love.”

“Hey, all I’ve done is whine and complain about myself so


far. Tell me how married life in New York is.”


“It’s fantastic. You should try it.”

“What, New York?” Autumn teased.

“No. Married life, silly. Though, I do love New York.


There’s so much to do in Manhattan. Between all the museums

and Broadway shows and getting pregnant, who could want

more?”


“Gotta find a guy first, remember?” Then Autumn realized


what Stacey had just said. “You’re pregnant! Wow!”


“Yup. Everything sort of came together.”

“How’s Steve?”

“He’s in his element on Wall Street. Being a gambler at


heart, he especially loves gambling with other people’s money.

And he’s thrilled he’s going to be a dad.”


“That’s great. I’m glad things are working out for you both.”

“I hope the jerk you share an office with will learn to play


nice and appreciate you.”


“I hope so, too. I doubt things could get much worse, but you


never know,” Autumn said.
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The girls talked for several more minutes, and Autumn promised to keep Stacey apprised of her battle with the evil toad before saying goodbye.

Staring up at the boring, white, sand-textured ceiling of her room, Autumn ran the events of the day through her mind for the umpteenth time. How had everything gone so radically wrong? It was as if she’d hitched a ride on a runaway train to disaster. What had she done to precipitate it?

At that moment, Autumn began to doubt herself. Perhaps she had made the wrong decision. No. Not possible, she thought. That would mean that her parents had been right. They’d warned her about the job and were against a career in advertising from the start. Joanne and Henry Stiles had counseled her to become a teacher.

“Teaching’s steady work with great vacations,” her mother had said. “Just wonderful for a young woman who’ll soon meet a man and get married.”

After Joanne Stiles had finished extolling the wonderfulness of the teaching profession and describing Autumn’s glorious future, Autumn asked her mother if she could predict how many kids she could expect and the date she would die.

Joanne Stiles shook her perfectly coiffed head of black hair in disgust, turning to her husband for support.

“Henry, you try to talk some sense into her. Obviously she thinks she’ll be able to breeze through life without a care, along with a great deal of financial help from us.”

“Well, that just won’t happen. I’m not one to invest in ridiculous ventures, Joanne,” he said, poking his broad chest with his index finger. “Let’s hope Autumn comes to her senses before it’s too late.”

However, Autumn hadn’t heeded her parents’ advice. Nor had she altered her course of study by registering in any education courses. When her father saw the bill and noted the courses she had registered for, he gave her a stern warning.

“If you don’t add education courses next semester, I won’t pay for your college tuition, young lady.”
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That left Autumn with a big decision. She realized that if she took one or two teaching courses a semester to pacify her parents, she could still get a business degree. What were a few extra courses in education in the grand scheme of things when she was getting the entire enchilada paid for? However, that path had certain drawbacks.

For one, it would be deceitful. It wasn’t that Autumn had no desire to deceive her parents. Nor was it because she feared the strong possibility they
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