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Chapter 1

 


Michael Cunningham parked his car in the lot
and scowled at the building. He didn’t have time for this shit and
he didn’t want to meet up with the owner of this building to settle
something that should have been settled over three months ago. He
pulled out his cell phone when it rang and answered with a bark of
his name.

“I’m wondering if you ever look at your
caller ID before you answer, or is it just me that gets such
special treatment? I mean, if it helps, I will ground you until you
see your way to be nice to your mother.” He heard her laugh as she
continued. “Of course, I suppose I shouldn’t expect anything less
of the man who fired his own brother this morning.”

“He came running to you, did he? I don’t know
what he expected me to do. He was having…he was doing something on
company time that got him into trouble this time. And don’t even
ask me to hire him back. I won’t do it, not this time.”

Michael had stepped off the elevator this
morning to see his brother Thomas fucking his secretary on her
desk. And if that wasn’t bad enough, his brother had asked him if
he wanted sloppy seconds when he was finished. He wasn’t going to
tell his mom that, but he was reasonably sure she already knew.

“No,” she said with a heavy sigh. “I don’t
want you to hire him back. You’ve done all you can for the idiot.
Melody is probably going to file some sort of charges against us.
I’m sure there is some rule about being fucked by your boss on your
own desk.”

Michael winced. “There is, but I don’t think
she’s going to have much to use.” He took a breath before telling
her the best part. “She told me that she was banging the guy in
accounting too and one more on her list was fine by her.”

“Oh good heavens. Where do we get these
people? I swear to you… Where are you now? That new man…Donald,
said you’d left the site.”

He looked up at the building again. “I’m at
the Washington building again. The last time I was here they told
me the owner was out of town. They wouldn’t even tell me when he
was coming back. I couldn’t even get the man who was prancing
around taking pictures to tell me.”

“Prancing? Michael, do we need to send you to
those sensitive classes again? Men do not prance.” She laughed
again and he smiled. He loved his mom.

“Okay, not prancing, but he was having too
much fun for me to believe he was working. What the hell are they
supposed to be doing in there anyway? All we could find out were
designs. Designs of what, is what I’d like to know.” He picked up
the file on his passenger seat. “Some person by the name of G. A.
Waite and he bought the building back ten years ago for a song. I
want it and he’ll sell it to me or I’ll put him and his happy
little workers out of business.”

He got out of his car and straightened his
tie as his mother reminded him about the meeting he had at a
luncheon. He didn’t give two figs for the meeting right now as he
mentally assessed the building and the grounds surrounding it. He
put his phone away and simply walked inside the door. The place was
never locked up, as far as he knew, and he didn’t have any problems
this time.

The place was in shambles. He supposed it
wasn’t really as bad as he first thought, but a sort of chaotic
mess. He hated things not in their place and this one, this large
building, was a nightmare to him. The colors alone were enough to
make a grown man sick—pinks and greens mixed with heavy doses of
blue and black. There was an entire wall of prints that had no
business being together no matter what the idea had been to paste
them all together. He looked up when someone came toward him.

“You’re over an hour late. And what is that
supposed to be you’re wearing?”

Michael looked down at his suit and tie.

“It’ll have to go. And that tie. Oh. My. God.
Who dressed you? Your mother?”

Before he could make a comment on the clothes
the woman had on, she was pulling him along behind her by his tie.
He nearly stopped and made her explain. He nearly did, as a matter
of fact, but he was suddenly speechless and his tongue had stuck to
the roof of his mouth. Holy good Christ, he was in a porn
movie.

There were perhaps five or six half dressed
men and women everywhere; some of them were even wearing some sort
of sparkles on their body and in their hair. And the bed…hell, is
was big enough for all of them.

~~~

Gracie stood frowning at her assistant again.
“I still don’t see why I have to model this. I hired you to find
people to do this sort of thing. Besides, I have things to do this
morning and it doesn’t involve me standing in front of a camera for
eight hours straight.”

Becky snorted. “You probably look better in
it than that stupid cow Marcie could ever hope to. So unless you
have a hot date with a real person and not a toy, forget it.
We need this shot today for the cover and you’re the one who
designed it.”

Gracie wanted to point out that she was the
boss and that she had designed all the outfits on all the covers
and inside, but she bit her lip. Becky was right, the magazine had
to be completed today or they’d be late in getting the Christmas
catalogue out. She glanced over at the calendar. It was only May
and she was worrying about a catalogue that was still five months
from being sent out.

Looking in the mirror, she thought the design
was simply beautiful. She turned to her right then left, looking at
the way the color of the bra and panty set complemented her skin
color. The pale of her skin against the dark blue of the material
was better than she’d hoped for. Unless, of course, she remembered
that she wasn’t supposed to be the model, but the one behind the
camera directing the shoot. She tried again to get someone else to
do it and, of course, she was ignored. She wondered, not for the
first time, when she’d lost control here. She smiled, knowing that
she’d never really had it.

“The model we hired just showed up finally.
And for the record, I told them to send him over in a t-shirt and
jeans. Not that he doesn’t look scrumptious like he is, but I did
tell them.” Margo picked up one of the other outfits that needed to
be re-shot. “You know, if I weren’t in a semi-serious failing
relationship, I’d have to try and get some of what that guy is
hiding under that cool, ‘don’t fucking touch me’ look. I mussed his
tie just to see what he’d do.”

“He has on a tie? A suit…” Gracie looked at
her assistant. “Tell him to lose the jacket if he has one and to
roll up his sleeves. Leave the tie…wait.” Everyone froze. “What
color is the tie?”

By the time she had the idea in her head
nothing else mattered. She pulled her robe on and walked into the
set. Christ, love a dub, he was scrumptious. And he looked pissed.
She walked over to him and eyed him critically. Yes, she knew he
was going to be perfect.

“Would you mind telling me why this…person is
telling me I have to remove my jacket? I assure you that—”

“Don’t talk or I’ll make sure you’re not
paid.” She fingered the tie and then looked up at him. “I really
think you need to take off the jacket. I’m already behind schedule
and you coming here late has put me more behind.” She wasn’t sure
he was going to comply, not with the look of murder in his eye.
“Now would be a good time to be a good boy and take the fucking
jacket off.”

“And if I do, what do you take off?”

She heard the tone. And she hated that her
body reacted to it. When he started to unbutton his jacket and then
remove it she couldn’t seem to catch her breath. When he laughed,
she looked up at his face. “You think this is fun? Well, it’s not.
I have ten hours to get this shot right and I won’t put up with
your being snarky. This is a photo shoot where I’m the boss and
you’re going to do as you’re told. Roll up the sleeves and do what
I tell you or you’ll never work here again.”

She knew it was a good threat under normal
circumstances, but this guy could probably get a job anywhere no
matter what he did to fuck up this one. He was just too
good-looking, and sexy as hell. She stood there until he rolled
first the left, then the right sleeve up without taking his eyes
from her face. She never blinked an eye when she unbelted her
robe.

“Gracie, there’s a call for you. It’s that
ditzy sister…the one…fuck, what’s her name? She wants to tell you
something,” Becky said from across the room. “Jazzie, the author.
That’s it.”

“Tell her I’ll call her back tonight. Unless
it’s a matter of life or death.” Becky said that it wasn’t and that
she could call Jazzie tonight.

She heard his breath catch when she tossed
off the robe. She stood before him in her panties and bra, if that
was what you could call a tiny scrap of lace over her nipples and
less over her mound. And it was almost an exact match to his tie.
She stepped toward him and he reached for her. She put her hand up
to stop him.

“You aren’t in charge here, big boy. See the
camera over there? That’s Arnold Malone holding it up. Arnold is
going to shoot more pictures than I can count and you’re going to
stand here like a good model and let him. Understand?”

“Model? I’m not—”

“Okay, so you’re something else. Whatever.
Stand there and put your hands where he or I tells you and shut up.
Get it?”

He glared, but nodded.

“Good. See the mock ups over there against
the wall?”

Again, he nodded.

“That’s what I need to redo. The one where
we’re supposed to be turned on by what I’m wearing.” She turned her
back to him and waited until he put his hand on her belly just
above the panties line and his other hand wrapped around her neck
and pulled her back. The moment he touched her she knew this wasn’t
going to work. Before she could pull away he tightened his arms
around her.

“Easy, princess. This is supposed to be a
sensual shot, remember? Relax.” His mouth brushed over the column
of her neck before he nipped at her skin. “You taste like warm
sunshine and smell like an apple pie.”

“You’re not supposed to do that,” she told
him breathlessly. “You’re supposed to be…” She lost her train of
thought when he ran his tongue along her spine. “We aren’t making a
porn movie.”

“Hummm,” he hummed as he nipped her again.
“Maybe we should be. A woman like you, soft and warm, should be
making lots of money doing stuff like this.”

She tried to think. And some part of her mind
registered that Arnold was saying something, though for the life of
her she couldn’t understand what. When her model turned her in his
arms, spread his hand over her lower back, and his little finger
nudged under the elastic of the panties, she took his tie and
yanked his mouth to hers.

The kiss should have been chaste. It should
have been a brushing of mouths together. It should have meant
nothing. But holy moly, this man could kiss. His tongue speared
deep into her mouth and slid along her own. He was hot, heavenly,
and oh so delicious. She wrapped the tie tighter in her hand and
held on, no longer concerned with the shot, but being consumed by
this man. When he lifted her leg and wrapped it over his hip, she
moaned and pressed into him. His deep growl had her pussy flood
with desire and need. When he broke off the kiss, she
whimpered.

“We’re not alone. And I have to meet
someone,” he told her as he bit her earlobe. “Tell me where I can
find G. A. Waite and I can finish up with him and we can take up
where we left off.”

“G. A?” She felt disorientated and dizzy.
That’s when she started to hear the things around her. “I
don’t…why?”

With another quick nip to her mouth he rocked
into. “Because I want to fuck you. But I need to get this Waite
person to sell me his fucking building first.”

She took a step back, then another. She was
reaching for the robe that Becky was holding out for her when she
realized who he was. “Michael Cunningham of Cunningham and
Cunningham, I presume?”

“Yes.” He looked around the room before
looking back at her. “And you would be?”

“Grace Anne Waite of G. A. Waite, as in
Gracie Anne Designs. And I told you before, Mr. Cunningham, I’m not
selling my building.” She looked over at the people who seemed to
have been frozen in place. “Get him out of my building and burn the
shots. We won’t be able to use them. I’m sure he’ll sue just to get
what he wants.”

“Now, see here. I need this—”

“I don’t give a good fuck what you need. Get
out.” She turned her back to him and started toward her office.
She’d been humiliated and hurt, but there was no way in hell she’d
let him see it.

“This isn’t finished, Miss. Waite. I get what
I want and your little design business isn’t going to stand in my
way,” he shouted as Mark ushered him to the door. He continued to
shout at her then there was silence.

Michael Cunningham was her worst nightmare
and the sexiest man she’d ever seen, and tasted for that matter.
She stepped behind the curtain to change back into her street
clothes when she heard her door open.

“Go away,” she told whoever it was. “I’m not
going to come out until you leave the room.”

“Good, then you can’t get away. Want to tell
me why I have to burn the best pictures I’ve ever shot and the best
ones to come out of this building since…well, since forever?”

She closed her eyes and wanted to scream at
her friend Arnold to let it go. But she knew him well enough to
know that he’d stay there until she gave in or the next issue was
due. She pulled her shirt over her head and stepped out. He was
sitting on the small loveseat. She glared at him as he held up his
camera.

“They can’t possibly be the best pictures
you’ve ever taken. You’re much too professional to use what could
only amount to pornography pictures taken in less than five
minutes.” She sat at her desk and pulled the first thing she could
reach to her. Unfortunately, it was the front cover mockup of the
catalogue they were shooting.

“It was twenty minutes and they aren’t porn.
They are going to sell you more underwear than anything else you
come up with. Christ, the room was practically on fire with you
two. I’ve never seen you react that way…” He stopped talking when
she glared.

“Forget it. He’ll never let us use them no
matter how good they are, and—”

He cut her off when he stood up and came to
her desk with his computer. “They aren’t good, Gracie, they’re
magnificent. Let me show you.” She sat back and let him set up on
her desk. “I thought at first I’d get some shots to tease you with.
I thought the man was just too pretty and, yeah, too handsome to do
anything more than sell him instead of your clothing line. Then he
touched you and you…well, look. He’s looking at you like he wants
to have you for Christmas dinner and then maybe a little bit into
the New Year too.”

There were perhaps sixty pictures on his
screen. They were too small for her to make out what they were like
this, so he clicked on the first one and it blew up to full screen.
She was standing in front of Cunningham and they were looking at
each other like sworn enemies rather than what Arnold had said.
Before she could comment, he started talking again.

“I knew there was going to be chemistry, I
just didn’t know what sort. As you can see, the two of you look
like kids in a play yard ready to throw down the gauntlet.” He
clicked ahead a few more pictures to one where he is licking her
neck. “Then he got into it. Or better yet, he got into you. Christ,
look at that face. You look sexy and wanton. Like you could let him
take you right then and there.”

She flushed knowing that she had wanted him
to. She had wanted Michael so badly that she’d forgotten that they
were in a room full of people, full of her employees, and that this
man was trying to kick her out of the building she’d worked very
hard to get.

“It doesn’t matter. He’s a dead end. Call the
agency tomorrow and get someone else. And that guy that was
supposed to be here today, never use him again and put the word
out. I don’t want him fucking up another shoot.”

Arnold left her office and she sat there for
several minutes thinking about what had just happened. She had been
staring at the note on her desk to call her sister for a few
minutes more when she picked up the phone. Jazzie answered on the
first ring.

“I’m going to have a baby,” she screamed in
the phone when she answered.


Chapter 2

 


Michael didn’t get a damned thing done
because of the woman. He didn’t even try and justify that he was
thinking about the building; it was her. Grace Anne, she’d said her
name was. And it suited her.

He thought of the way she’d fit against his
body. The way her mouth felt under his. He reached down and
adjusted his cock for what he was sure was the millionth time since
yesterday. She had even haunted his dreams. He glared at the report
on his desk again. And that was not helping one bit.

He picked it up just as his phone rang. He
tossed it down with a snarl and answered with a bark of his name.
Thankfully, his secretary was used to his moods of late and didn’t
make a comment about it.

“There is a gentleman here to see you, sir, a
Mr. Arnold Malone. He said it was about your shoot yesterday. He
seems to be under the impression that you are a model.” She made a
noise he was going to assume was a cough and didn’t want to think
about her laughing at him. “Shall I set him straight for you?”

It took his mind nearly a full ten seconds to
remember what the man could want. There had been a photographer
there yesterday. Michael had been told several times that he’d been
late and that he wasn’t dressed the way they’d requested. Then
Grace had come out dressed in that sinful robe and nothing else and
he’d completely forgotten. He’d refused to sign off on anything
they shoved at him until he’d had his lawyer read it.

“Send him in. And Betsy, hold my calls until
I’m finished with him. Also, could you please find Matt and tell
him I need to see him, please? As soon as possible.”

He knew she’d do it so he leaned back in his
chair and waited. He had a fleeting thought that the man might not
have been the one from yesterday, but doubted it. He’d been both
surprised and annoyed that they thought he could be…

“Thank you for seeing me, Mr. Cunningham. I
was afraid you’d have no time for me and, well, I really wanted to
get your permission on these shots we took yesterday. They’re
simply amazing. Gracie said that I should trash them…well, we won’t
go into what she really said. That girl has a mouth on her, doesn’t
she?”

Michael couldn’t have agreed more. The woman
had a luscious mouth and one he decided he’d like to get another
taste of. Before he could agree or disagree with the man, Matt, his
long time friend and personal lawyer, walked in.

“Matthew Gray, I’d like you to meet…I’m
sorry, I don’t believe I caught your name.” The man seemed to
positively glow with his smile.

“Arnold Malone. So happy to meet you. Oh my,
you should join your friend here and do some of the layouts that
Gracie has in her catalogs. She would sell…well, more than she does
now and she does sell a great deal.”

Michael sat when Matt did. He brought him up
to speed on why the man was there and asked him if he’d had a
chance to look over the releases from yesterday.

“There are one or two things that I’m
wondering about,” Matt said with a smile. “First of all, do you
have any of the shots that were taken of my cli—”

“That won’t be necessary. He doesn’t need to
see them to—”

“Oh yes,” said Arnold, completely ignoring
Michael in his desperate attempt to keep his buddy from viewing the
girl dressed the way she’d been. But when Arnold handed him the
pictures Matt burst out laughing.

“Christ, Michael, you didn’t tell me she was
a beauty. And she seemed to be…enjoying herself all wrapped up
around you like that. You don’t seem to be minding it so much
either.” Matt looked through several photos before he handed them
to Michael with a wink and a smile. “And what, exactly, does the
woman sell? I mean, there isn’t really much on her that
is…marketable.”

“Oh no. Gracie Anne sells women’s apparel.
The kind that catches a man’s eye, so to speak and, from all
accounts, they do seem to do that with no problem. Gracie has quite
a following, I’m told. I’ve been doing her layouts for more than
five years. She uses me for promo shots and sometimes, like with
Mr. C here, for remakes. When something isn’t quite what she had in
mind, or if the shot is simply just too off.” Arnold handed them
another file, this one with photos as well as descriptions, as he
continued. “This is the catalogue that goes out in a few months.
She is always two seasons ahead so that it can be finished and in
the homes or shops before the real season starts. Even though it is
only May she is doing her Christmas catalogue now. And in November
we’ll shoot the spring one.”

Michael looked at Matt. “Miss Waite owns the
building that I want. She refuses to sell or even talk to me about
prices. I went there yesterday to see if I could talk some sense
into her. I ended up in those pictures instead.”

Matt looked at the catalogue and then up at
Michael. “Are you telling me that Gracie Anne Designs owns the
Washington building?”

Michael nodded and knew that he was going to
regret his next words.

“Holy fuck, man, no wonder she won’t sell.
She doesn’t just own the building, but from all accounts, she lives
there too.”

~~~

Grace was sitting at her desk going over
colors for the new line when she heard the stairs creak. She
smiled. In a few minutes her friend would be stumbling into her
room and demanding coffee. She was glad that Carol had come over,
she just wasn’t so happy about dealing with the morning after hang
over she always had. Grace didn’t drink and Carol thought it was
her duty as her friend to drink enough for both of them.

“Sleep well? Or do I need to ask?” She smiled
when she glared at her. “Okay, I’m thinking that was a no. There’s
coffee brewing for you in the kitchen and there’s a croissant in
the box on the counter. By the way, it’s nearly noon. Don’t you
have some sort of meeting today to be at?”

“No. I canceled when you called. What, if
anything, are you going to do about that yummy man that you bitched
about last night? I’ve heard of him. Michael Cunningham is not a
man to fuck with. Maybe fuck, but certainly not fuck with.” Carol
stretched out on the lounger in her office. “Of course, if you did
fuck him, maybe you’d feel a hell of a lot better.”

“I’m just fine, thank you very much. And I’m
not going to let him fuck me in either sense of the word. Now,”
Grace said as she tossed a pencil at Carol, “go eat and drink and
leave me to this. I have to figure out which one of these fucked up
pictures to use, come up with a skimpy bathing suit for this
princess to wear on her honeymoon, and also figure out what sort of
designs I can come up with for the spring catalogue that comes on
in fourteen months.”

Gracie had moved to New York right after
graduation. She’d been trying to go to California, about as far
away as she could from her parents, but she’d gotten on the wrong
bus. And without the funds to get her back she’d ended up on the
streets.

She’d worked her way from the kid who swept
up after the cuttings, saving all the scraps she could, to what she
was now. In those early days she’d made her designs in miniatures,
sewing together the small pieces of trash to make what she liked.
Years later, and yards of fabric too, she was not only making more
money than she’d ever dreamed possible, but she owned the building
she lived and worked in and she had people working for her.

“Grace, I can’t find my shoes. Do you know
where they are?”

She turned to look at her as she set a plate
of pancakes on the table.

“I thought I took them off in the living
room. Now they seem to have taken off on their own. And do you have
anything for a flipping headache?”

She reached into her desk drawer and threw
her the bottle of aspirin. She’d worked late every night to get the
catalogue finished so that today was supposed to be her day. She
was going to get herself a big bed and all the trimmings, curtains,
comforter, and also those silk sheets she’d been eyeing for over a
year now. They were flaming red and she wanted them badly.

She was in her room dressing when she thought
of the catalogue. It wasn’t finished. It was Saturday and she
thought she’d be done with all this by now. There was still a shoot
yet to take. And she had no idea why she didn’t just let the guy
from the guild pose for the shot and be done with it. But she
couldn’t. He wasn’t right; no one had been right since that
arrogant ass had come into her studio and fucked it up. She was
just coming down the stairs from the upper levels of the five-story
building when she heard Carol talking to someone. She detoured to
the living room to see who it was and nearly snapped her tongue off
when none other than Arrogant Ass was standing there.

“Here’s Gracie now.” Carol turned when she
growled. “She doesn’t normally sound like a dog, but she’s been
working a lot. Gracie, this is Mr. Cunningham. The one we were
talking about last night.” Carol wiggled her brows. Grace was not
amused. “Well, I can see my work here is complete. I’ll call you
later, Gracie. Nice to meet you, Mr. Cunningham.”

Carol made several gestures behind the man.
All of them having to do with sex. Grace wasn’t a prude, but some
of them, she thought, bordered on pornographic. She tried to ignore
her and focus on the man in front of her. “How did you get up here?
There’s a code on the door and I didn’t allow you in.” She glanced
at the door to see if it had been broken into. “I want you to get
out before I call the police.”

“The guy downstairs told me that you were up
here and that, since it was Saturday and I knew that you lived
here, he thought you wouldn’t mind me coming up. And I didn’t tell
him anything different.” He looked around the room as he stepped
further in. “Nice place.”

Her mind raced to try and remember if anyone
had said she lived here. She couldn’t remember anyone letting it
slip and was sure he’d lie his way in. She wanted to toss him out
on his ear, but in all honesty she was a little afraid to get too
close to him. It wasn’t that she was afraid he’d hurt her, she was
afraid of what she might do to him.

She’d tried hard to forget the way he’d felt
against her. And more, to forget how long it had been since anyone
had held her, really held her. She didn’t get a lot of time to date
and she figured that if one man could make her feel things
that…well, she decided to go out with the first man who asked her
just to get back into practice.

“I want you to leave, Mr. Cunningham. I have
plans today and dealing with you is not on the list. And don’t come
back. I’ve told you numerous times I’m not going to—”

“I just want to have a conversation with you.
We were…interrupted the other day and I still want you to consider
the offer I’m giving you. You’re keeping me from the project I have
to finish and I’m trying to be nice.”

She laughed. Before she could say anything a
boy walked into her apartment. “Dad, I have to go to the bathroom.
And you said you’d be right back.” He looked from his father to
her, then back again. “Please? I have to go really bad.”

“Trace, this is Miss Waite. This is her
place; you’ll have to clear it with her.” Michael looked at her
with a smirk. “If she doesn’t let you use her bathroom, maybe you
could go…I don’t know, pee in the alley.”

She wanted not only to smack his face, but to
knock that knowing grin off of it. She counted to ten and then
smiled at the boy. “Come along, Trace. I’ll take you. Maybe while
we’re gone your father will go down to his car and wait for you.
I’m sure he’s wasting his time here. In fact, I’m positive that he
is.” She led him down the hall and thought about how much he looked
like his father.

Michael really was a beautiful man. Dark hair
that was just a bit too long to be conservative and then there was
the slight curl at the ends. His son, Trace, had the same dark
tone, but his was curlier and longer than his dad’s. They were both
tall, though Michael was considerably taller at more than six and a
half feet. And he was muscled. When he’d pulled her against his
body she’d felt every one of them. Christ, she thought as she led
the boy back to the door, she really did need to get laid.

She found him sitting on her couch. Drinking
her coffee. When she and Trace came down the hall again and walked
in he stood, but didn’t apologize for making himself at home. She
didn’t know whether to smack him upside the head or…she wanted to
smack his head, she decided. She walked to the door and picked up
her keys.

“I’m leaving, Mr. Cunningham. And I’d very
much like it if you left now so that I can lock up. As I’ve said, I
have plenty of things to do today and you’re not—”

“I’m getting a bed today,” Trace said
quickly. “My old one broke and I’ve been saving my money to get a
big one. I’ve been saving my allowance for over a year. Why don’t
you come with us? You and Dad can talk and I can get my bed.”

She looked at Trace. A bed? It seemed much
too close to her own shopping today for her to think he hadn’t been
told. She thought about Carol. “Did you ask Carol what I was doing
today?” She didn’t believe him when he shook his head. It was the
smile, she decided. “She didn’t tell you I was bed shopping
too?”

“No. Are you?” She nodded before she could
stop herself. “Good, then we’ll all go together. It’s Trace’s
birthday. He’s nine today and you wouldn’t want to disappoint him
on his big day, would you?”

“I thank you, but…I’m sure your son has a day
planned just for the two of you.” And if not, she certainly wasn’t
joining him. “I have a lot of errands to run as well. Then I have
to go to the grocery store and—”

“My cake is at the store too,” Trace told her
excitedly. “We’re gonna pick it up and take it to my grandma’s
after we’re done. Will you come to my party? You can be my special
date. Grandma said every man needs a special date.”

“I don’t…Mr. Cunningham, please tell your son
that this isn’t a good idea. You and I…well, we have a history that
we…I don’t think this is a good idea.” She wanted to tap her foot
while he seemed to think over his answer. When he finally did
answer she was sure this was going to be the worst day of her
life.

“I think it’s a wonderful idea. We can talk
about the building and I can help you both test out beds. I think
you should have yours tested well, don’t you?”

Yes, she decided, she was going to smack him.
She looked down at Trace who had the most puppy dog look on his
face. She knew she was lost. She looked back up at Michael and
frowned. “No business. None. And the first time you mention it, I’m
gone. It’s my first free Saturday for over six months and I don’t
want to talk business. Not that you could talk me into selling
anyway, but no business. Is that clear?”

“Crystal. And for the record.” He was
suddenly in front of her. “I don’t like being told what to do—in
the bedroom or out.” This last part he whispered near her ear. It
was everything she could do not to moan. And when he stepped back
she nearly reached for him to steady herself. She was going to get
laid if it was the last thing she did and it was not going to be
this bastard.


Chapter 3

 


Michael was enjoying himself. He hadn’t
expected to. In fact, he’d about decided that when they’d both came
down from the hallway he was going to tell them something had come
up. But her telling him what he was going to do made him feel a
little vindictive toward her. And when he’d crowded her in the
hallway he realized that he might have bitten off more than he
could chew.

And Trace was having a great time. He had a
way about him that Michael could see in himself. The kid was a
charmer all right, and Michael loved it. The few times he’d turned
to her for advice, she’d talked to him as though he was on her
level and not some stupid kid who she didn’t have time for. The two
of them were having a lot of fun. With each other anyway.

Grace ignored him. Well, as much as he’d let
her. He had no idea why he baited her, but he enjoyed watching her
bite her cheek. He knew she was doing it because Trace had told her
that she was going to wear a callous there and then she’d looked
like the elephant man like he’d seen on television. Michael had
burst out laughing, which had earned him a glare and he was sure a
few hundred dirty names in her mind. And yet, nearly three hours
later, she was still with them.

“I’m going to get the blue bed with the race
car. It’s not too much and I’ll have enough left over to get the
curtains I want too.” Trace looked longingly at the bunk beds
before he continued. “And I’m going to get the matching blankets,
and the lamp for my desk.”

She glanced at the bunk beds too. Michael was
about to tell his son that he’d pay the difference when she stepped
in. He was suddenly very glad he’d brought her along.

“That’s a good choice. Of course, you managed
to save over a thousand dollars in such a short time, right?” Trace
nodded and glanced at the bunk beds again. “Maybe you could, I
don’t know, borrow the money from someone. I’m betting you’ll get a
few bucks at your party today, and you’re not really that short,
are you?”

Michael could see the joy leap in Trace’s
eyes, but he didn’t jump at the idea. He’d heard them talking about
how much money he’d had to spend and the difference between the bed
he was getting and the one he wanted was huge. Over a grand
difference.

But Michael liked the bunk beds better too.
They were wooden, solid oak that had a dresser under one end and a
desk the other. The second bed, the lower one, jutted out from
under the first in an L shape. It was well made
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