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Chapter One

Malcolm eyed Gillian with a lustful gaze as she fumbled her clothes back on. “So...Friday night as usual?” he asked, recalling how good it felt to be inside her only moments ago.

Although he much preferred women with their clothes off, he had to admit, Gillian looked pretty damned sexy in a business suit. 

They had been stealing off to his condo a few times during the week for lunch hour quickies for some time now; it was something to hold them over until the weekends and Malcolm thought the arrangement to be perfect.

He’d met her about six months ago while attending a business dinner. He’d been sipping wine and talking to a colleague when he’d glanced across the room and caught her staring at him. The next thing he knew they were banging the hell out of each other in a broom closet. And they’d been banging ever since. 

A property manager with direct competitor of Prestige Developments, Gillian was a very career-driven woman—one who could hold her own in the boardroom as well as in the bedroom. 

She was a female version of himself and shared his view on relationships; that life was too short to be wasted on committed relationships. And he couldn’t have agreed more.

As far as he was concerned the only thing that mattered was sex and after sex nothing else existed.

“Of course, silly,” she said, tossing him a flirtatious glance. “That is, of course, assuming my slave-driving boss lets me out of there at a decent hour. He’s so fucking demanding I’ve about had it with him.”

“Devers?” Malcolm asked with a sneer. “Guy’s an asshole. Always has been.” Malcolm’s rivalry with Glen Devers dated back to their days in university. 

It was a longstanding rivalry that had started over a girl that Glen had had the hots for. But she’d wanted Malcolm instead. And even though Malcolm hadn’t wanted anything other than sex from her, the fact that she’d chosen him over Glen had been a sore spot between him and Glen ever since. 

Years later a part of that rivalry still existed, although these days it mostly manifested itself through business, not women. 

Gillian rolled her eyes. “Ugh. That’s putting it mildly,” she said with a measure of disdain. 

“Poor little princess...” Malcolm teased in a mocking tone.

Gillian picked a pillow up off the floor and tossed it at him, hitting him in the head. 

He grinned, rolling off the bed and began to get dressed.

Generally speaking, he tried not to get too involved with the women he was screwing. It was better that way. Better that he remain as detached as possible. Gillian was in his life for sex and nothing more. 

She looked across at him with a suggestive gaze. “So with what Devers puts me through at work, come Friday, I’m going to need you to give me a good unwinding.”

He shot her a warning look. “Then you’d better come all rested up because I plan on making it an all-nighter.” 

He was grateful for the soundproof walls of his condominium. Had they not been soundproof, the two of them would surely have been arrested for noise disturbances by now. 

Gillian was a loud lover and he loved the noises she made during their wild, sexual romps. And even more so, knowing he was the cause of them. 

He’d always had an insatiable sexual appetite and thought himself a marathon man. 

At times he felt like he could go on for hours without a breather but the women seemed to tire very easily—even Gillian, despite her penchant for sex. 

“Oh, I’m going to be ready for you. You can count on it,” Gillian said.

***

When he arrived back at work, his administrative assistant, Daphne, flagged him down on his way to his desk, telling him a delivery had arrived for him. 

Moments later she appeared in his office with the package. “You’d said you were waiting for an important package to arrive and I wanted to make sure you got this before you left for your meeting this afternoon.” 

Malcolm knew immediately what the package was. It was his paternity test results; and the truth of them would either make or break him.

When he took the package from her, his breath caught in his throat. There were plenty of things he could accept in life, but being a father wasn’t one of them.

His life had been smooth sailing until some woman he didn’t know from a hole in the ground appeared at his office, claiming he’d fathered a child.

Tiffany Weston was adamant that he’d made a baby with her her now deceased sister and had demanded that he take a paternity test.

So he’d taken the test, but only with the intent of proving her wrong.

Approximately two years ago he had been in a strictly sexual relationship with Bettina Weston. And when she faded from his life, he’d quickly replaced her with someone else and he barely thought of her since then.

Until Tiffany showed up with a letter her sister had written which stated that if anything ever happened to her, the father of her baby was to be informed of his child. And much to Malcolm’s chagrin, she’d named him. 

Part of him was certain the whole thing was a scam and that Tiffany’s only motive was to extort money from him so he’d taken the paternity test just to be sure. And now that the results were in he was practically breathing a sigh of relief because he was sure the results would put to rest the silly notion that he’d fathered a baby.

Daphne paused at his desk for a moment, waiting to see if he needed anything else. 

Although conventionally not his type, he thought she was cute. And her resume had been so impressive that the decision to hire her had been an easy one.

He glanced up her, seeing the dimples on either side of her cheeks as she smiled and waited patiently for further instruction from. “Thank you Daph. I appreciate you bringing this to my attention. That’ll be all for now other than, can you send out confirmation of our business contact information to the business directory folks this afternoon? Otherwise they’ll never stop sending us to those annoying little reminder notices.”

“Will do, Mr. Thayer,” she said cheerily, turning to leave.

Despite his apprehension about finding out the paternity test results, he couldn’t resist engaging in a playful moment with her. “Excuse me,” he called out behind her, waiting until she turned around and faced him “...weren’t you scolded once already for calling me 'Mr. Thayer'?” He gave her a cock-eyed stare and a sideways grin.

She slumped her shoulders and let out a giggle. “I was...yes.” She stared sheepishly at him. 

“So how is it that I’m hearing it yet again?” A smile broke on his face. “We’re one big happy family around here so first names only. Got that?” 

“Got it.” She smiled broadly, looking quite amused at his laid back manner.

Judging by her resume her former employers had been an uptight bunch and he wanted to squelch any notion that Prestige Developments was in any way similar. 

He, Connor, the other staff and even the cleaners were a relaxed bunch, and he took pride in the comfortable environment in the office. 

He winked and smiled. “Now that's what I like to hear. Thanks again, Daph.”  

He took a moment and watched her leave before turning his attention to the envelope, feeling confident he would be happy with the results inside.

Without further delay he tore the envelope open, took out the letter and read the results. 

He sank back in the chair, breathing a heavy sigh.

As a man who cherished having any woman he wanted when he wanted, he would never have risked getting one of them pregnant. He valued his freedom way too much. 

He was sure he’d used a condom with Bettina every time they had been together. And she’d assured him plenty of times that she was also on the pill as a safety precaution, because she hadn’t been ready for kids either. 

Very particular about avoiding STD’s, he hadn’t allowed Bettina's use of birth control to deter him from using protection. 

Yet despite all his efforts, his life had ended up in ruins.

Chapter Two

Tiffany peaked inside Abigail’s princess-themed bedroom and was relieved when the sounds of normal sounding breathing hit her ears. 

The baby had come through a severe bout with a cold which had left her with a terrible cough and strained breathing. 

Abigail had been sleeping more peacefully this past week or so, and hadn’t had anymore coughing fits. The doctor’s instructions for helping break-up the phlegm in her chest seemed to have worked and Tiffany was relieved. 

Going from a single, carefree woman to a full-time guardian virtually overnight had been enough in and of itself, so the idea of taking care of a sick baby had added an extra layer fear for her.  

She’d had many sleepless nights this past number of days, keeping her ears peeled for the sounds of Abigail coughing in the middle of the night. She’d even put the baby in bed with her so she would be there in case of an emergency. 

She was trying her best to get everything right but things hadn’t been without their challenges—especially since she had little to no experience with children, let alone a nine-month old baby. 

But with diligence, sound advice from her mother and the stack of parenting books she’d bought, she had to admit, she was starting to get the hang of things. 

It could be said that it was a blessing in disguise that she was so focused on taking care of Abigail, because had she not, her grief over losing Bettina would have been that much worse. At least with having Abigail to take care of, it kept her on her toes and spared less time for her grief.

She had been in the throes of her dream career as a buyer for an exquisite line of designer clothing stores in Toronto. She was at a lavish party at a posh hotel on the night she’d received her mother’s tearful phone call telling her Bettina was gone.

One somber day later she was boarding a plane and flying home to help her mother make funeral arrangements and to assume full responsibility for her nine-month old niece. 

Her mother suggested that she could take guardianship of the child, but Tiffany had flatly refused. She’d made a promise to Bettina on the day Abigail was born to take care of the baby if anything were to ever happen to her.

Bettina’s small two-bedroom apartment was in stark contrast to the enormous condominium Tiffany had shared with a roommate back in Toronto. 

The humbly-furnished apartment was cozy, if nothing else, and was reminiscent of the apartment their mother had raised them in as a single mother on welfare. 

It went without saying that Tiffany and her sister’s lives had gone in very different directions. Bettina had been content to stay close to home and work unassuming, low-paying jobs to pay the bills. But Tiffany’s aspirations to take the fashion world by storm had led her to one of the premiere fashion design schools in the country. 

She’d ended up taking a job as a junior buyer upon graduation, eventually working her way up to head buyer. 

She’d lived her life in a bubble in Toronto, attending lavish parties and schmoozing with important people and had been content with the status quo. 

It had been hard to leave all those privileges behind, but she’d done what she had to do and was taking it all in stride. 

But regardless of how much pride she took in caring for Abigail, she didn’t think it was feasible to do it all alone. 

And that’s where Malcolm Thayer came in.

The only reason she even knew he existed was because Bettina had named him as Abigail’s father in a makeshift will she’d drawn up after Abigail was born.

She’d left explicit instructions to contact Abigail’s birth father if anything happened to her. She left detailed information including the company he ran with his business partner, and his personal cell number. 

Tiffany took the tactful approach at first, attempting to contact him by phone. But when he didn’t bother to return any of her calls, she’d opted for confronting him face-to-face.

She would never forget the look of surprise on his face when she told him the news. And once he’d recovered from the initial shock, he’d gone into denial mode, claiming there was no way he could be the father because he always used protection.

She’d scoffed at him, knowing all too well how it felt to grow up without a father. Some of the pain still lingered all these years later. Not having a father had left an unfillable void in her life. And she didn’t want that for Abigail.

Now that it had been proven that Malcolm was Abigail’s father, she wanted him take responsibility; his daughter deserved at least that much from him. 

Tiffany had left his office with the distinct impression that he was a very worldly man. She knew the type. Men like him thought the world revolved around them and their desires. They lived as loosely and carelessly as they pleased as long as it made them feel good and it didn’t matter how many hearts they left broken in the process.

He was an extremely handsome man. That much was undeniable. With golden blond hair and striking blue eyes, he was sure to have women swooning at his feet.

And in addition to his good looks and the success of his career, he had been born into money. So the notion that he’d been so blessed in life, and yet would choose to deny his own daughter, wasn’t one that sat well with Tiffany.

It was unfortunate that Bettina had wasted her time with a man who’d had no intentions of anything other than having sex with her. 

Tiffany, on the other hand, had had the chance to marry a man, who for all intents and purposes, had been a wonderful man. Ian Marshall had said all the right things and done all the right things, even proposing marriage to her. But she’d refused his offer, choosing instead to focus on her career, figuring marriage and children would come further on down the line.

Sometimes she missed having a man in her life. But she’d come to realize that being single was best for the time being since not having to worry about a man made for a far better state of mind, emotionally speaking.

Her love life aside, even though she was still in the “warming up” stages of her new life taking care of Abigail, it was already difficult to picture her life without the bubbly and pudgy-faced child being a part of it. 

Abigail bore a striking resemblance to Malcolm. Not only did she share the same blue eyes, but the same hair color as well. 

Tiffany was sure the fine, sandy-blondish coloured hair would grow out darker eventually. But for the time being, despite her mixed racial heritage, Abigail’s hair was almost as blond as her father’s. 

Tiffany took an exhausted glance around at the bedroom floor cluttered with Bettina’s clothing.

After procrastinating for weeks, she’d finally gotten around to emptying Bettina’s closet to make room for her own belongings. 

She had bagged all of sister’s things up into garbage bags and would be donating them to charity. 

Had she and Bettina shared the same taste in clothing, she’d have gladly kept some of the clothes for herself. But with Tiffany’s penchant for designer labels, Bettina’s wardrobe choices had been vastly different from hers.  

She tied a knot in the last garbage bag and shoved in the corner along with the others to be ready when the charity group arrived to pick them up tomorrow. 

She’d just gone into the kitchen to take prepare to make supper for that evening when she heard Abigail crying. 

The baby’s afternoon nap had gone on longer than usual and it had worked out well for Tiffany since she’d been able to gather up Bettina’s things without any interruption. At the same time, her spirits were brightened now that Abigail was awake because it meant she could spend some quality time with her. 

She found herself lonely at the best of times but that much more so when Abigail went down for her nap. 

She hated the quietness of the apartment and always found herself going stir crazy without Abigail to keep her preoccupied. She’d never been one much for television so she rarely turned it on. And even with her love of music she could only take so much before growing bored of the constant pounding of noise. She’d come to learn she much preferred the sound of Abigail’s baby babblings as it helped liven up the mood around the apartment where the somberness of Bettina’s passing still made its presence known.

She walked into Abigail’s bedroom and found her sitting up with a look of anguish on her face, her eyes streaming with tears. 

She rushed to her side to soothe her. Babies were very intuitive and she was sure to have sensed the lack of her mother’s presence in her life. She was sure to be confused as to why her mother had been replaced by someone else all these weeks. 

Tiffany told her mommy had gone to heaven, but thought to a baby it probably didn’t mean much. 

“It’s okay, sweetie...auntie’s right here,” Tiffany said warmly. Lifting the baby out of the crib she could see she had wet herself so she carried her over to the change table. 

Abigail’s crying had grown so loud now that she was screeching. But the moment Tiffany broke into the little song she liked singing to her, Abigail’s crying stopped immediately. 

Through tear-soaked eyes she smiled up at Tiffany from the change table, now babbling and giggling as Tiffany continued to sing as she put a fresh, new diaper on her bottom. Her two little front teeth appeared as a smiled filling the corners of her tiny mouth. Tiffany gazed lovingly at the baby, her heart melting at the sight of the little bundle of joy she’d somehow—rather
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