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Chapter One 
 
   Bailey Borders looked at the house number on the printed page, and then looked at the house in front of her.  She swallowed hard.  There was no way this could be the right house, could it?  This place looked like a palace.  She looked down at her torn jeans and her tee shirt with the spit up stain on the shoulder.  She should have taken the time to stop and change somewhere, but how could she do that with the baby?
 
   She turned into the long driveway and pulled up in front of the house.  She was surprised there wasn’t a guard sitting at the gate waiting for her.  It was that kind of house – a colossal brick home with large columns at the front.  She couldn’t see how deep it was, but she’d be willing to bet it was the biggest home she’d ever seen.  Her 1994 Ford Fiesta with the back bumper tied on with a wire, was going to look terribly out of place here.  Everything she owned was in the car.  She and Faith had been evicted from their apartment just that morning.
 
   She said a quick prayer that Steven Tilton was a forgiving man.  She knew her sister had treated him poorly, but now that Angela was gone, Faith needed the support of her father.  She couldn’t keep her if she didn’t get some financial help.  She just couldn’t!  
 
   She hated to go begging, but there was nothing left to do.  She’d used up her savings supporting her sister these last eight months.  Paying for her funeral had been the end of her money.  Period.  She and Faith were about to be evicted, and she’d have nowhere to go.  Please let him understand.
 
   *****
 
   Steven used the remote to snap off the television and grinned at his two friends and business partners.  “Why do we even watch the Superbowl anymore?  We always know who’s gonna win months in advance.”  He raised his glass of whiskey in a toast.  “To Sports Prognosticators Incorporated, the company that revolutionized the sports world!”
 
   “To SPI, the company that revolutionized my sex life!”  Cody couldn’t quite keep the grin from spreading over his face.
 
   “To SPI, the company that made us the richest men in North America!” Justin threw back his drink and the other two followed suit.  “Where would we be today without SPI?”
 
   Steven shrugged.  “I’d be out peddling some other kind of software.  I’d still be a billionaire, though.”  He grinned as he said it to let them know he was half joking.
 
   The other two laughed.  They’d all changed a great deal from those three nerdy college boys who’d placed a bet on the Rams to win the Super Bowl.  
 
   Steven had developed the software based on an idea Cody had.  Justin had run the company.  Even today, Steven was the programmer, Cody the idea man, and Justin the CEO.  They had too many employees to count at their main office in Dallas.  
 
   Steven was happy with his life.  He lived in a huge sprawling mansion in the quiet Southlake suburb of Dallas/Fort Worth.  He worked from home most days, constantly upgrading the software that had made them rich.  Every year on Super Bowl Sunday, the three men got together for a celebration.  Their business had been born on a Super Bowl Sunday, and they were going to celebrate.
 
   Steven’s housekeeper, Connie, usually had Sundays off, but she always came in to cook for them on Super Bowl Sunday.  She made enough snacks they could have fed the entire company, but they never invited anyone else.  They didn’t need anyone else raining on their parade.  Super Bowl Sunday was, and always had been, a celebration for the three of them.  “You boys winding things up?” she asked as she walked into the room and picked up the scattered dishes.
 
   They all looked at one another.  “We probably need some real food.”  Steven looked at the woman who had worked for him since college.  She was his mother’s best friend, so she’d known him all his life.  “Anything in the oven?” His brown eyes pled with her to have mercy on his stomach.
 
   She rolled her eyes at them.  “I’m about to stick some ribeyes and baked potatoes in the oven.  I’ll serve them before I go.  I’d ask you three to make sure your dishes made it to the sink, but I’m not going to waste my breath.  This room is going to look like a tornado came through it in the morning like it always does.”  She shook her head as she left, mumbling something under her breath about knowing his mother had taught him better.
 
   The three men ignored her mumblings, knowing she truly didn’t mind.  It was her job, and she did it without too much complaining.  Steven paid her five times what most women would make at the same job, and she was content.
 
   They were all laughing and joking about a girl Cody and Justin had both had a crush on in college when they heard the doorbell.  Knowing Connie was there and would get it, they ignored the sound.  “If she saw me today, she’d beg me to date her,” Cody bragged.
 
   Justin rolled his eyes.  “She couldn’t stand you.  Even back then, she secretly loved me.  She just didn’t want to get in the way of our friendship.”
 
   “She told me she thought you were a nerd, and she wanted me to meet her on the top floor of the library behind the stacks.  She just didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”
 
   Steven grinned at the antics of his friends.  They were both insane.  
 
   Connie stepped into the living room then with a strange look on her face.  “Steven, you need to come with me for a minute.”
 
   “Can’t it wait?” Everyone knew he spent Super Bowl Sunday with his two best friends.  Everyone he cared about in the world was in this room.  Why would anyone come here today?  If he didn’t know them, then he didn’t care to see them.
 
   She shook her head.  The look in her eyes had Steven getting to his feet to walk toward the door.  “Be right back, guys.”
 
   He followed her to a formal living area used only for show.  He didn’t entertain much.  He was too busy working.  “Who was at the door?”  Who was important enough to pull him away from his annual celebration with his friends?
 
   “Angela’s sister.”  
 
   Angela?  He’d dated her three times what?  Eight months ago?  What was her sister doing in his house?  Angela was a heartless bitch, and he never cared to see her again.  “What’s she doing here?  Why didn’t you just tell her to get out?”
 
   Connie shook her head, indicating the closed door.  “You need to talk to her.”  The look in her eyes told him there was a lot more going on than he realized.
 
   He sighed and opened the door, stepping into the room.  Her back was to him, but her blond hair was just like her sister’s.  Her figure was just as curvy as her sister’s from behind, but where Angela had been tall, almost five-ten, this girl was much shorter.  Maybe five-three, he guessed.  “What do you want?”  His voice sounded harsh even to his own ears.  He couldn’t imagine Angela’s sister being anyone he wanted to have any type of contact with, though, and the sooner he made that clear, the better for everyone involved.
 
   She turned, and for the first time, he saw the baby in her arms.  He had never met Angela’s sister.  Of course, Angela never talked about anyone but herself, so how would he know she had a sister?  
 
   “I’m Bailey, Angela’s little sister.”  She pulled the pink blanket away from the baby’s face.  “You’re a daddy.”  She watched his face carefully for a reaction.  Angela had told her a lot about him, including the fact she’d never told him she was pregnant.  
 
   He raised an eyebrow.  “I know for a fact she was sleeping with someone else while we were dating.  What makes you think she’s mine?”  He couldn’t take his eyes off the little bundle in the woman’s arms.  Why did he feel like that tiny thing was his responsibility, even though he knew she couldn’t be his child.
 
   Bailey shook her head.  “She’s yours.  Angela told me she was.”  He had to believe her.
 
   He stared at her for a moment.  Despite her innocent face, she lied as well as her sister.  “So?  What do you want me to do about it?”  He’d get a paternity test to prove he wasn’t the baby’s father.  There was no way anyone was going to sue him for paternity for a kid who wasn’t even his.
 
   “I want you to pay child support for starters.  I can’t raise her on my own.”  Her voice shook as she said the words, but her chin was lifted and her eyes were steady on his.  She blinked to keep the tears that were making her eyes shine from falling.
 
   “Where’s Angela?”  Why wasn’t the bitch raising her own kid?  He should have known she’d dump her on the first person she saw.  It was so typical of Angela.
 
   She shook her head, tears coming to her eyes.  “She was killed by a drunk driver last month.”  She sniffed.  “I’ve tried to hold it together.  I really have, but Faith got sick, and I lost my job because I had to take too many days off to take care of her.  The daycare wouldn’t take her when she was sick.”  She sucked in a deep breath.  “We got evicted this morning.  We have nowhere to go.  If you could pay child support, then we can make it until I find a job and a place to stay.”
 
   He looked more closely at Bailey’s face.  Despite its natural beauty, there were dark circles under her eyes.  She looked as if she hadn’t slept in weeks.  A strong wind could blow her over, she was so tiny.  He felt a strong surge of protectiveness, both for the baby and her caretaker.
 
   He sighed.  She seemed real.  Maybe all the bitch genes had gone to her sister.  “I have a better idea.  Why don’t the two of you move in here with me?  I’ll pay you to be her nanny.”  What was he saying?  He had no idea how to raise a baby.  Especially a girl.  What would he do with a baby girl?
 
   She stared at him with wide eyes.  “Live here?  I couldn’t do that.”  She shook her head.  “We’ll find a place.  We can stay in a cheap hotel until we do.  Please, just help me out.”  She wouldn’t fit in here.  All she needed was some financial help.  She didn’t need him or anyone else beyond that.  And she was doing nothing wrong by asking for the financial help, she told herself for the umpteenth time.  It was his child, and he had more than enough money to pay for her support.
 
   “If that’s really my baby, I want her living under my roof, getting the full benefit of being my daughter.”  Why was he saying that?  He knew for a fact the baby wasn’t his, but he couldn’t resist the look in Bailey’s eyes.  What was it about her that was keeping him from throwing her out on her ear?
 
   Bailey bit her lip staring at him.  It would solve a lot of problems, but Angela said he was an overbearing controlling psychopath.  He seemed normal, and Angela had been more than a little crazy herself.  What should she do?  She looked down at little Faith and nodded.  “Do you want to hold her?”  Agreeing was the only sensible thing to do.
 
   He stared at her wide-eyed, but took the baby when she held her out to him.  She was so tiny, he was afraid he’d drop her on her head.  Would she get permanent brain damage from that?
 
   Steven looked down at the innocent child sleeping in his arms.  Whoever’s baby she was, she deserved a good home.  He could provide one.  He’d let Bailey raise her and ignore her until she turned eighteen.  When you had money, you didn’t need to raise a child.  You paid to have it done. 
 
   He’d go ahead and have a paternity test done just in case she changed her mind and decided to sue him for paternity.  He’d figure out what to do with both of them.  Somehow.
 
   His friends had come up behind him, and the three men stood staring down at the baby in Steven’s arms.  “Is she yours?”  Cody looked from his friend to the baby.  “She doesn’t look like you.”
 
   Steven shrugged.  “I seriously doubt it.  Bailey said she is.  We’ll do a paternity test.”   He didn’t tell his friends there was no way she possibly could be his.  He didn’t want to upset Bailey.
 
   Cody and Justin seemed to notice Bailey standing there for the first time.  Cody let out a low whistle.  “Does she come with the baby?”  His eyes travelled up and down her body.  Even in her ripped jeans and stained tee shirt, she was worth looking at.
 
   Bailey self-consciously crossed her arms over her chest.  These men were sizing her up as if she were something they were considering purchasing.
 
   “Apparently, she does.  She’s the baby’s aunt and the new nanny.”  And he’d officially lost his mind taking in a woman and a baby off the street.  Maybe he’d get that Eagle Scout badge after all.
 
   He walked into the hallway and called for Connie.  She appeared immediately as if she’d just been lurking around the corner waiting for her name to be called.  “Yes?”
 
   “Show Bailey to a room.  The baby needs one too.  Take care of it.”  He turned and walked back into the living room with his friends trailing behind.  He still held Faith in his arms as he waited for the women to deal with the room arrangements.  
 
   Cody turned the television back on.  “Let’s watch the highlights from the game.  Do you think the baby likes football?”
 
   

 
   

Chapter Two
 
    
 
   After the men left, Bailey looked at Connie with wide confused eyes.  “I guess I’m going to be living here.”  She felt like someone had steamrolled right over her.  She was too tired to care today, but tomorrow she’d try.  She really would.
 
   Connie reached out and patted her arm.  She hadn’t liked Angela the one time she’d met her, but this girl, a smaller version of her sister, seemed like good people.  “You’re going to be okay now.”
 
   Looking around, Bailey felt completely out of her league.  Any minute, someone was going to realize she was there, and they were going to kick her out.  She shouldn’t even be walking into a house like this.  She was just a poor preacher’s girl from Hamlin, Texas.  She didn’t belong in a place like this.
 
   “I’ll show you to your room and the baby’s room, and then I need to get dinner on the table before Steven is ready for it.”  She turned and led the way up a flight of stairs.  Bailey hurried along behind her.
 
   She was shown to a small empty room. “Will this work for the baby’s room?  You can pick out some furniture and have it delivered.  Unless you brought some?”  She glanced at Bailey as she asked the question.
 
   Bailey shook her head.  “I had to sell everything that wouldn’t fit in my car.”  They’d never had much for the baby anyway.  Just a small bassinet and a few clothes and diapers.
 
   “We’ll get everything she needs.  Steven doesn’t know what to do with half the money he makes.”  She went back out into the hall and opened another door.  “This will be your room.”  Bailey looked around.  The room was as big as half the house she’d grown up in.  There was a huge bathroom leading off from it.  Bailey smiled.  Was it okay she liked the idea of moving into this beautiful home, and letting the baby’s sexy daddy handle everything?
 
   It was directly across the hall from the baby’s room, so she’d be able to hear her at night when she cried.  The room was perfect.
 
   “It’s beautiful.  Thank you!”  This place made her feel like Eliza Doolittle.  “Oh, I couldn’t live ‘ere Missus.  It’s too good for the likes of me.  I should be afraid to touch anyfin’.  I ain’t a duchess yet y’now.”
 
   Connie laughed delightedly.  “My Fair Lady!  We’ll have to watch it together sometime.”
 
   Bailey grinned at Connie conspiratorially.  “I love that movie.  I’m always up for a good musical.”  Musicals and old movies were all she’d been allowed to watch on television when she was younger.  Now she chose to watch them, because they were so much fun.
 
    “What’s the baby’s name?”  
 
   “Olivia Faith, but I call her Faith.”  Angela had chosen the name, and had been annoyed when Bailey began calling her Faith.  It suited the little girl so much better than Olivia, though.  She’d ignored Angela’s gripes about the name she used, because Angela barely had time for the baby anyway.  Bailey had been her caregiver since she was born.
 
   “Faith.  I like that.”   She patted Baily on the arm.  “I’m glad you’ve come to us.  I think you’re just what Steven needs.”
 
   Bailey sat down on the edge of the bed, worn out from her stressful day.  Getting kicked out of her apartment and driving halfway across Texas with an infant was not a restful way to spend a Sunday.
 
   “I’ll be serving dinner in an hour.  Come down and I’ll introduce you to all my boys.”  
 
   “Your boys, huh?”  She liked how the housekeeper talked about the three men.  They obviously weren’t her sons, but she seemed to love them as if they were.
 
   “I claim them most of the time.”  She winked ready to leave to go downstairs and start dinner and see how the boys were doing with that baby.
 
   Bailey smiled up at Connie.  “I’m going to unload my car, and I’ll be down in an hour.”  She rolled her shoulders.  She was already stiff from the long drive.  The idea of bringing stuff up the stairs made her want to put it off until morning, but she knew she needed to get Faith’s things up right away.  And it would be so nice to change into some clean clothes.
 
   Within the hour, Bailey had carried all of her meager belongings up the stairs and taken a quick shower.  She glanced at the clock after dressing.  She had a minute or two, and she needed to make sleeping arrangements for the baby before dinner.  She looked around her room trying to figure out what to do, and smiled as inspiration struck.
 
   She walked to the big chest of drawers and pulled out the bottom drawer, setting it on the floor.  She lined the inside with the comforter from the bed and nodded to herself.  That would be the perfect crib for tonight.  She could sleep with just one blanket.
 
   She didn’t know where the kitchen was, so she wandered around the downstairs looking for it.  The house was so big, she was sure she’d get lost more times than she wanted to think about.  
 
   She followed the sounds of the men’s voices and walked in on them sitting down to the table.  The baby was nowhere in sight.  “Where’s Faith?”  She felt a moment of panic when the baby wasn’t where she’d left her.
 
   Steven gestured to the kitchen and she saw Connie standing looking down at the baby with joy on her face.  “They’re so beautiful when they’re asleep.”  She looked at Bailey standing beside the table.  “You need to sit down and eat.  I’ll take care of the baby for now.  Where are you going to put her tonight?”
 
   “I turned a drawer in my room into a makeshift crib.  It’ll work for one night.”
 
   Connie nodded.  “I’ll just take her up there now and sit with her until you’re done.  You won’t be able to hear her cry from here.”
 
   “Thank you!”  Bailey couldn’t protest, because she hadn’t been able to eat all day.  She was starving and the steak on her plate looked too good to pass up.
 
   She slipped into the chair, feeling tiny surrounded by the three huge men.  She looked from Justin to Cody.  “Hi, I’m Bailey.”  All three of the men had dark hair and eyes.  “Are y’all brothers?”
 
   One of them laughed.  “Not quite.  Although, we’re closer than a lot of brothers.”  He winked at Bailey.  “I’m Cody.”
 
   The other one grinned.  “I’m Justin.”
 
   “Have y’all been friends long?”  She cut up her steak as she asked.               She was so hungry she wanted to just gobble her food too quickly.  She knew by starting a conversation with them, she’d be forced to eat at a slower pace.
 
   Steven nodded.  “We met our freshman year in college.  They’re my business partners.”  
 
   “Oh.  What do y’all do?”  She thought it would be nice to work with people you were closer to than most brothers.  They seemed to have it all.
 
   Steven’s eyes widened.  “Your sister didn’t tell you much about me, did she?”  What was he thinking inviting a woman who looked that much like Angela to live with him?  Was he insane?  It had been easy to get rid of Angela, because she had the personality of a violated parking meter.  Bailey seemed to be nothing like her sister.  How many people would throw their lives away to raise a niece?
 
    Bailey shook her head.  “Nothing nice, anyway.”  Her impish look made Steven grin.
 
   Cody laughed at that.  “Yeah, we never said much nice about Angela either.”  After a moment, he realized that may not have been the best thing to say.  Cody had always been one to talk before thinking.  Saying something mean about her recently deceased sister was probably not the best thing to do.
 
   Bailey sighed.  “I wish there had been more nice things to say about my sister.”  She cut off a piece of her steak.  “I miss her, though.”  And she did.  Angela had been the only family she had left, and thinking of her being gone made Bailey want to start crying again then and there.
 
   “Our company provides software for sports teams.  It basically predicts who will win sporting events and helps put the best teams together.”  Cody’s voice was full of enthusiasm as he said it.  It was obvious he thought he had the most amazing product in the world.  “We also have a line for the fantasy league players.”
 
   “Oh.  Um…that sounds interesting.”  Bailey took a sip of her water.
 
   Cody laughed.  “She thinks our company is dull.”  He poked Justin.  “We’re billionaires, and she thinks we’re dull.”  Cody sounded positively thrilled to know she wasn’t afraid to show her real emotions. 
 
   Bailey flushed.  “I didn’t say that!”  She’d thought it though.  Bailey rated sports right up there with a trip to the dentist.
 
   Justin grinned at her.  “No, you just thought it.  Poor Steven.  He has to live with a girl who thinks his software is dull.”  He looked over at Steven and waited for a reaction.
 
   Bailey’s eyes widened at that.  “No, we’re not living together.  I’m just his nanny!”  They didn’t think she’d be sleeping with him, did they?  How could they think that?  
 
   Even Steven had to laugh at that.  “They’re just harassing you.  Don’t worry about them.”  He enjoyed the blushes they were getting out of Bailey.  She was obviously as different from her sister as night and day.
 
   Cody winked at her again.  “If you ever get sick of living with this freak, the pillow beside mine will be waiting for you.”  
 
   She blushed.  “Umm.  I think I should go check on the baby.”  She jumped up from the table amidst a chorus of laughter and ran up the stairs, rushing into her room.  “I’m done eating.  I’ll take over here.”  
 
   Connie had been sitting on the bed.  “That sounds good.  I’ll be back in the morning.”  She stood and stretched.  “Don’t even think about cleaning up the mess those boys made.  I’ll get to it in the morning.  You look like you need a good night’s sleep.”
 
   “You don’t live here?”  Why hadn’t she asked before?  She should have asked.  Oh, what was wrong with her today?
 
   Connie shook her head.  “Oh no.  I have an apartment in Grapevine.  I’m usually only here Monday through Friday.”   She patted Bailey’s arm on her way out of the room.
 
   Bailey bit her lip.  She didn’t like the idea of living alone with a man.  She looked down at Faith and nodded to herself.  For Faith, she’d do anything.  The baby meant everything to her.
 
   *****
 
   He saw her carrying the baby down the steps in her car seat the following morning.  “Is that your car in front of the house?” he asked Bailey.  She nodded.  “You’re not taking Faith anywhere in that thing ever again.  In fact, with the shape it’s in, you’re never getting into it again either.”  The tone of his voice brooked no argument, but she had to try.
 
   Why did he think he had the right to dictate what she did?  She wasn’t his child!  “I need to go to the store to buy diapers and formula.  Are you going to babysit her while I do that?  Or are you going to go buy formula and diapers?”  She knew he wasn’t willing to watch Faith.  Why was he so unwilling to be close to his daughter?
 
   He backed up a step.  “I’m getting you a new car.  I’ll have it delivered tomorrow.”  He wasn’t going to watch the baby or buy diapers.  He’d call and have a personal shopper do it for him if he had to.  The easiest answer was Connie, though.  She wouldn’t mind.  
 
   “You can have cars delivered?” Her voice echoed the amazed look on her face.
 
   He laughed.  “With enough money you can have just about anything done.”  He loved how innocent she was about money.  Her sister had known exactly how to use it, and had expected him to buy her an expensive gift every time they went out.  She was a refreshing change.
 
   “Well how will I feed her and diaper her today?”  She only had two diapers left and enough formula for one more bottle.  They wouldn’t make it through the next three hours, let alone the next twenty-four.
 
   He shrugged.  “Connie can go.  Make her a list.”  His tone of voice made it clear he was used to ordering others to do whatever he didn’t want to do.
 
   “Faith has been riding in that car since the day she was born.  It’s never hurt her.”  She had to make one more protest.  She couldn’t just let a man she’d met the day before buy her a car.  People didn’t really do that, did they?
 
   “There’s always a first time.  I didn’t know about her before.  Now that I do, she’s not riding in that rattle-trap.”  He didn’t say another word as he turned to go back into his office.
 
   Bailey turned and stalked to the kitchen to make a list for Connie.  “Your daddy is a pain in the butt, Faithy.”
 
   “I heard that!”
 
   “You were meant to!”
 
   *****
 
   Bailey rubbed her eyes as she quietly closed the baby’s door.  Faith had woken up hungry at two in the morning, and she’d been in feeding her.  She wasn’t sure where Steven’s room was in this monstrosity of a house, but she didn’t want to disturb him.
 
   She stumbled toward her room yawning widely.  She didn’t see Steven until she bumped into him.  “I’m sorry!”  How could she be so tired she didn’t even sense him there?  He was the most attractive man she’d ever met, and she didn’t notice him in the hall?
 
   He grabbed her shoulders to steady her.  His eyes traveled up and down her scantily clad body.  She was wearing a thin tank top and a pair of short sleep shorts.  One breast was wet and the nipple was hard as if begging for his attention.
 
   He didn’t think about what he was doing, he just pulled her against him, molding her body to his.  His lips crushed hers, his hands roaming along her back and down to her buttocks.  
 
   Half asleep, she didn’t even think about resisting.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and held on for dear life, opening her mouth under his to welcome his tongue.  She felt her blood pounding in her veins. 
 
   One hand went unerringly to her nipple, stroking its hard peak through her tank where the baby had drooled on her. The baby.  She pressed against his chest to push him away, her breath coming in short quick pants.  What was she thinking?
 
   He backed up a step, trying to force his mind to wrap around the situation.  What was he doing?  It was the middle of the night, and he was molesting his nanny in the hallway.   “What are you doing out here dressed like that?”  His voice was gruff with sleep and passion.
 
   She sucked in another breath, staring at him with wide-eyes.  Why did she feel so much with him, when she’d felt nothing with her former fiancé, whom she’d loved?  Or had she?
 
   “I’m sorry.  The baby woke up and I went to her.  I should have grabbed a robe.”  She felt like an idiot.  Did he think she’d deliberately tried to entice him?   Of course, she couldn’t have expected him to be in the hall at this hour of the morning.
 
   “Yes, you should have.  If you’re going to wander around in the middle of the night dressed like that, I’ll take you up on what you’re offering.”  He stormed off down the stairs to get the snack he’d gotten up for in the first place.  It was bad enough he’d spent half the night lying awake thinking about the sexy nanny down the hall.  He couldn’t believe she’d been running around half naked in the middle of the night.  He’d never be able to sleep again.  What had made him think this was a good idea?
 
    
 
   

 
   

Chapter Three 
 
   The following evening, he walked into the kitchen to find her holding the baby talking to her in a low voice.   “So tell me why you’re raising your sister’s baby instead of having your own?”  She looked like a natural mother standing there with that baby in her arms.  He’d never given a thought to having children, but suddenly the idea appealed to him.
 
   She shrugged.  “The right guy hasn’t come along I guess.”  And it was none of his business anyway.  She was still annoyed with him for acting like a jerk in the middle of the night.  It wasn’t her fault he was up wandering around instead of sleeping like a normal human being.
 
   He raised an eyebrow.  “So there’s no one serious in your life?”  He knew it really wasn’t his place to ask, but he found himself very interested in this sweet girl.  Her story, and whether she’d just up and take off leaving him with a kid who wasn’t his, interested him.  He’d had her investigated, of course, and knew most of it, but he wanted to hear it from her lips.
 
   She sighed.  “There was, but now there’s not.”  That should be enough to satisfy his nosiness.  
 
   “When?”
 
   “When what?”  What was he talking about now?
 
   “When was there someone in your life?”
 
   “I was supposed to get married over the summer, but he ran off with my best friend instead.”  She sighed.  Why had she just admitted that to him?  Now he’d give her the pitying looks she’d gotten every time she’d left her home in Hamlin.  She hated those looks.
 
   “Sounds like a winner.”  His nose wrinkled a little as he made his opinion of her former fiancé obvious.
 
   She smiled.  “Yeah.  He was a real winner all right.  I knew I wasn’t very broken up about it, when I realized I was more upset about not getting to go to the beach for my honeymoon than I was about not getting married.”  She shoved the baby toward him.  “Here hold her for a second while I wash my hands.  I need to fix her a bottle.”
 
   He took Faith automatically looking down at her.  He’d only held her the night she came to live with him.  Never since.  She looked up at him with her big blue eyes and made a happy sound in her throat.  He couldn’t help but smile.  “She looks fatter.”
 
   Bailey glanced at him over her shoulder.  “Her face is just filling out a little.  Babies need to have chubby cheeks anyway.  They’re so much fun to pinch!” She quickly mixed the formula and turned back to them.  He looked so adorable standing there staring down at Faith.  What was it about a man holding a baby that made her heart beat faster?
 
   She set the bottle on the counter and took the baby from him, unable to avoid the way her body brushed up against his as she did.  She swallowed hard and looked at him through her eyelashes to see if it had affected him like it had her.  His expression was unreadable.
 
   She efficiently popped the nipple into the baby’s mouth, leaning back against the counter to feed her.  If he hadn’t been there, she’d have taken Faith up to her room to sit in the glider rocker he’d bought for them.  Faith’s room was now beautifully furnished with everything she could possibly need for the baby.  She had been awed by his generosity.  He hadn’t even had the paternity test done yet.
 
   “Where were you going for your honeymoon?” The words cut into her thoughts.
 
   She looked up at him startled.  Was he still thinking about that?  “Galveston.  I’ve never seen the ocean before.”  She sighed thinking about it.  She’d never been on a plane or left Texas.  She’d rarely been away from Hamlin for more than a few hours at a time.  For her honeymoon, Bradley was going to drive her to Galveston, and they were going to spend a couple of days on the beach.  It had sounded like heaven.
 
   He lifted an eyebrow.  “He knew you’d never see the ocean, and he was going to take you to Galveston?  Their beaches are awful.  He couldn’t be a man and spring for something exotic like South Padre?”  His expression showed plainly what he thought of both of the Texas beaches.
 
   She shrugged.  “We didn’t have money to throw away.”  She wasn’t trying to defend Bradley, because he didn’t deserve it.  She simply didn’t think he understood there were people who couldn’t go through money like it was water.
 
   “He sounds like a jerk.”
 
   “You know, I’m realizing more and more how lucky I am that he backed out before it was too late.”  She kept watching the baby, rather than letting him see her face as she said those words.  She didn’t want him to realize he was the one who’d brought her to that realization.  His kiss had already taught her she wouldn’t have been happy with Bradley.  There had been no real spark between them.  If she got engaged again, it would be to a man who could make her blood boil.
 
   He smiled.  “You are lucky.”  He finished fixing his sandwich and with a casual, “Goodnight,” thrown over his shoulder, he went back to his office.  
 
   As soon as he’d shut the door, he picked up the phone.  When he, Justin and Cody had made their first billion, they’d taken a vacation to the island of Motu Tane.  It was a private island they’d rented for the week.  Everything they’d wanted had been within their reach.  They’d lived in a virtual palace, and had staff to see to every one of their needs.  
 
   Valentine’s Day was just a week away, and he was taking his little nanny to see the beach.  She was going to see the ocean in style.  Not from some little two star hotel in Galveston.  She deserved better.  He grinned.  For some reason, he wanted to make her happy.  Life had thrown her some curves, including the baby she was raising, and she deserved better.
 
   Justin had been making noise about needing to have a business meeting anyway.  He’d just have the meeting on Motu Tane.  The others wouldn’t argue.  They could bring dates if they wanted.  He grinned.  He’d just make sure to invite them a day late, so he and Bailey could have some time alone together.
 
   *****
 
   Bailey needed to do some shopping for Faith and wasn’t comfortable asking Steven for money, so she asked Connie how to handle it.  Steven had furnished her room, but there were little things she still needed, a lot of little things, and Faith had almost outgrown her zero to three month clothes.  Connie pulled out a credit card and handed it to her.  “Just use this.  Steven pays it.”
 
   Bailey looked down at the card.  “Will he mind you loaning it to me?”  She’d never had use of someone else’s money before, and it made her more than a little nervous.
 
   Connie shook her head.  “You really need to wait until the car is delivered, though.  He said it should be here this morning.”  
 
   Bailey sighed.  “I wish he’d just let me use mine.  I feel weird driving other people’s cars.”  She’d never driven a brand new car in her life.  All her cars had been used when she’d gotten them, and she drove them until they couldn’t be driven any longer.
 
   Connie laughed.  “The car will be for your use and your use only.  Think of it as your car.  He probably won’t let you drive yours again anyway.  It’s too old.”  Connie shook her head.  “I’d be willing to bet money, he’s already arranged for it to be towed.”
 
   Bailey shrugged.  “I’ve been driving it for years.”  She wasn’t particularly attached to her car, but it probably had another good few months in it before it died on her.
 
   “It shows.  Trust me on this.  Drive what he tells you to drive.”
 
   Bailey nodded and headed back upstairs.  Hopefully the car would be there soon, so she could go get the errands taken care of.
 
   Connie came and found her in Faith’s room less than an hour later.  “Your new car’s here.”  She held a set of car keys out to her.
 
   She looked up nervously not reaching out for the keys.  “What did he get?”  She was almost afraid to know.  Hopefully something she wouldn’t be afraid to get behind the wheel of.
 
   “Cadillac Escalade.  He wanted you to drive something big with more protection for the baby is what he told me.”
 
   Her eyes widened.  “An Escalade?  I’d be afraid I’d wreck it.  Those things cost a fortune!”  She couldn’t drive something like that.  She’d worry about every scratch.
 
   Connie handed her the keys.  “Enjoy.”
 
   Bailey stared down at the keys in her hand wondering what she should do.  She wouldn’t feel comfortable driving a luxury SUV.  She knew she wouldn’t.  On the other hand, Steven had a point about her car.  It had broken down on her more times than she could count.  She shrugged.  It was his baby.
 
   Within a few minutes she was off to get the things the baby needed driving the Escalade.  He was the boss, and she wasn’t going to fight with him over it.  If he wanted her to drive an expensive vehicle, that was his prerogative.  
 
   She had to admit the leather interior felt luxurious to drive.  She’d never even been inside a vehicle like this, and found she loved it.  How was she ever going to be able to go back to driving cars she could afford?
 
   When she got back, she carried the sleeping baby up the stairs in her car seat.  Slipping her out, she put her in her crib and left the room.  She carried in several bags of baby paraphernalia.  On her second trip in, Steven came out of his office to stop her.  “I need to talk to you for a moment.”
 
   Her eyes widened.  Had she done something wrong?  “Sure.”  Was he upset she’d spent more money on Faith without his permission?  Bonnie had said it would be okay.  
 
   He opened the door to his office wider, nodding his head toward the room to indicate he wanted her there.  “Sit.”  He pointed to the brown leather couch taking up one wall of the room.
 
   She’d been in there before, but hadn’t really noticed the room.  It was huge.  One entire wall was taken up by a computer desk and book shelf.  There was the couch she was seated on, an executive desk and chair in the middle of the room, and two chairs for someone meeting with him.
 
   He took one of the chairs and turned it to face her.  “One thing we haven’t discussed is business trips.  While Faith is so young, I don’t want to leave her behind while I travel.  I’d rather she went with me, which means you need to travel with me as well.  I leave Sunday evening for a trip, and I need you to be packed and ready to go.”  It was the best reason she had to go to the beach he could come up with on short notice.  Hopefully she wouldn’t see right through him.
 
   “You want to take an infant on a plane?  Where are we going?”  Her mind went through all the things she’d need to take to make Faith comfortable while traveling.  It was mind-boggling.
 
   “It’s my private plane, so it won’t disturb anyone.  Pack summer clothes and bathing suits.  That type of thing.”  He shrugged as if it should be a simple matter to just drop everything and pack up for a trip.  
 
   “Where are we going?” Her voice was more insistent this time.  She really did need to know so she could pack appropriately.  What if he wanted to leave the US?  She didn’t even have a passport.
 
   “Does it matter?  I’m going and you’re going with me.”   He didn’t want to tell her where they were going, and he certainly wasn’t going to tell her they were taking the trip just for her.  He couldn’t wait to see his little nanny’s face when she saw the ocean for the first time.  “I’ll arrange to get you a passport.”  It seemed as if he’d read her mind.
 
   She bit her lip.  She wanted to tell him she wouldn't go, but she couldn’t do that.  Couldn’t he ever ask for anything?  Everything was an order coming from him.  “Have you ever asked anyone to do anything in your life?  Were you born ordering people around?”  She was stalling, and she knew it.  How could she make a decision about whether to go on a trip with him without a minute to think about it?
 
   “I had a swastika painted on my diaper.  You’ll be ready.”  It wasn’t a question.  She wondered what he’d do if she started calling him Mein Furher.
 
   It was Thursday, so she only had two days to pack.  “I don’t know if I have the right clothes,” she stalled.  She wasn’t trying to get him to buy her anything new; she was genuinely hoping she could get out of going with him until Faith was a little older.
 
   “Buy them.  Use the same credit card you used for Faith’s stuff.  Spend whatever you want.  Just make sure you’re ready for a week-long warm climate vacation on Sunday afternoon.”
 
   She sighed.  She had the clothes, because she’d bought them for her honeymoon, and he knew it.  “All right.  Faith and I will be ready.”  She really felt reluctant about going with him, and it wasn’t just the baby.  She simply didn’t feel right going on vacation with a man she barely knew.
 
   They both stood at the same time, and she found herself too close to him.  She tried to take a step back, but the couch was there.  He’d pulled the chair over too close for her to have any room.  
 
   Her breasts brushed against his chest, and she sucked in a breath.  What was it about him that kept her senses alive?
 
   As soon as they came into contact with one another, he felt a jolt of electricity spread through his body.  His fingers went to stroke the side of her cheek.  Why did he feel like he needed to protect her as much as he wanted her?
 
   “I...uh…I think I hear the baby crying!”  She couldn’t meet his eyes as she said it.  She quickly dashed from the room without looking at him.  She hoped there were going to be a lot of people around on this business trip, because she wasn’t sure how much longer the morals her daddy had pounded into her head were going to stick.
 
   She ran up the stairs, forgetting the bags of baby things in his office.  She went into the baby’s room and started putting away the things she’d brought up previously, remembering right away she’d forgotten two bags in his office, but not willing to go back for them.  She needed a little time before she’d be ready to face him again.
 
   While Faith slept, she hung her sweet little dresses in the closet and put away diapers in her changing table.  She was almost done when the door opened.  She looked up and immediately blushed.
 
   “You forgot these in my office,” he whispered noting the baby was asleep.  He put the two bags on the floor inside the door.  “Guess you didn’t hear the baby after all.”
 
   She shook her head.  “She was still asleep.”  She couldn’t meet his eyes.  “Thanks for bringing those up for me.”  She hated that he’d caught her in the lie.  Would he think less of her for it?
 
   “No problem.”  He walked into the room and looked down at the sleeping child.  “Don’t you worry you’ll wake her if you’re in here rummaging around while she’s asleep?”
 
   “Nahh.  I’ve known people who would deliberately vacuum their baby’s room while the baby was sleeping to get them used to sleeping during loud noises.”  Not that she’d ever do it, but she’d heard it worked wonders.  It just seemed cruel somehow.
 
   She picked up the bags he’d brought in and started to put things away.  “You know you don’t have to be afraid of me, right?”  He was standing so close to her, she felt overpowered.  She’d never been so aware of another person in her life.  Why did he affect her this way?
 
   Her head jerked to look at his face.  Was she that obvious?  “I’m not exactly afraid of you….”  She couldn’t even finish her sentence.  She wasn’t afraid, though.  It was more of an awareness of him she’d never experienced with anyone else.
 
   He raised an eyebrow, his face transformed by a smirk.  “Really?  You’re not afraid of me?”  He was laughing at her, and she knew it.
 
   She blushed.  “I’m just not….comfortable around you.”  That was putting it mildly.  It was like saying sleeping on a bed of nails wasn’t as comfortable as a feather bed.
 
   He took the bag from her and held each of her hands in his own.  “Why not?”  He liked how flustered she was around him, but knew he’d like it more if she gave in to the feelings he could see in her eyes.
 
   “I…I’m not sure I can put it into words.”  She couldn’t look above the collar of his shirt.  She did know how to put it into words, though.  I’m in complete lust with you and don’t know what to do about it.  I’m torn, because I don’t think I should sleep with you, but I want to.  I want to be close to you in every way a human being can be close to another.
 
   “Try.”
 
   She swallowed hard.  “Well, to be honest, after that kiss in the hall the other night, I’m just a little bit embarrassed.”  There.  That should satisfy him.  And it was the truth…..sort of.
 
   “Why?  You’ve been kissed before, right?”  He was staring straight at her lips, like he wanted to kiss them again.  She needed to get away from him, but when she’d tried that, he’d just followed her.
 
   She felt like her face was on fire.  “Yeah, but never like that.”  She had been kissed, but only by one man, and he hadn’t been half as good at it as Steven was.  She couldn’t say that without her face burning off, though.
 
   He had to fight to keep the grin from his face.  “What was different about my kiss?  Didn’t your fiancé kiss you?”  He pressed the issue, knowing he was embarrassing her, but hoping she would admit how she was feeling.
 
   She shrugged.  “He kissed me all the time.  I felt like all I did was fight his hands off.”  She sounded exasperated now, but she wasn’t sure how to hide it any longer.
 
   He couldn’t keep the grin from spreading across his face anymore.  “I see.  You didn’t like it when he kissed you and touched you.”  He paused until her eyes finally met his.  “You liked it when I touched you, though, right?”
 
   She nodded helplessly, mesmerized by his brown eyes.  How much longer could she stand here having this conversation with him without getting so embarrassed she ran from the room?
 
   “Would you like it if I kissed you again?” he asked, his eyes staring into hers.
 
   When she didn’t answer, he lowered his head slowly, giving her plenty of time to back away if she didn’t want this.  When she didn’t say anything, he brushed his lips across hers, barely touching her, then came back and kissed the corners of her mouth.  
 
   Her arms came up as if of their own accord and wrapped around his neck.  His arms went around her as he pulled her body flush with his.  He deepened the kiss, gently tracing the seam of her lips with his tongue.  
 
   She let out a low moan in the back of her throat, surprising them both.  His hands went to her buttocks as he gently slid his tongue into her mouth.  He kept his passion under control this time, understanding better how innocent she truly was.
 
   His hand moved around to cup her breast, gently molding it in the palm of his hand.  She tore herself away.
 
   He groaned.  What was wrong?  Then he heard it, too.  Faith was crying.  How was he ever going to get the nanny into bed if the baby was always crying?  He needed to get another nanny so he could properly seduce the first one.  
 
   She’d already turned away from him and lifted the baby from her crib, bouncing her slowly back and forth.  “You need your diaper changed, don’t you Faithy?”  She carried the baby over and laid her on her on changing table, opening the drawer at the top to pull out the things she needed.  She carefully kept her eyes on the baby and acted as if he wasn’t in the room.  Maybe he’d take the hint and leave.
 
   Faith gurgled happily when she saw Bailey leaning over her crooning in a soft voice.
 
   Steven quietly left the room.  Maybe he could get someone to come in and sit with Faith for a few hours while they were on Motu Tane.  He would love to have a special candlelit dinner on the beach for Valentine’s Day.  She needed to be treated like she was special.
 
   As Bailey sat feeding Faith her bottle, all she could think about was the kiss she’d just shared with Steven.  It was so different from the first, when he’d been demanding and rough.  This time, it was almost as if he were treating her like a porcelain doll.  She wasn’t sure which she preferred.  They both sent her pulse rate through the roof.
 
   How far would she have let him go if the baby hadn’t started crying then?  She liked to think she would have stopped him, but she wasn’t sure.  She certainly hadn’t wanted him to stop.  
 
   Why hadn’t she ever felt that way about Bradley?  When she’d agreed to marry him, she was sure she’d felt passion when he’d kissed her.  She was wrong, though.  What she’d felt when Bradley touched her paled into insignificance next to how she felt when Steven touched her.  Did he have electricity in his fingers?  She could swear her did.  He lit her up like a Christmas tree every time he walked into the room.
 
   She said a quick prayer of thanks, she hadn’t married Bradley.  Being married to a man who she only had a slight affection for would have been horrible.  She couldn’t imagine having sex with him.  It would have been a miserable existence.  
 
   Steven, on the other hand, she couldn’t stop imagining having sex with.  The past two nights, her bed had been completely torn up because she’d tossed and turned thinking of him.  Her body was on fire even now, thinking of how it felt to be in his arms.  How could she keep holding out against a man like that?  Was it even possible?
 
   She looked down at the precious baby in her arms.  “Your daddy is going to be the death of me, Faithy.  I don’t know how I’m going to handle being on vacation with him.  I really don’t.”
 
   

 
   

Chapter Four 
 
   Bailey carried six suitcases down the stairs on Sunday afternoon in preparation for their trip.  After her third trip down the stairs, Steven glared.  “How many suitcases does one woman need?  Shorts don’t take up much space, and we’re going somewhere hot!”  He was getting more than a little exasperated with her.
 
   She pointed to the largest suitcase.  “That one is mine.  The others are for Faith.  Do you have any idea how many diapers she goes through in a week?  How much formula?  Her stuff is going to take up half your plane, so deal with it!”  She paused.  “You won’t even tell me where we’re going.  I don’t know if I’ll have access to a store.  What if she gets sick?  I’m taking all the medicine I can think of.  This is making me crazy!”
 
   She turned around and marched back up the stairs leaving him staring at her back grinning.  He loved it when she stood up to him.  Not many people did.  His money had given him too much power for too long.  He needed someone like Bailey in his life.
 
   At four on the dot, he yelled up the stairs.  “It’s time to go, Bailey!”
 
   She glared at him, but walked down the stairs holding the baby in her car seat.  “She’s going to need to be buckled in on the plane.”  She paused.  “Just how long is this plane ride anyway?”  She knew she was being rude, but he was being ridiculous.  Why wouldn’t he tell her where they were going, or at least what type of amenities they’d have when they got there?
 
   “Don’t worry.  I’ll have them put all her stuff on the plane so you can do whatever you have to do with her.”  He was still vague on what exactly needed to be done for a baby, but she was there, so he really didn’t need to think about it too much.
 
   She sighed.  “You’re going to have to learn to deal with your daughter, you know.”  How long was it going to take him to warm up to his child?
 
   He glared at her, taking the baby from her and holding the door open for her to leave.  “I know how to deal with her.  I give her to you.”  A driver was standing next to a long black limousine, holding open the back door.
 
   Bailey stopped short when she saw the limo.  “Get in, Bailey.  We have a long flight.”  His hand on her back was pushing her forward toward the limo.
 
   She stood staring for a moment, and then climbed into the back.  He handed the baby to her, and she buckled her car seat into one side, and slid into the seat across from the baby.  “You didn’t tell me we were taking a limo.”  She folded her arms across her chest, as if not telling her which car they were taking was an egregious error.
 
   He slipped into the seat next to her grinning as she moved away from him toward the window.  He buckled himself into the middle of the seat, so she’d have nowhere to go.
 
   “I don’t tell you a lot of things.  Get used to it.”  It was all he could do to keep the grin from crossing his face as he said the words.  He knew he was driving her crazy, and he wanted to see what would happen if he pushed her over the top.  Teasing her was fun.
 
   She sighed.  “You know, you can be really nice sometimes, but sometimes, you’re a real ass.”  She turned away from him, staring out the opposite window, letting him know in no uncertain terms she was more than a little miffed.
 
   He laughed.  “Did the word ‘ass’ just come from your innocent little tongue?”
 
   She folded her arms across her chest and glared at him.  She never used foul language.  He was going to drive her to drink before she knew what was happening to her.  “Are you proud of yourself for making me say a cuss word?”  He seemed genuinely thrilled she’d cussed at him.  What was wrong with him?
 
   He nodded emphatically.  “Sure am.  Pretty soon, maybe I’ll have you gambling and drinking with me.”
 
   She sighed.  Her daddy would not approve of this trip.  He wouldn’t approve of her spending five minutes with her traveling companion.  “I sure hope not.  My daddy would roll over in his grave.”  She paused and gave him an evil look.  “He taught me better than this!”
 
   Steven threw back his head and let his laughter roll through the air.  He couldn’t remember ever being with a woman who made him laugh before.  She was good for him, whether she thought so or not.  
 
   She rolled her eyes at him, turning away to look out the window.  He put his hand on her thigh casually.  She picked up his hand and returned it to his lap, trying not to let him know how his touch affected her.
 
   He grinned and put his hand back on her thigh.  Without looking at him she put it on his lap again.
 
   “Do you not want my hand there?”  His voice was full of an innocence she wasn’t buying.
 
   She turned to look at him, giving him a disgusted look.  “What do you think?”  
 
   He put his hand back on her thigh, squeezing it through the denim of her jeans.  “I think you like my hand there, and you’re not ready to admit it to yourself.”
 
   She blushed, but removed his hand again.  “I can admit it to myself.  It’s you I’m not ready to admit it to!”  She turned her head away again so he wouldn’t see her blush.
 
   “You don’t have to admit it to me, because I already know.  See how easy that is?”  He put his hand back on her thigh.  
 
   She moved it back to his lap.  “The driver can see us!” The man was stark raving mad, and she was about to get on a plane with him and fly off to God knows where.  What was wrong with her?
 
   He flicked a button and a black shield went up between them and the driver.  “And now the driver can’t see us.”  He put his hand back on her thigh, much higher than he had before.
 
   “I thought this was a business trip!  I feel like I’m in a car with a randy teenager.”  She brushed his hand off her lap with an annoyed expression.
 
   “Randy?  Does anyone even use the word randy anymore?”  He laughed softly.  “I kind of like it.  You can call me randy anytime you want, baby.”
 
   She elbowed him in the stomach to get him to stop.  “Please keep your hand to yourself, Randy.”  
 
   His laughter filled the car.  “Since you asked nicely, and said please and everything, I’ll behave.  But just so you know?  In my mind, my hand is on your thigh, and you’re not wearing anything.”
 
   She turned bright red and sputtered.  “You have to stop saying things like that to me!  I’m your employee.”  She couldn’t believe he was acting this way.  Where was the angry man she’d met just a week before?  
 
   “Hiring you was the best decision I ever made.”  He slipped his arm around her shoulders and waited for her to protest.  When she didn’t, he took his other hand and turned her face toward him.  “Anytime you want me to stop, and I mean really want me to stop, you just say so.  I’m not going to force anything.  But I am going to do this as often as I can get away with it.”  He lowered his mouth to hers, kissing her lightly.
 
   He didn’t try anything else, because he saw they were about to pull up to his private hangar at Alliance Airport.  When the driver opened the back door, he dropped his arm from around her shoulders.  “Make sure all the luggage ends up onboard the plane, please.  We’ll need to be able to have easy access to it.”
 
   “Of course, sir.”  The driver acted as if Steven were royalty.  That’s his problem, she thought.  Everyone treats him like he’s the most important person in the world, so he thinks he is.
 
   Steven climbed out and waited while Bailey unbuckled Faith and handed her car seat to him.  He looked down at the blanket Bailey had tucked over the baby’s face before handing her out.  “Are you sure she can breathe okay?”  The concern in his voice thrilled her.  He seemed to genuinely care about Faith.
 
   Bailey smiled at him.  “She’s fine.  I just don’t want her to catch cold.”  He seemed to be more interested in his little girl every day, and Bailey loved that about him.  
 
   He led the way onto his private jet setting the car seat down in one of the seats.  “Would you mind buckling her in?  I’m not sure I’d do it right.”
 
   Bailey immediately went to the baby to buckle her and looked around at the jet.  It was huge, and seemed to have every amenity they could possibly ask for.  A stewardess came out as soon as they were seated, asking if they’d like a drink.  Bailey asked for a Pepsi while Steven ordered bourbon.  
 
   Bailey chose a window seat, because she’d never flown before and wanted to be able to see out.  “How long is our flight?”  She figured if she asked often enough, he’d finally tell her.  
 
   Steven just smiled at her, refusing to answer just as he had the last time she’d asked.  She sighed.  If he wanted to hide the destination of his business trip, that was up to him. 
 
   He worked on his laptop for the first part of the trip.  He kept glancing out the window to see if they were near the ocean, but would quickly glance back to his computer if she spotted him.  When the ocean did come into sight, she breathed in quickly.  “Oh, the ocean!  It’s so beautiful!”  She turned to him excitedly.  “Will we be near the beach?  I could take the baby.”
 
   He smiled.  “Wait and see.”  He watched her as they flew to the coastline and over the ocean.  Her eyes were as wide as saucers as she stared out.  
 
   He knew she’d soon grow tired of staring out the window during the twelve hour flight, but he wasn’t going to burst her bubble.  He’d deliberately scheduled their flight for the evening hours, so they could sleep if they chose to.  Each chair on the plane was able to convert to a sleeping position.
 
   She had to get up to tend the baby a few times, but obviously Faith liked flying, because she slept soundly most of the trip.  
 
   Finally around midnight, after they’d been served a light snack, Bailey laid her chair back to sleep.  He watched her sleep for a few minutes, before sliding his own chair back and joining her.  Without thinking about it, he reached his hand out to hold hers while he slept.  
 
   He didn’t wake up until the wheels of the plane touched down on Bora Bora.  He’d arranged for a charter boat to take them to the private island of Motu Tane.  He couldn’t wait to see her face as she walked along the beach for the first time.
 
   He shook her gently to wake her, and then unfastened the baby’s car seat.  She sat up rubbing her eyes bemusedly.  “Are we here?”  Her voice was husky from sleep and he loved it.  She’d never sounded sexier to him.
 
   “Yeah, we need to take a boat to our destination now.  There’s no airport on the island.”
 
   Her eyes lit up at the word island, but she didn’t say anything.  She grabbed the diaper bag, and he gave instructions for the luggage to be put onto the boat.  He carried Faith off the plane, stretching his muscles as he walked.  The seats on the plane were as comfortable as money could buy, but no matter how comfortable, it still made you stiff to sit for twelve hours.
 
   He led her to the waiting boat, watching as she took her seat.  He’d tried to time the flight perfectly so they could watch the sunrise across the water as they sped on the boat to the private island.  He could see by her face, he’d accomplished what he’d set out to do.
 
   Her eyes were glued to the sunrise.  The sky, as well as the water, were painted a lovely shade of pink.  “It’s so beautiful!”  She turned to him with a grin.  “Thank you for bringing me with you.”
 
   She didn’t give him a chance to reply, just turned back to watch the water.  The salty spray hit their faces, and she quickly reached out to tuck Faith’s blanket around her face.  “She would not be happy waking up with salt water in her face.”
 
   He laughed, thankful she knew to think of things like that, because he never would have.  
 
   The island was just as he remembered it.  There was a huge resort he’d rented just for their small group.  The other two men had indicated they were each bringing someone, which had both surprised and pleased him.  It would be nice for Bailey to have someone to be with while they were in their meeting.  There were no people other than the staff who would serve them.  After the boat stopped, he helped her onto the dock, watching her obvious delight in the island.
 
   “I can’t wait to build a sand castle!”  She raced toward the resort, leaving him to carry the baby.  
 
   “I think she likes it here, Faith.”  It was the first time he’d talked to the baby, and was surprised at how naturally it came to him. He gave instructions for the luggage and followed Bailey up the path.
 
   She was spinning around looking at everything when he walked in behind her.  “This place is amazing!”  The excitement in her voice had him smiling.  It was so much more fun to do things he took for granted with someone who had never done anything remotely similar.
 
   He grinned, putting the car seat on the floor, and walking up behind her, his hands gently rubbing her shoulders.  “Do you want to stay here in the main building?  Or do you want to stay in one of the smaller bungalows along the beach?”  He didn’t care which she chose as long as he could stay with her.
 
   “Where will you be?”  She wanted to stay here, but if he would prefer a bungalow, then she would choose a bungalow.
 
   “Wherever you and Faith are.”
 
   “Then I want to stay here.  It’s so beautiful!”  She turned to him and threw her arms around him.  “Thank you for bringing us.  I can’t wait to start exploring!”
 
   She picked one of the big suites for herself and the baby, immediately unpacking for them.  When she was done, she wandered into the living area.  “When will your business associates get here?”  It felt weird to be there without them, but she hoped it would be a while before she didn’t have him all to herself.
 
   He shrugged, choosing not to answer, staring out the window instead.  She walked over and stood next to him, looking out at the beach.  “I’ve never seen anything as amazing as the sunrise over the water this morning.”
 
   He smiled.  “I thought you’d enjoy that.”  He looked down at her blond head wondering when he should tell her the others wouldn’t be there until the following day.  Maybe he should wait for a while before breaking that little piece of news to her.  Now they were actually here, he wondered how they would relate to each other.  
 
   “I’m so glad you brought Faith and me.  We’re going to have so much fun on the beach.  Are there boats we can rent?”  As soon as she said the words, she regretted them.  She didn’t want him to have to spend another dime on her.  She bit her lip as she thought about the things she wanted to do while they were there.
 
   She wanted to get dozens of photos of Faith on the beach.  Although the baby wouldn’t remember her first trip there, she wanted to be able to show her what it had been like, and how wonderful her daddy had been to take her there.
 
   “We have a boat at our disposal.  The resort includes everything you could possibly imagine to do here.  We can even arrange to have a Polynesian dance show on the beach if you’d like.”
 
   “Where are we anyway?  You still haven’t told me!”  She sounded both lost and annoyed at the same time.  
 
   He chuckled softly.  “We’re in paradise.”
 
   She slapped his shoulder.  “What’s the name of our paradise?”  She couldn’t argue about it being paradise, though.  It was truly amazing there.  Her eyes couldn’t quit dashing in every direction taking in everything about the place.
 
   “We’re just off the island of Bora Bora.  This is a private island called Matu Tane in the country of Tahiti if that helps you.”
 
   “So we’re somewhere in the South Pacific?”   Wow.  She’d never before seen an ocean or been on a plane, and she was somewhere in the South Pacific.  Would her life ever return to normal?  Would she ever want it to?
 
   “Pretty much.”  
 
   “Wow!  Am I allowed to start singing songs from the Rodgers and Hammerstein musical?” 
 
   He eyed her skeptically.  “I don’t know.  Can you sing?”
 
   “Church choir all my life!”  She didn’t add she’d only been in it because her father had insisted and the choirmaster had always been careful to ask her to sing softly.  She loved to sing, but she knew she sounded terrible.
 
   “I’ll have to think about it.”  He grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the kitchen.  “Are you hungry?”
 
   She shook her head.  “Not really.  I’m not much of a breakfast eater.  I just want to go play on the beach.”  She looked out the window at it wistfully.  She wished she could have a day or two there with absolutely no responsibilities.  Of course, then she wouldn’t have Faith, and she was so much more important than the beach.
 
   “Go change into your bathing suit then.  I’ll wait.”  He looked down at the baby, certain he could take care of her for the few minutes it would take her aunt to change.
 
   “I can’t.  Faith will be waking up for her bottle any minute.”  Her voice made it clear she wished she could do what she wanted for once instead of what she should.
 
   “Fix her bottle and we’ll take her down to the beach and put her on a blanket there.  When she gets hungry, you can feed her.”
 
   She frowned at him.  “Have you ever fed her?”  She crossed her arms over her chest, letting him know she thought he should take a more active role in his daughter’s life.
 
   He shook his head.  “I’m not planning on it either.”
 
   “How can you bond with your daughter if you never spend time with her?  I’ll fix the bottle, but you feed her.”  He really needed to learn to do simple things for the baby.
 
   “What do you think I pay you for?”
 
   She laughed and ran to change into a bathing suit.  She had two suits with her.  She looked at them trying to decide.  One was a perfectly modest one piece swim suit.  She’d never worn anything else.  For some reason, she’d bought a two piece for her honeymoon, but had never worn it.  She looked at the skimpy bikini and contemplated.  
 
   The good girl in her told her she should wear the practical one piece.  The bad girl, who wanted nothing more than to spend the night in her boss’s arms, told her the one piece was boring.  After a moment of debate, she changed into the pink bikini.  She was tired of being a good girl.  She was in a tropical paradise with the first man who had ever made her blood sing.  She was going to ride this wave as far as it would take her.
 
   She grabbed the terrycloth robe from the back of the door and slipped it on before she left the room.  Even though she was brave enough to wear the bikini, she wasn’t brave enough to just walk out of the room in it.
 
   She fixed the bottle, grabbed a blanket and the diaper bag, and left him to carry his daughter out to the beach.  She spread the blanket carefully, making sure there was no sand, and gestured for him to put Faith on it.  She smeared sunscreen liberally over the baby’s face before facing the water.  
 
   She waded in it up to her ankles for a few minutes, feeling Steven’s eyes on her.  Finally, he called, “I’ve got the baby.  Go on in.”
 
   She walked a few feet out of the water, and dropped her robe onto the sand.  She jumped into the waves, surprised at how cold the ocean felt even though the temperature here was so nice.
 
   Steven’s eyes widened as he saw her suit.  He’d pegged her for one of those girls who would wear a suit that covered everything he’d ever want to see.  The suit she wore left nothing to the imagination.  She wasn’t as skinny as he’d originally thought.  Her curves were perfect.  
 
   He was so busy watching Bailey he almost didn’t hear Faith cry.  He picked her up carefully sure he’d drop her.  Taking the bottle of formula Bailey had made, he popped it into her mouth.  He knew Bailey usually changed her as soon as she woke up, but he’d save that milestone of fatherhood for someone else.  Changing diapers was not something billionaires did.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Five 
 
   When Bailey came out of the water, she found Steven sitting with the baby on his lap as he fed her the bottle of formula.  Faith’s eyes were wide open and she was staring at her daddy.
 
   “Have you burped her yet?”  She’d have offered to take the baby, but she was wet, and she wanted to see how Steven did with her on his own.  He never seemed to have a whole lot of contact with her, but he didn’t seem disinterested.  He simply didn’t know what to do with her.
 
   “When am I supposed to do that?”
 
   “About halfway through the bottle.  Go ahead and do it now.”  She reached down and pulled a burp cloth from the diaper bag, and put it over his shoulder.
 
   “What’s that for?”
 
   “In case she spits up on you.”
 
   He wrinkled his nose.  “You mean baby puke?”
 
   She laughed.  “I guess that’s one way of putting it.”   She settled down on the blanket beside him, showing him how to lift the baby to his shoulder and pat her back.
 
   He held her awkwardly, but quickly got a loud burp from her.  The grin on his face made him look like he’d won some sort of prize.  He cradled her in his arm again and stuck the bottle back in her mouth.
 
   “How was the water?”  He couldn’t keep his eyes off her.  Her entire body had a sheen of water over it, and the damp swimsuit did nothing to hide her luscious curves.
 
   “Absolutely amazing!”  Her eyes glowed as they looked into his.  “This is an experience I’ll never forget.”  She hoped he realized how very much it meant to her he’d included her and the baby on this trip.  Seeing the ocean for the first time was awesome, of course, but doing it from a private island with gorgeous beaches, was unbelievable.
 
   “Better than Galveston?” he teased.
 
   She laughed.  “Well, the company is certainly better than it would have been in Galveston.”  
 
   “Not missing old what’s his face too much, then?”
 
   She shook her head.  “Not missing him at all.  He wasn’t the man I thought he was.”  She looked down at the quilt she’d spread for them to sit on, her hand wrinkling it.  
 
   “Because he took off with your best friend?”
 
   She shrugged.  “Actually, it’s more than that.  His biggest complaint about me was always that I’m too perfect.”  She wrinkled her nose as she said the last word.  “I’m anything but perfect.  I don’t even have a desire to be perfect.”
 
   He grinned.  “Why were you too perfect?  Because you wouldn’t go to bed with him?”
 
   She shrugged, blushing.  “That’s probably the main reason.  My parents were always so strict.  If I wore a skirt it had to be well below the knee.  No make-up until I was eighteen.  I couldn’t date until my parents met the boy, and then he had to meet their standards.  Do you know how many boys passed their stupid test?”
 
   He shook his head.   “How many?”
 
   “Two!  Mom died while I was still in high school and Daddy died during my freshman year of college.”  She looked down at her hands.  “I started dating Bradley right after I graduated.  His dad and mine were good friends, so I figured he’d be okay.”  She shook her head at her naiveté.
 
   “But he wasn’t?”
 
   She shrugged.  “I guess he was decent enough most of the time.  He certainly didn’t know how to take ‘no’ for an answer, though.”  She paused staring out at the ocean.  “I’m sure that’s why he ended up with Tiffany.  She was willing to put out before marriage and I wasn’t.  Of course, if he’d just waited a few more days, it all would have been good.”  She rolled her eyes.  
 
   “So are you heartbroken about the breakup, or glad it happened so you could go on with your life?”
 
   She turned to him then, her blue eyes meeting his brown.  “If he hadn’t broken it off, I’d never have left Hamlin.  Or met you.  Or been able to help raise Faithy.   I think he did the best thing he could have done for me.”  She laughed.  “Of course, I didn’t think so at the time.”
 
   Hearing about her childhood made him wonder what happened to Angela, but he figured it was just a case of a preacher’s kid held down for so long, when she didn’t have something holding her down, she went nuts.  It was a spring action kind of thing he’d heard about from a lot of preacher’s kids.
 
   He put the baby to his shoulder to burp her again, this time doing it perfectly.  She smiled at the way he was getting to know his daughter.  “My life is a little different than I expected, too.  I mean, a week ago I was watching the Super Bowl with my two business partners and suddenly, I have a baby I never knew about.  And then a nanny moves in with me.  What happened to living it up?”
 
   She grinned.  “Well, the nanny can move out and leave you and your baby to yourselves.”  Not that she’d ever leave her niece, but it was fun to tease him and watch his face blanch at the idea.
 
   “Don’t you dare!”  He propped Faith into a sitting position on his lap so she could see Bailey.  
 
   Bailey’s heart skipped a beat at his words.  For all his gruffness, Steven was a man who had a lot of love to give.  He was a giver, and she needed him in her life.  She smiled at him.  “I was hoping you’d say that.”
 
   “Are you hungry yet?”  Steven wasn’t comfortable with the direction the conversation was going.  He was beginning to feel a lot more than lust for his sweet young nanny.  
 
   She nodded.  “Swimming always makes me hungry.  Is it too early for lunch?”  She put her hand to her stomach, amazed at how hungry she was.
 
   He glanced down at his watch.  “Nah.”  He handed Faith to her and got to his feet, reaching down for the little girl.  “Let’s go eat!”
 
   *****
 
   By the time Faith was down for her nap, Bailey was starting to get nervous.  She was still wearing her bikini under the white terry cloth robe.  Steven gave no indication he was ready to get back to work.  For once, he seemed ready to focus on the people around him.  Where were his business associates?  
 
   When she’d put the bikini on, she’d told herself she was ready to throw her morals to the wind and go the final step with this man, but now she wasn’t so certain.  What if he didn’t think of her that way?  Maybe he’d just been joking with her all along like his friends had done the night she came to his house.
 
   She tiptoed out of her suite after putting the baby down, and went in search of Steven.  She could start a conversation with him and see where it went, couldn’t she?
 
   She wandered out to the main room and saw him leaning up against the wall waiting for her.  She smiled.  “Got any big plans for the rest of the day?” 
 
   He took her hand and led her to a couch.  “Not a thing.  I thought it would be a good time to get to know my nanny.”  He sat down and pulled her down into his lap.
 
   She laughed even as she blushed.  “I have a feeling you’re not talking about discussing our childhoods.”  She’d never sat on a man’s lap, at least not as an adult.  She found she liked having him cradle her in his arms.
 
   He shook his head, his grin spreading.  “I don’t talk about my childhood.”  His hand tangled in her hair as he pulled her close, his lips descending on hers.  
 
   She smiled against his mouth.  This was what she’d been waiting for.   His lips sent sparks through her body, and she turned more fully to face him, her hands caressing his cheeks and shoulders.  
 
   He pulled one of her thighs across his lap to the other side of his legs, so she was straddling him, his mouth never breaking contact with hers.  Tangling his tongue with hers, his hands untied the belt of her robe, and he pushed the offending garment off her shoulders.  
 
   One of his hands cupped her breast through her bathing suit, while the other traced along her back.  “I need you,” he whispered softly against her lips.
 
   His words were as potent as his magic fingers against her skin.  No one had ever claimed to need her before.  It gave her a feeling of power over this incredibly dynamic man.  She pulled her head back and looked into his chocolate colored eyes.  “Take me to bed.”  She couldn’t believe she’d said those words to him, but seeing the way his eyes narrowed, she was glad she had. 
 
   He pushed her to her feet, and taking her hand, led her to his room, which was identical to hers.  He stopped beside the bed, and untied the straps of her swim suit top.  He pushed down the bottoms and laid her back onto the bed, following her down.
 
   He trailed his lips along her neck and down to her taut nipple, laving it with his tongue.  He needed her to be as ready for him as he was for her.  His fingers danced across her skin, leaving no part of her body untouched.  She clung to his shoulders, unsure of what to do with her hands.
 
   One of his hands trailed down her thigh, and came up along the inside spreading her folds.  One finger entered her gently to test her readiness for him.  He wasn’t sure how long he could wait for her to catch up with him.
 
   She tossed her head back and forth on the pillow moaning in pleasure.  Her hands moved under his tee shirt, rubbing his shoulders with her hands.  She loved the feel of his bare flesh beneath her fingertips.  
 
   After a moment, he stood and stripped off his shirt, toeing off his shoes, and then pushed his jeans and boxers down and off.  After stepping out of them, he rejoined her on the bed, his lips meeting hers with a kiss rough with passion.
 
   He moved between her legs, and stared straight into her eyes as he entered her.   Once he was deep inside her, he gave her a moment to adjust to him, and then started moving, pushing them both toward the ultimate pleasure.  
 
   Bailey was a bit shocked by the feeling of having him inside her, but then the pleasure overtook her.  She arched beneath him, her body moving along with his of its own accord.
 
   Soon, they were both crying out in pleasure, and he collapsed beside her on the bed, drawing her close to him.  She pillowed her head on his shoulder, lightly trailing her fingers across his chest, still not quite able to get her breath back.  She couldn’t believe she’d done that with him, but she couldn’t make herself regret it.
 
   After a few moments, she sat up.  “The baby.  I won’t be able hear her from here.”  She couldn’t believe she’d forgotten the baby.  It was the first time since Faith was been born she’d been so irresponsible.
 
   He got up and strode to a panel in the wall, apparently unashamed of his nudity.  He flipped a switch she hadn’t noticed before.  “There.  Now we can hear her if she cries.”
 
   He slipped back into bed with her, and held her close.  “Are you okay?” His eyes echoed his concern.  She was too precious to him to hurt her in any way.
 
   She nodded, embarrassed, burying her face into his shoulder.  
 
   He smiled at her timidity.  “Are you going to be embarrassed every time I make love with you?”  His voice made it clear this was not an isolated incident.  He planned on doing this often.
 
   “Probably,” she mumbled, her voice muffled by his flesh.
 
   He laughed softly.  “I’ll just have to do it more, so you’ll get used to it.”  His hands started stroking her body again, much slower this time.  “Anything you didn’t like last time?”
 
   She shook her head.  “I liked it all.”  
 
   “Good.  Let’s see if we can’t find a few more things you like.”  His mouth connected with hers and finally she was able to stop thinking and overanalyzing the situation.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Six 
 
   They had a quiet dinner that evening, and she realized no one else had arrived.  “Where are your business associates?”
 
   He smiled, his hand holding hers.  “They’ll be here tomorrow.  And just so you know, it’s just Justin and Cody.  They each said they were bringing a date, but I don’t think they’re seeing anyone, so who knows what they’ll do?”  They’d both responded enthusiastically to his suggestion they bring dates.  He was surprised, because he hadn’t been aware of either of them seeing anyone.  Of course, they didn’t know he was currently sitting here with his nanny, either.
 
   “Why did you guys need to come all the way here to have a meeting?  You couldn’t do it at the office?  Or your house?”  Her voice conveyed her disbelief.  Were they all just so frivolous they felt the need to go to an exotic location every time they had to have a meeting?  What did that say for their sense of responsibility?
 
   “I wanted to bring you here, because you said you’d never seen the ocean.  Justin had been making noise about us needing to have a meeting about something, and I never even asked what.  I’ve been putting him off for a couple of weeks.  So, I decided I’d come here, and make it a business trip, but bring you and Faith along.”  He was almost embarrassed to admit there was no real reason for them to be there.
 
   Her eyes widened.  “So you did this for me?”  How could any woman resist a man who would do something so sweet?  Why was he still single?
 
   He shrugged, a little embarrassed.  “I needed to get away for a while, too.”
 
   She stood and walked around the table to sit on his lap, pressing kisses all over his face.  “That’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me.”  Her voice conveyed her pleasure and excitement.
 
   His face was serious as he looked her in the eye and said, “You deserve it.  You deserve so much more.”  It was true.  He’d never met a more selfless person in his life.  She was teaching him to look at the world in a whole new way.  He’d been rich for too long and had started taking everything for granted.  
 
   “Thank you.”  The sincerity of her voice warmed him.  He’d done nice things for other women, but they all seemed to think it was their due.  Sure, they’d thank him prettily, but it was nothing on the genuine gratitude he sensed from Bailey.
 
   He smiled.  “You’re very welcome.  Now, do you wanna finish eating, or just go back to bed?”
 
   She grinned and pointed toward the bedroom.  He didn’t have to be told twice.
 
   *****
 
   Reality intruded the following afternoon in the form of the other two couples.  Bailey was thrilled to see both Justin and Cody had brought dates with them.  When she said that, the woman with Cody shook her head emphatically.  “Oh, no!  I’m not Justin’s date.  I’m his administrative assistant.”  She held her hand out to shake Bailey’s.  “I’m Sarah Roberts.”
 
   Sarah was a brunette with striking green eyes.  She looked like she was around Bailey’s age of twenty-four.  Her skin was almost white and flawless making her look ethereal.
 
   “It’s nice to meet you.  I’m really not a date either.  I’m the nanny.”  She smiled as she shook the other woman’s hand.  “I’m Bailey Borders.”  She didn’t add that last night she’d slept with her boss, although at this moment, it was all she could think about as she watched him chatting with his friends.  
 
   Bailey turned to the other girl, who had come with Cody.  “Are you a date?” she asked with a grin.
 
   She shook her head.  “I’m Cody’s riding instructor.”  She looked bewildered by that fact.  She shook her head.  “I’m Amber Cassidy.”  Amber had blue eyes and dark blond hair.  She kept sneaking glances at Cody, and she’d find him looking at her.  She wasn’t the type to back down, though, and met his gaze fearlessly.
 
   Bailey nodded.  “I’m sure he’ll need you for the horse riding portion of the business meeting,” she said with a straight face.
 
   All three women burst into laughter, and the men turned to look at them.  All three men had besotted looks on their faces, they’d have been ribbing each other about if they hadn’t been too busy starting at the women to see each other.
 
   Bailey took it upon herself to play hostess.  She took the other girls around the beach, showing them the different bungalows available.  She held Faith in one arm as they all talked. “I’m sure we can take meals together, or not.  Whatever.  Steven said they were having their big meeting tomorrow.  Do you guys want to hang out on the beach during it?  Or we could use the boat for whale watching?”  She paused.  “Steven said he’d have someone watch the baby if we wanted to go.  It seems strange to let him pay for a babysitter so his nanny can go for a ride in a boat, but who am I to argue?”
 
   Bailey had missed having her girlfriends around.  Ever since her breakup with Bradley, she’d kept to herself, so she was thrilled to have the other women there.  Of course, that was around the time Angela had returned home, and she’d had to devote all her spare time to taking care of her pregnant sister, and then the new baby.  Angela had never really been interested in Faith.
 
   Sarah shook her head.  “That sounds like fun, but I’m sure Justin will need me during the meeting.  I mean, he wouldn’t have brought me along otherwise, right?”  Her eyes met Bailey’s as if she needed confirmation of her thoughts.
 
   “I have a feeling the only reason any of us are here is because those men over there thought we should be.”  Amber shook her head bemusedly.  “I still can’t figure out why I agreed to come here.”
 
   Bailey nodded emphatically.  “They’re certainly….forceful.”  She glanced over to where Steven was talking with his friends and found herself blushing as she met his gaze.  “They’re all standing there talking to each other, but looking at us.”
 
   Sarah sighed.  “I think maybe we need to go do something just us women.  You’re right, Bailey!  Let them have their meeting alone.  They don’t need me there.”  She looked at Bailey.  “What do you think we should do?  Go out on the boat?  Hang on the beach?”
 
   “I’m open for anything.  Steven also said something about how he could have spa treatments arranged.  It didn’t sound fun when I was the only girl, but having a spa day could be cool.”  Bailey threw the idea out to see what the others would say.
 
   Amber grinned.  “That sounds like fun.  Let’s do this.  We’ll spend the morning whale watching in the boat, and then come back here for an afternoon of spa treatments.  I spend so much time smelling like horses it would be nice to actually have my nails done and look like a girl for a change.”
 
   Sarah shrugged.  “I could do go for that!  I’ve never done anything like that. Have you?”
 
   “I did once, when I was a teenager, but not since.  I’ve been too busy trying to save my family’s ranch so my kid brother would have the life he’s always thought he’d have.”  Amber shrugged.  “It’s all been worth it, too.”
 
   Bailey simply shook her head.  “I’ve been too busy simply struggling to survive.  Who can afford a nice spa day?”
 
   The men moved over toward them, Steven dropping his arm around Bailey’s shoulders to show his possession.  “What did you girls decide to do tomorrow while we’re in our meeting?”
 
   Sarah looked at Justin.  “You don’t need me for the meeting?”  
 
   Justin shook his head.  “Have fun with the other ladies.”
 
   Bailey rolled her eyes at Sarah.  “They’re all three just alike, you know.”  She turned to Steven.  “We want to go whale watching in the morning and then in the afternoon we want a spa.”  She’d never asked for anything from him but money for his daughter, so she waited to see how he’d respond.  
 
   “Sounds good.  I’ll make the arrangements.  Why don’t you girls tell me what you want included in your spa package, and I’ll make the call?”  He didn’t even blink at her request.  Bailey wanted to fling her arms around his neck and kiss him, but she was very aware of their audience.
 
   Amber grinned, not having believed it was all that readily accessible.  “So what are we doing for dinner tonight?”
 
   “Let’s do the Polynesian dancer thing again!”  Cody’s eyes lit up as he put his hand on Amber’s arm.  “They’ll do a private show for us right here on the island, and we can have them do a luau-type traditional menu or anything we want, really.”  He looked at Amber, his eyes letting her know her opinion was the most important to him.  “What would you like to have for dinner?”
 
   “Umm….”  Amber had seemed so confident when it was just the three of them, but now that Cody was there, she seemed confused.  “I think the traditional thing could be cool.  I’ve never been to a luau before.”
 
   Cody’s eyes met Steven’s.  “My lady wants a luau.  You wanna handle it, or should I?”
 
   Steven shrugged.  “I’ll just add it to everything else I’m calling about.”  He wasn’t sure if Bailey even realized it was Valentine’s Day, but he did, and he was going to make the evening as special for her as he could manage.  She seemed to like being with the other women, so they’d do a group dinner.
 
   Justin turned Sarah to face him, talking to her in low tones the others could barely make out.  “Is that all okay with you?  I don’t want you to be roped into anything you don’t want to do.”
 
   Sarah smiled, her green eyes sparkling.  “It all sounds wonderful to me.  Thanks for asking.”  Her face showed her gratitude that he actually cared about her opinions since she wasn’t really his date.
 
   “I’m getting a sitter for tonight and tomorrow,” Steven announced.  “Bailey should be able to participate in the luau, but I have a feeling Faith is a little too young to appreciate the experience.”
 
   “You don’t have to do that.  You can stay with the others while I sit with the baby especially since we’re going to be doing a girl’s day tomorrow.”  Bailey felt like she was lacking as a nanny.  She wasn’t here to be entertained.  It was her job to take care of her niece.
 
   “I wasn’t asking, Bailey.” He paused for a moment.  “You’re not going to spend Valentine’s Day in the resort with the baby, when you can be with us.” He squeezed her shoulders and walked off toward the main resort to make his calls.  
 
   As he walked off, the other two women looked at Bailey and laughed.  She was right.  The three men were all the same.  “How do you three get along when you all think you have the right to control everyone around you?” she asked Cody and Justin.
 
   Justin shrugged.  “I guess we all accept the fact that we’re equal partners, and we can only control everyone else.”
 
   All three women laughed at that.  It really seemed like the most plausible solution.  “Well, I’m going to get the baby into the house.  It’s time for her to eat.”
 
   The other four stood on the beach deciding where they’d all sleep, and Bailey left them to their own devices.
 
    
 
   

 
   

Chapter Seven 
 
   Bailey fed Faith her bottle and gave her a bath.  Since she had a sitter coming to care for her that evening, she thought it would be best if Faith needed nothing other than another bottle and diaper change before bed.  Steven came up behind her as Bailey was zipping up her pajamas.
 
   When Faith saw him, she gurgled and kicked her feet excitedly.  “I think you’re her new favorite person.”  Bailey looked over her shoulder as she said the words, wondering how Steven would react to his place in Faith’s life.
 
   He shrugged, but smiled at the little girl.  “A babysitter will be here in about an hour.  I have the driver of the boat, and the same sitter arriving at nine in the morning.  That way you’ll have about three hours before lunch.  The spa is scheduled for tomorrow afternoon.  They’re going to do massages, facials, body scrubs, manicures and pedicures.  They said if you wanted more, you could let them know in the morning.”  His arms came around her waist as she picked the baby up.  “Isn’t it really early for her to be in her jammies?”  He wasn’t sure of her schedule, but it was only six in the evening, and he hadn’t noticed her ready for bed so early at home.
 
   She looked down at the little girl in her arms.  “Yeah, but I thought it would make it easier for the sitter.  I gave her a bath, too.  She’s ready for bed other than another couple of diaper changes and her bottle.”  She turned and handed Faith to him.  “I’ll be right back.”
 
   She went into the rest room, not because she needed to, but because she thought it would be good for him to have a private moment with Faith.  They were getting closer every day, and she loved that.
 
   When she came out of the bathroom, he was sitting on her bed playing with the baby who was lying on her back kicking her feet as she cooed up at him.  She sat down beside him, her hand automatically reaching out to touch him and stroke his shoulder.  For some reason, she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off of him.  She’d tried, but her hands seemed to move of their own volition.    
 
   He turned to kiss her hand and smiled at her.  They sat together, playing with the baby for a few minutes.  Finally, she asked, “Are shorts okay for the luau tonight, or should I be dressing up?”  She’d brought a skirt and top, but she would definitely rather dress comfortably.
 
   “Oh, shorts are fine.  Maybe we’ll go spend some time in the hot tub afterward.”  He watched her when he suggested the hot tub, trying to gauge her reaction.
 
   Her eyes flew to his.  “You didn’t tell me there was a hot tub.”  She loved the idea of sinking into a hot tub with him, spending time just relaxing and getting to know him better.  Of course, if they followed the pattern they’d followed for the past twenty four hours, as soon as they were alone, their clothes would fly off.  She shrugged.  That was one way of getting to know him better.
 
   “Don’t worry about wearing a suit under your shorts.  You won’t need one,” he whispered against her lips.
 
   She blushed, but knew she’d probably take him up on that.  There was no point in wearing a suit when he was just going to take it off her anyway.  She opened her mouth under his, returning his kiss with all the fervor that had built up during the long afternoon.  She was going to miss it just being the three of them on the island.
 
   By the time the babysitter arrived, Bailey had dressed for the evening.  She wore white dress shorts and a light pink tank top.  She felt like a nervous mother leaving her baby for the first time as she gave instructions to the sitter on Faith’s schedule.  Finally, wearing a pair of jeans and a polo shirt, Steven smiled at the sitter and waved, pulling Bailey from the room.  “They’ll be fine.”
 
   She sighed.  “I’ve only ever left her when I was working.  This doesn’t feel right.”  She looked back over her shoulder toward the resort, wishing she could bring the baby, but knowing this was best for all involved.
 
   He laughed, and wrapped his arm around her shoulders.  “Let’s go hang out with the others and have some grown up fun for a change.”  He couldn’t wait to see her face during the dancing and luau.  The experience was so foreign to most Americans, and he knew his nanny from Hamlin would love it.
 
   She enjoyed their impromptu luau more than she’d thought possible.  Both of the other men were wearing jeans, western shirts and cowboy hats.  Justin seemed slightly out of place in his hat, but she wasn’t sure why.
 
   After the luau, Steven smiled and waved to the others, grabbing her hand and dragging her back to the main resort.  He pulled her into a room she hadn’t discovered yet, and flipped on the light switch.  The room was small, but contained a good sized circular hot tub.  He strode toward her, throwing off one piece of clothing after another.
 
   She laughed, backing up, but toed off her sandals and unfastened her shorts.  By the time he reached her, they were both completely nude and they reached for each other quickly.   Their kiss was hot and passionate.  He stepped down into the water and snagged her hand, pulling her in with him.
 
   Pushing her to the bench beside him, he kissed her wildly, her mouth opening for him and her tongue thrusting out to meet his.  She was as ready for this as he was.  Her hands went to his chest, running her fingers through the thick thatch of hair there.  
 
   The hot water added to the heat burning her blood.  She got onto her knees moving toward him, wanting to get as close as possible.  Was it even possible to make love in a hot tub?  She was sure she was about to find out. His hands molded her breasts, rubbing his thumbs across her nipples.  Their mouths never left each other; each drinking greedily from the other.  
 
   He put his hands at her waist and urged her onto his lap facing him, a knee on either side of his thighs.  He helped lower her onto him, groaning with pleasure as he entered her slowly.  She cried out surprised at how easily he entered and how good it felt.  Finally he was buried to the hilt inside her, and she remained completely still for a moment, staring into his dark eyes.
 
   His hands at her hips urged her up and down and, moving awkwardly at first, she found her rhythm.  It wasn’t long before she was burying her face in his neck and crying out with pleasure.  He shouted when he found his fulfillment, holding her even closer against him.
 
   They stayed entangled for a while, before she lifted her head looking into his eyes.  “I can’t believe we just did that in a hot tub.”
 
   He laughed, running his thumb along her lip.  “I can’t believe we didn’t do this last night.  Or at my house.”  He wiggled his eyebrows at her.  “You know I have a hot tub at home, right?”  
 
   She blushed, belying the intimacy they still shared under the water.  She moved off his lap and onto the seat beside him.  “I think we need to get out of this water before we both shrivel up.”
 
   He nodded and they both grabbed robes from the back of the door, and picking up their clothes, moved back out into the main area of the resort.  She didn’t feel comfortable seeing the babysitter this way, so she went to his suite and showered, putting on the clothes she’d worn for the luau.  Looking into the mirror, she saw her face was still flushed and her eyes were happier than she’d ever seen them.  
 
   “I’m going to go let the babysitter go home,” she whispered, stepping on her toes to kiss his cheek.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”  She didn’t want to sleep in her room, but she didn’t want him to think she was taking it for granted she would sleep in his bed every night.
 
   He grabbed her hand before she could move away from him.  “We’ll use the intercom again.  You’re sleeping in my bed where you belong.”  It wasn’t a question, but she found, for once, she didn’t mind his orders.  She was going to sleep where she wanted to sleep….with him.
 
   She nodded quickly, running from the room to go talk to the babysitter and thank her for sitting with Faith.  The baby was sound asleep when she entered the room, making soft little sounds in her sleep.  Bailey was thrilled to see her.  She’d felt uneasy about leaving her, but she was fine.  Tomorrow would be easier, she knew.  The first time was always the hardest.
 
   “Did she give you any trouble?”  Bailey looked around the room and found it spotless.
 
   “Oh no.  She was an angel.”  The sitter was a middle-aged woman who was obviously very experienced with babies. 
 
   “Thank you so much for watching her for me this evening.”  Bailey was truly thankful she’d had time to spend with other adults for a change.  She loved Faith, but sometimes being around only a baby as many hours a day as she was, made her slightly stir-crazy.
 
   She saw the babysitter out and went back into Steven’s suite as he’d demanded.  She needed to have a talk with him about his high-handed ways, but she was usually too busy obeying him to protest too much.
 
   He flipped the switch that would allow them to hear Faith, but not let her hear them, and they fell into bed together.  Both were too tired for more than cuddling and holding one another, but she found it even more intimate than making love had been.
 
   Faith only woke her once during the night, so she was feeling refreshed for the whale watching excursion with the other women in the morning.  Sarah looked extremely tired, and when Bailey asked if she’d slept okay, she’d simply looked at her with a slightly dazed expression and nodded.  She wondered if there were more to it, but if Sarah wanted to talk about it, she would.
 
   Lunch with the men went quickly.  “How did the meeting go?” Sarah asked as soon as they got back.  She looked as if she still felt slightly guilty that she hadn’t been present for it.
 
   Justin nodded to her.  “They liked my ideas.  We’ll work on implementing them as soon as we get back.”
 
   Bailey wondered what the new ideas were, but since she knew it was about sports, she decided not to ask in case her eyes started to glaze over again.  She didn’t want Steven to think she thought his work was boring, even though she did.
 
   The spa had been set up in the main resort off in some rooms Bailey had yet to see.  They’d set up a massage room, a room for the body scrubs, a nail station, and a facial station.  The three women would rotate between the stations, and at the end, they’d each have their pedicures and manicures together, so they could talk.  
 
   Bailey had her massage first, and after realizing the woman doing the massage didn’t speak English, sank down to enjoy the experience.  She thought she’d have to talk to someone throughout, so it was much more relaxing than she’d expected.  They used hot stones for the massage, and she was amazed at how wonderful the stones made her feel.  She’d imagined them just placing the stones on her back, but instead the stones were actually used to massage her.
 
   She passed the other women, all of them dressed in white robes, as she went into the facial station.  Never having done any of this before, Baily found the whole experience intriguing.  She had to lie on her back while the woman smeared different things all over her face and chest, and then they were washed off.  She was amazed at just how good it had her feeling.  
 
   The body scrub was nice, and she was glad she’d had the massage first.  It was hard to get used to people having their hands all over her body this way.
 
   Finally, she went into the room with the other two, and they all sat in chairs.  Their feet were dipped in hot paraffin wax.  They chatted about the men, the whales they’d seen, the men, their other treatments, the men, the beach day they wanted, the men, and everything else that came to mind.
 
   By the time they were finished, Bailey was thrilled at how her skin glowed.  Her nails were a pale shade of pink she thought would go nicely with most of her clothes.  She was thrilled she’d had a day to get to know the other two women, and they talked about meeting up for lunch when they were back in the states.  She was thrilled to have made friends with two women who were so special.  
 
   

 
   

Chapter Eight 
 
   When it was time to leave the island, and return to the real world, it was all Bailey could do not to cry.  Their idyllic time on the island had shown her just how much she was in love with Steven.  How was she going to be able to go back to being just his nanny?  That’s what she needed to do, though.  It wouldn’t be right for her to continue working for him and sleeping with him as well.
 
   They said goodbye to the other two couples in Bora Bora.  Bailey hugged her new friends tightly and they made plans to meet for lunch in a couple of weeks.
 
   Once they were back on the plane, and Faith was buckled in, she broached the topic she had been trying to avoid with Steven.  “We have to go back to how things were.”  She hated saying the words, and fought to keep the tears down, but she couldn’t live with him as his mistress.  It wasn’t right, and it wasn’t something she could do and feel good about herself.
 
   “What do you mean?”  He was obviously clueless about what she was saying.
 
   “I can’t continue to work with you and sleep with you.”  She looked down at her hands as she said the words, hoping he wouldn’t press her on the topic.
 
   “Why?”  His eyes were harsh as he asked the single-worded question.  There was anger on his face.  He’d obviously expected their relationship to stay the way it had been, and he wasn’t happy she was insisting on a change.
 
   “It’s not right for us to sleep together in the same house where Faith is growing up.  If she weren’t involved, maybe I could do it, but she is.  And it would hurt a lot if Connie found out we’d been sleeping together.  Don’t ask me why, because I’m not sure I understand it myself, but I couldn’t bear for her to know.”  She looked down at her hands as she spoke the words.  The real reason wasn’t one she could discuss with him.  She fell more in love with him every time they made love.  How could she possibly go on living with him, and making love with him every night, without it hurting so much she couldn’t go on?
 
   He shrugged.  “If that’s what you want.”  He turned away from her and opened his laptop, making it clear he would work on the way home.  From the look on his face she deduced that her decision to return their relationship to what it had been before the island didn’t matter to him in the least.
 
   She turned away from him then, because she couldn’t stifle the single tear on her cheek.  He didn’t care enough to even fight for them.  She picked up one of the books she’d brought for the trip and never had time to crack.  If he wasn’t going to talk to her on the way home, she had plenty of time to get through a couple of them.
 
   Once they were home, they fell into an easy routine.  She learned his schedule and avoided him wherever possible.  He didn’t seek her out.  Obviously she was nothing more to him than a vacation fling.  She’d always be grateful for their time on the island, though.  They’d made enough memories to last a life time.  And they’d have to last that long, because she knew she’d never love anyone else the way she loved him.
 
   At times, she would become angry with herself for entering into a physical relationship with a man who obviously didn’t care for her, but then she’d remind herself of the memories she had to carry through her entire life with her.  She’d done the right thing, no matter how wrong it sometimes felt.
 
   He went with her to the doctor with Faith when she got her shots, and asked for the paternity test to be done.  Bailey wondered how he’d react if he found out Faith wasn’t his, but she didn’t worry about it too much.  Angela had assured her Steven was her baby’s father.
 
   They had a pleasant lunch out, during which they talked about the baby and nothing else.  Every other subject seemed to be suddenly taboo between them by mutual consent.  Once they were back at the house, Steven went back to avoiding her and she went back to avoiding him.  
 
   When she walked up the stairs away from him after the doctor’s appointment carrying the baby he knew wasn’t his, he wondered again what he’d done to make her not want to be around him any longer.  He’d planned on coming back from the island and buying the biggest diamond ring he could find.  He’d never expected her to break it off on the plane.  He’d wanted to marry her, and provide a proper home for the baby.  He shook his head sadly.  If she lived with him long enough, maybe he could find a way to mend whatever he’d torn apart.
 
   *****
 
   Bailey had been in his employ for almost three months when she realized she’d not had a period since she moved in.  She’d always been extremely regular and sat down looking at a calendar to make sure she wasn’t imagining things.  
 
   She went to the kitchen, her face white with shock, and asked Connie if she would mind watching Faith while she went to the store.  
 
   Connie took one look at Bailey’s face and immediately agreed.  She hugged Bailey and told her if she needed to talk, she was there for her.  Bailey smiled and thanked her.  She put Faith in her saucer in the dining room, and left the house.  She drove the Cadillac to the nearest drug store.  Connie had been right.  Steven had her car towed off almost as soon as the Cadillac was on his property.  
 
   She bought a simple pregnancy test.  The test said it could be taken any time of day, and the results would clearly state “pregnant” or “not pregnant”.  She didn’t think she could handle anything more complicated than that right now.
 
   As soon as she got home, she flew up the stairs and went into the bathroom adjoining her bedroom.  As she sat down, she prayed, “Please God.  Don’t let me be pregnant.  I know what I did was wrong, but I love him so much.  Don’t let our lives be ruined this way.”
 
   She waited the requisite three minutes the test took, pacing back and forth in her bedroom.  Finally, after what seemed like hours, she checked the results.  Her face fell.  “Pregnant.”
 
   Rubbing her face with her hands, she sat down on her bed for a few minutes thinking about what she needed to do.  Steven and Faith had become so close in the last few months, but she knew they’d have been even closer if Steven had been a part of her life from the beginning.  She couldn’t do what her sister had done and keep the knowledge of his child from him.  She just couldn’t.
 
   She was in a slight daze as she walked down the steps.  She went straight to Steven’s office and raised her hand to knock on the door.  The door was slightly open and opened more at her knock, so she simply walked in.  She went to his desk to sit and wait for him to come back. He was working from home, she knew, and would be back any minute.  
 
   As she sat, out of the corner of her eye, she saw the words “Paternity Test Results”.  She hadn’t meant to see the words, but once she did, she picked up the paper and read it.  Her face turned white.  Steven wasn’t Faith’s father.  He was paying her to take care of a child who wasn’t even his.  And he knew it!  Why hadn’t he said anything?  He could have kicked them both out at any time.
 
   She was staring at the paper in shock when he walked into the room.  “Did you need something?” he asked curtly, taking the paper from her hand and laying it on his desk.  He had never meant for her to see that paper.  
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me?”  She was sitting in his office to tell him she was pregnant, and her sister had lied about him being the father of her baby.  How could she tell him now?  The look on her face showed her shock.
 
   He shrugged.  “I knew from the first she wasn’t mine.  I never slept with your sister.”  He said the words as if they meant nothing.  “We only went out a couple of times before I found out she was sleeping with someone else.” 
 
   “But….why?  Why did you want us to move in here then?  Why have you been paying me to take care of my own niece?”  She shook her head as if nothing made sense in her world anymore.  She was devastated, and found herself angrier with her sister than she’d been in a long time.
 
   He sighed.  He hadn’t wanted it to come to this.  “You came to my door with nowhere to go.  You had a baby in your arms who wasn’t even yours.  I have the room, and I have the money.  How could I turn you away?”   He paused.  “I was so attracted to you from the first, all I could think about was I had to find a way to make you stay.”  He turned his hands up and held them out in front of her as if he was looking for her to say something.  Anything.
 
   “I see.”  She stood, her eyes blinded with tears.  “I’m sorry we messed up your life so much.  It was never my intention.”  She ran from his office rushing blindly to her room.  
 
   A few minutes later, once she’d collected herself, she went down the stairs to the kitchen to get Faith and take her back upstairs.  “Thank you for watching her.  I really appreciate it.”  She smiled at Connie, hoping she wouldn’t mention the tears that had ravaged her face.
 
   Connie smiled at her, putting her hand on her arm.  “Is there anything I can do to help you?”  Her warm expression told Bailey she’d do anything in her power to sort out whatever was wrong with the younger woman.
 
   Bailey shook her head, burying her face in the baby’s neck.  “I’ll be fine.  Thanks.”  She took the baby upstairs and put her on a blanket on the floor with a few toys.  Faith was just starting to scoot around, and loved to have toys to stick in her mouth.
 
   She sat on her bed and thought about what to do.  She had to leave.  She couldn’t keep asking Steven to take care of a baby who wasn’t his.  But where could she go?  She pulled out her cell phone and called Amber.  “Hey, Amber.  It’s Bailey.”  She tried to keep her voice peppy and happy as she spoke to her friend.
 
   “Hi Bailey!  Are we on for Saturday?”  Her friend’s happy voice had her grinning despite her emotions.  
 
   “Umm…I have a favor to ask.”  She knew she sounded like she’d been crying, and she also knew her friend would be more than willing to do anything to help her.  It was so hard to be in a position where she had to ask for help again.  She hated it.
 
   “What’s that?”
 
   She took a deep breath.  “You’ve said you have a big house.  Would you mind if Faith and I came to live with you for a while?”  When her friend didn’t answer immediately, she said, “I’ll pay rent.  I have money saved up.  And I’ll get a job.  I promise.  I just need somewhere to go for a little while.”  She closed her eyes as she waited for Amber’s response.
 
   “Of course, you can come here!  You know that.  Do you know how to get to Corral City?”  Corral City was a small rural community not far from Southlake, where she lived with Steven.
 
   “No, give me your address.  I have a GPS in the SUV.”  She wished she didn’t have to take the SUV, but Steven had her car towed, and she had no other way to get anywhere.  She scribbled down her friend’s address while Faith gnawed on a plastic block, looking up at her with her big blue eyes.
 
   Bailey hung up and flew into action.  She quickly packed up all of the clothes she’d brought with her and all of Faith’s things.  She hated taking them, but she’d need them, and Steven wouldn’t.  She’d find a way to get his Cadillac back to him.
 
   She went down the stairs to make sure his office door was closed, and started carrying things out to her car.  When she was finished, she put Faith in her car seat and carried her out to the car.  A note was left on the dresser in her bedroom, so Steven wouldn’t worry about them.
 
   “Steven--  I’m so sorry I believed Angela’s lies.  I should have known better.  Faith and I won’t continue to be a burden on you.  I’m safe, and have some money in savings thanks to your generosity.  I’ll get your Cadillac back to you as soon as I can arrange it.  Thanks for everything you’ve done.  My memories of our time together will always be pleasant.  Bailey.”
 
   The tears poured down her cheeks as she drove out of his driveway and toward Corral City, Texas where Amber had a small horse ranch.  The thirty minute drive helped to clear her mind.  She knew she was making the right decision for herself and her baby.
 
   Amber was waiting inside the house and flew out as soon as Bailey pulled up.  “What happened?”  She opened the door of the vehicle and pulled her friend out and into a quick hug.
 
   She shook her head sadly, not ready to talk about it.  “I promise, I’ll tell you, but I can’t right now.  Tomorrow.”  Hopefully by tomorrow she’d be able to speak without tears pouring down her face.
 
   Her friend helped her carry in everything she’d brought.  Bailey carried Faith into the house in her car seat and set her on the floor.  “I have no idea where she’s going to sleep.”  She hadn’t brought the playpen from Steven’s house.
 
   Amber grinned.  “This is the house I grew up in.  My mother kept everything my brother and I used when we were babies. We’ll get the crib out of the attic and she’ll have her own room in no time.”
 
   Bailey smiled.  “Thank you for being such a good friend.”  She knew Bailey’s brother was going to college, and wouldn’t be home for a while.
 
   “Am I allowed to tell Cody you’re here?  He’s supposed to be coming for his riding lesson tomorrow, so if you don’t want Steven to know you’re here, then you’d better tell me now, and I’ll head him off at the pass.”
 
   “No, it’s fine.  Steven won’t care where we’ve gone as long as we’re out of his hair.”  She said the words sadly, knowing they were true.  Steven would be thrilled not to have a baby who wasn’t his and her aunt who he no longer felt any passion for living under his roof.
 
   Amber hugged her tightly.  “I’m sorry it didn’t work out between you and Steven.  When we were on the island, you two seemed like you were such a good couple.  I can’t believe it’s all gone so wrong for you.”
 
   

 
   

Chapter Nine 
 
   Bailey spent the following day on the internet job hunting.  She needed to find something fast, because she knew it would be much harder after she started showing.  She also needed to have medical insurance immediately to pay for her prenatal care and for Faith’s doctor’s visits.  She wasn’t feeling sick yet, but Angela had spent almost her entire pregnancy in bed.  Of course, Angela had always milked any illness for all it was worth.
 
   By early afternoon, she’d set up two job interviews for the following day.  She only prayed she could get one of them.  They were both in Northern Fort Worth, so the drive wouldn’t be long for as long as she was staying with Amber.  And then she could go ahead and get her own place soon.  
 
   Steven had paid her a very healthy salary, and she’d saved almost every penny of it, because her room and board had been included.  She felt guilty for taking money from him, but what else could she do at this point?  Eventually, she’d save up enough money to pay him back, even if it took her the rest of her life.
 
   When Cody came for his riding lesson, he stopped in to say hi to Bailey.  He had always loved little Faith and played with her while they talked.  He didn’t ask any questions about what had happened between her and his friend, but he didn’t have to.  Seeing the deep circles under her eyes and the evidence of her tears was all Cody needed.
 
   After he left, he drove straight to Steven’s house.  He didn’t knock, but instead went inside and stormed into the office.  “What did you do to her?”
 
   Steven gave his friend a cold look.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  The shock of finding Bailey and Faith gone this morning was almost more than he could take.  He’d come to his office and buried himself in work, avoiding Connie as much as possible.  She’d made it clear to him at breakfast time she thought it was his fault their houseguests had gone.
 
   “The hell you don’t!  Bailey has moved in with Amber, and she’s obviously been crying her eyes out.  What did you do?”  Cody’s hands were fisted at his sides as if he was going to start hitting something any moment.
 
   Steven leaned back in his chair, scrubbing his face with his hand.  “Is that where they went?  I’m glad they’re safe.”  He was shocked by the anger on his friend’s face.  They’d always believed each other first, and no woman had ever come between them.  “I didn’t kick her out if that’s what you think.  She found out yesterday Faith isn’t mine.  I guess she decided she didn’t have a right to be here after that.”  He knew there was more to it than that, but he wasn’t going to tell Cody.  There were limits to what he’d tell even his closest friends.
 
   Cody gave his friend a confused look.  “You always knew she wasn’t yours.  Didn’t you tell her?”
 
   “I told her I wanted a paternity test.  And we had it done.  I never meant for her to see the results.  I only did it in case something came along later.  I shouldn’t have.  I should have just let her think Faith was mine.”  He was still kicking himself for leaving the results out on his desk like that.  Of course, Bailey had been avoiding his office, so how was he supposed to know she’d walk in there while he was getting lunch?
 
   “You need to go after her, you know.  She loves you.”
 
   Steven shook his head.  “She told me on the way home from the island our physical relationship was over.  She said it was best for Faith.  I was planning on buying her an engagement ring.”  His voice sounded sadder than Cody had ever heard it.  “I don’t even know what I did wrong to make her feel that way.”
 
   “Are you insane?  She’s living with Amber, and crying all the time.  Go and tell her how you feel.  You’re making a huge mistake.”
 
   Steven looked at his friend, feeling hope for the first time since she’d left.  “Do you think she’d even see me?”  It had to be worth a shot.  He was sitting here miserable without her.  If she threw the ring back in his face, at least he’d always know he’d done everything he could to make the relationship work.
 
   “Get the ring and go to her.  Trust me.  All she wants is to come home to you.”  He turned and started to leave the office.  “And, yes, I will be your best man.”
 
   Steven shook his head at his friend.  Suddenly, he felt galvanized into action.  He grabbed his car keys and his wallet, and headed for the nearest jewelry store.  He picked a pink diamond, thinking it would suit her more than a traditional stone, and left the store at a dead run.  He had to get her back and he had to do it tonight.
 
   He called Cody from the road.  “I forgot to get her address from you.  Where is she?”  He felt like an idiot and grimaced as he heard his friend’s laughter.  He knew Cody and Justin would be needling him over this for years to come.
 
   He punched in the address while stopped at a light and followed the annoying GPS voice to the address Cody had given him.  What he found when he got out of his car, was a ranch that had seen better days.  He got out of the car, nervous for the first time since Cody had left his house.  The ring was in the front pocket of his jeans as he knocked on the door.
 
   Bailey had just put Faith in her saucer to play when she heard the knock.  Amber was doing one of her group lessons for horse crazed girls, so she went to the door.  When she saw Steven standing there, she almost closed the door, but sucked in her breath and opened it for him.
 
   “Hi.”  What else could she say?  Had he come to get the car back?
 
   “I miss you.”  He hadn’t meant to start out that way, but it’s what he was thinking and the words just flew out of his mouth.  
 
   “We’ve barely spoken for months.  How could you miss me?”  She stared at him in disbelief.
 
   He sighed.  “I liked knowing you were there.  I liked knowing I could go to your room and talk to you if I wanted.  I liked knowing Faith would be there if I wanted to see her.”  He reached out a hand and brushed away the tear falling down her cheek with his thumb.  “I love you, Bailey.  Please come home with me.”
 
   She stood with her mouth open gaping at him.  “What?”  She must be hearing things, because Steven would never say that to her.  Never.
 
   She stood watching as he dug in his pocket for something.  Suddenly, he dropped to one knee and held out a ring box to her.  “Bailey, will you do me the honor of being my wife?  We’ll raise our beautiful baby together, and hope we are blessed with a dozen more.”
 
   She blinked her eyes as the tears started again.  “Why?”  Why did he suddenly want to marry her?  He’d never shown any indication he even wanted her living in the same house he was in.  What had come over him?
 
   “Because I love you, and I don’t think a life without you is worth living.”  He paused.  “I used to think money meant happiness, but it doesn’t.  Happiness is having you beside me.  Happiness is holding Faith and burping her.  Happiness is everything I felt when we were on the island.  Please, Bailey.  Marry me.”  He held his breath as he waited for her answer.
 
   She put her hand over her mouth and sucked in a breath.  Finally, after a moment, she nodded.  “But there’s something you need to know first.”  It was time to tell him.  She had to now, because he needed to know there would be four of them, not three.
 
   He got to his feet and pulled her into his arms, kissing the top of her head.  “What do you want to tell me?”  He found her ring finger and slipped the ring on, pleased that he’d guessed right on the size.  Whatever it was, he didn’t care.  As long as she was by his side, they could handle anything.
 
   She stared down at the ring on her finger as she fought to find the courage to tell him.  Finally, she looked up into his eyes.  “By marrying me, you’re not just taking on me and Faith.”  She laid her hand over her still flat stomach.  “I’m going to have your baby.”
 
   His eyes widened and his face broke out into a huge grin.  He picked her up and swung her around.  Faith started clapping and giggling.  “I can’t wait!”
 
   He put Bailey back on her feet and reached down to pull Faith out of her saucer, noticing her for the first time since he’d arrived.  “Are you ready to be a big sister, Faithy?”  Faith patted his cheek happily.  “I guess that’s a yes.”  He grinned at Bailey.  “Come home with me.”
 
   She nodded.  “I need to leave a note for Amber, and pack up all our things again.”  She looked back over her shoulder at him as she wrote the note quickly.  “Do you want a big wedding?”  Not that she cared overmuch.  As long as she was his wife, and they were a family, she cared about nothing else.
 
   “I don’t care one way or the other.  I just want to be married to you, and I want us to officially adopt Faith, so she’ll be ours.”  He wanted it clear Faith was his daughter by love, even if she wasn’t his natural daughter.
 
   “Let’s just do a small ceremony then.  Maybe just a justice of the peace.  We can have the gang there, but no one else.”  He knew immediately she meant Cody, Justin, Amber and Sarah.
 
   “That’s fine.  I really don’t care.  As long as I get you for my wife.”  The look he gave her told her in no uncertain terms she needed to hurry.  He wanted her home with him where she belonged.
 
   She smiled at him, able to be content about the future for the first time in a long time.  “I love you, Steven.”
 
   His whole face lit up at her words.  “And I love you.  No more running.”
 
   “No more running.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Keep reading for an excerpt of the second book in the Dallas Billionaires, Justin, now available.
 
    
 
   Justin Owens shut down his computer, glad to be leaving on time for once.   Everything was always hectic at that time of year with football just over, basketball and hockey seasons in full swing, and baseball only a couple of months from starting up.  
 
   He had an idea for expansion as well, and needed to talk to his two business partners, Steven and Cody, about it to see if it was even worth pursuing.  He’d call them both this evening to set up a meeting.
 
   He’d just locked his office door when he heard a throat clear behind him.  “Mr. Owens?”
 
   He turned to look at the young woman in front of him.  “Yes?”  His eyes traveled up and down her, and he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through his body.  Her shoulder length brunette hair was worn down.  Her eyes were a shade of green he’d never before seen without the help of contacts.  Could they possibly be real?
 
   “May I please speak with you privately?”  Her voice was husky, and sweet.  
 
   “Yes, of course, Miss?” He held out his hand to shake hers, desperately needing to touch her somehow.
 
   “Roberts.  Sarah Roberts.  I work in Human Resources.”  She put her hand in his.  She was a tall woman, almost as tall as his own six feet.  He had never thought he would be interested in someone as tall as she was, but found he could only think of getting her somewhere private so he could taste her full lips.
 
   He recognized the name, but not her face.  She couldn’t have been working for the company for any length of time, or he’d have met her before.  He knew most of the three hundred employees in the main office by face if not by name.  “Will my office be okay?”
 
   At her nod, he unlocked the door and ushered her inside.  He gestured for her to sit on the black leather couch along one wall of his office, and instead of taking a chair opposite her as he normally would he sat down mere inches from her on the couch.  
 
   If she felt crowded by him, she gave no indication of it.  He turned to her, waiting to see what she wanted, and he found her staring at his lips.  He told himself he was acting like an idiot even as he leaned down and brushed her lips with his.
 
   At first, she seemed startled by his abrupt move, but then she moved one hand to the back of his neck and returned the soft kiss.  After a moment, she pulled back, as if surprised.  She cleared her throat.  “I..umm..wow, I didn’t expect that to happen.”  She fanned herself with a file folder she’d been clutching as if to try and get her brain cool enough to start thinking again.
 
   He smiled at the way she waved the folder.  She was just as attracted to him as he was to her.  “Would you like to go to dinner this evening?”  The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them.  She was here for a reason, and all he could think about was getting her naked and under him.  What was his problem?
 
   Her eyes skirted away.  “I think I’ve given you the wrong impression.  I don’t sleep with my superiors.”  She took a deep breath and shook her head.  “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”  Taking one more deep breath she straightened her shoulders.  “I’ve come to you about an HR issue.”
 
   He nodded, watching her carefully.  “What’s the issue?”  Why hadn’t she gone through Melanie the HR manager?  She wasn’t following the chain of command. 
 
   “I’ve discovered several people on the payroll who are illegal aliens.  They’re using falsified documents to work in this country.  Because that’s against company policy, I talked to Melanie, the HR manager.”  She was speaking quickly now, as if trying to get all of the information out fast before she lost her nerve.  Her eyes were still on his lips, though, making him want to lean down and take hers again.  “She told me to not worry about it, but I had to let someone know, just in case.  Did you know?”
 
   He shook his head, his eyes staring straight into hers.  “Thank you for telling me.  You have the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen.  Are they contacts?”  He knew on one level what she was telling him was extremely important.  On another, he could think of nothing but the beautiful woman in front of him.
 
   She shook her head, still staring into his eyes.  “Are you going to do something about it?”  She hoped she hadn’t read him wrong.  He seemed like such an honest dedicated businessman.  He did care about the problem, didn’t he?
 
   He nodded.   “Right away.”  He leaned forward to taste her lips with his one more time.  She had full lips that made him think of nothing but kissing her.  
 
   She stood abruptly.  “Thank you for seeing me, Mr. Owens.”  She turned and ran from the office, leaving the folder on the couch beside him.
 
   He sat on the couch staring at the open door.  Sarah Roberts.  He picked up the folder she’d dropped and flipped through it quickly.  Proof of her allegations were on the pages it contained.  
 
   He walked to his computer and quickly looked up her personnel file.  Jotting down her address, he left the building, going straight to the underground parking facility.  He programmed her address into his GPS and followed its instructions to a large apartment complex.  
 
   He sat outside her apartment watching the building for a few minutes, trying to decide what he should do.  How would she react if he knocked on her door?  He shook his head.  He was acting like a lovesick puppy.  He hadn’t followed a girl home since he was in junior high.  He backed his black Maserati out of the parking lot and drove home.  He couldn’t go to her apartment now without scaring her.  He’d call her into his office tomorrow.  And do what? Chase her around the desk?
 
   He’d think of something.  He was going to make her his as soon as humanly possible.  He couldn’t risk frightening her in the process, though.  He could still see her big green eyes.  What was wrong with him today?
 
   *****
 
   On the long bus trip home, all Sarah could do was sit and stare off into space, wondering what had happened to her.  Sure, she’d had a crush on Justin since she’d first seen his picture in the newspaper a few years ago, but she had never imagined kissing him as soon as she met him.  What was wrong with her?  She licked her lips, his taste lingering there.  What was it?  Butterscotch?  Why would he taste like butterscotch?
 
   Why she’d latched onto him as her ideal man, she didn’t know.  She’d deliberately applied for a job at his company, hoping to work in close contact with him.  Every time she’d signed up for a boring business class in college, she told herself it was to work for his company and get close to him.
 
   Yes, she probably could have sent him an email or an anonymous interoffice memo with the information, but she had to meet him in person.  His reaction to her had been the real surprise.  She raised her fingers to her lips.  He’d actually kissed her.  
 
   If he called her into his office tomorrow, what would she do?  Strip down and lie back on his desk and let him have his way with her?  She needed to get a grip on her lust.  She’d never felt anything like this before.  It wasn’t his money either.  
 
   Oh sure, that was probably what had first attracted her to his picture in the paper, but over the years it had developed into so much more than that.  She had an entire scrapbook with every newspaper clipping about him in it.  It was amazing how he’d started this company with just two other college students and they’d been billionaires before they’d graduated.  
 
   She didn’t expect him to sweep her up onto his big white horse and ride off into the sunset with her, though.  Things like that didn’t happen in real life.  Not to girls like her.
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