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Carefree billionaire, Thomas Powers, is slacking in his duties. He’s living a wild lifestyle and letting the family winery business slip away from his priorities. It’s not until he meets a headstrong photographer when he realizes this is the first woman who doesn’t melt whenever she looks at him. It’s a challenge, but he’s determined to change her mind. He’s also determined to get rid of a problem in his life – the pesky imaginary man who proclaims to be Thomas’ guardian angel.

Morgan Foster is a photographer for a tabloid paper, and when she suspects there’s more to the story on one of her assignments, she’s determined to find out what is really happening. Unfortunately, that means she must work with the arrogant man who enjoys playing with women’s hearts. Being nice to him is difficult, only because she doesn’t want him to eventually capture her heart.
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“Come on baby... Daddy needs a new jet.” Thomas Powers shook the red dice in his hand as he stared down the craps table. He’d been playing for an hour now and winning. He’d never considered himself a professional gambler, but he did like to play once in a while. And today... he was literally on a roll.

His good friend, Cole Langston, whose brother owned the casino, put this evening’s events together. Since it was Cole’s turn to find the entertainment for Thomas and their billionaire groupies, this was the perfect spot. Angie Birmingham was one of these groupies. Thomas had known her since grade school and only considered her a friend, even though he knew she wanted more. But today she was his good luck charm, so... if the stars were aligned correctly, she just might get her wish.

Angie stood by him so closely that she could have been the one wearing his clothes and rolling the dice. He held out his hand in front of her face. “Blow some good luck on me, Ang.”

Her eyes danced with excitement as she blew on his hand. From the smell of her breath, she’d been drinking much more than he’d realized. Hopefully, her intoxicated breath would put some kind of spell over the dice so that he could continue his winning streak. Already his total was up to fifteen thousand dollars. He’d already decided that when he reached twenty thousand dollars, he’d stop and call it a night. He could already hear his pillow calling him since he’d been up for forty-eight hours straight.

“Okay, here we go,” he said loudly to the crowd surrounding the table. “I’m going to roll a ten again.” Thomas didn’t know half of the people at the table – or even at the casino – but since he was a likable man, when he made friends, he usually kept them for years.

Holding his breath, he threw the dice. The room grew silent, and only the rolling dice was heard knocking against the gaming table. One of them stopped on the number six, and the other stopped on... four!

The crowd cheered. He whooped with excitement and grabbed Angie around the waist, swinging her around. She wrapped her arms around his neck and planted a kiss on his mouth. The kiss was okay, but he’d had better – and less alcohol-based.

When Angie tried to deepen the kiss, he pulled away from her and set her back on her feet. His friends who stood nearby clapped him on the shoulder and congratulated him. Thomas bent and gathered the winning chips. It was time to end the night, especially before he lost everything he’d won.

Suddenly, a flash from the end of the table drew his attention. A woman in a silky, black figure-hugging dress with spaghetti-straps stood out from the crowd. It wasn’t that the dark-haired woman was breathtakingly gorgeous that captured his attention, but it was the camera she held as she snapped pictures of him.

His first reaction was to yell at her and have someone escort her out of the casino. Thomas had had his share of nosey tabloid photographers. However, this woman was different somehow. Maybe it was that she was prettier, but it could have been the look of interest in her eyes when she lowered the camera and met his gaze.

“Oh, don’t stop now, Tommy.” Angie’s finger toyed with the wavy hair on his nape. “You’re on a roll. I mean, we are on a roll.”

She rested her head against his arm and peered up at him with glassy eyes, putting on her pouty face. He really didn’t like pouty faced women. He also didn’t like the smudged dark makeup under her eyes. Her auburn hair had lost its luster, too. Right now, she looked like one of those women who hung out in bars and only left when they were seeing double. He also didn’t like her calling him Tommy – a name he was teased with as a kid in grade school.

He switched his gaze back to the woman holding the camera. Her eyebrow arched in a judgmental fashion. He could read her thoughts perfectly without her even saying a word. Obviously, she wondered why he visually flirted with her when Angie hung all over him like a shroud. Perhaps after this last roll, he’d shake off his irritating shadow and meet the new woman he couldn’t stop looking at.

“Just one more roll... please,” Angie purred forcefully.

Gradually, the crowd began to chant. One more. It didn’t take long before the whole room echoed the encouraging sentiment. The woman his stare had been glued on wasn’t part of the chant. She shrugged and lifted the camera back to her eye and clicked a few more pictures.

Laughing, he joined the group again and focused back on the game. One more roll wouldn’t hurt... not since he was on a winning streak. Right?

He placed the chips back on the number ten square and picked up the dice again. The crowd cheered once again, making him feel that much more important.

Glancing at Angie, he could tell she was ready to blow on his hand, but he really didn’t want her to this time. There was no way he wanted her to think he’d be taking her home with him tonight, especially when his interest had turned to the gorgeous woman in the silky black dress.

“Okay, let’s do this again.” His voice lifted above the cheering. He shook the dice, trying to ignore Angie who kept tugging on his sleeve because she wanted to blow on the dice.

When he let the dice fly, the room became quiet once again. One dice landed on five, and the other...

Two hours later, Thomas’ driver dropped him off at his mansion. Maybe he should have let Angie blow on his hand again. Good grief! He’d lost twenty thousand dollars with one roll of the dice. I’m such an idiot!

However, what made him more of an idiot was when he’d confronted the gorgeous lady taking pictures. It had seemed that his failure was something she’d wanted to cherish. When he’d realized that she continued to take pictures, he stormed over to her, yanked the camera out of her hands, and threw it to the floor. The lens had broken off the expensive camera. At the moment he hadn’t cared. Now he felt guilty. Seeing the flash of anger in her pretty eyes and hearing the words exiting her mouth, would remain in his memory for a long time.

He didn’t know what had come over him. Was he embarrassed for acting like a sore loser in front of an attractive woman? Or was it the insult that he’d lost twenty thousand dollars on one roll of the dice? Either way, the night had ended poorly.

Marching into his home, he grumbled under his breath. He’d never forget the way everyone at the table at looked at him after he’d rolled that last hand. The dice were rigged. That was the only explanation. One minute he was winning like a king – and the next minute he was leaving the casino without a dime of his winnings. At least he hadn’t taken any more money out of his bank account.

He reached the stairs and stopped, gritting his teeth. He’d learned two very important lessons tonight. Gambling with his money was not a good idea. The game was addicting... or at least winning had become addicting. But no more. Next time it was Cole’s turn to pick a party spot, Thomas would let his friend know they were not going to the casino.

The second lesson was... never let his anger get so out of control that he chased off women. If he hadn’t broken her camera, maybe she would have given him her phone number.

He scrubbed his hands through his hair and yawned. It was definitely time for bed. He’d been up for forty-eight hours straight. Well, the last time he checked, it had been that long. Now his bed was really calling him. He’d be surprised if he made it to the mattress before his eyes closed.

“Excuse me, sir.”

The unfamiliar voice snapped Thomas around on the step so fast he lost his balance. He quickly grasped the wooden railing to keep from falling onto the black and white checkered tiles on the floor.

Blinking, he tried to focus his vision on the short, middle-aged man standing in the corridor. The light from the hall shone on his thinning head of hair, emphasizing a bald spot on top of his head. The man wore the oddest clothes. The shirt was baggy and entirely too ruffled around the wrists and neck, but it was the man’s strange shorts that had Thomas nearly chuckling out loud. They were snug fitting and reached below his knee... and were fastened with buttons. Not only that, but he wore stockings, and shoes with large buckles on them.

Thomas rubbed his eyes. He was definitely seeing things. Had he been watching a historical movie sometime during the forty-eight hours of partying? And really, why would he? He didn’t like watching historical shows.

When he focused back on the stranger, the bizarre man was still wearing those different clothes. This must be a joke. “Who are you and what are you doing in my home?” He glanced around him, wondering if one of his other household staff was nearby. But the few that worked for him usually didn’t stay up waiting for him to come home.

“Pardon me sir, but my name is Percy Mills.”

“Why are you here?” Thomas snapped. “Are you filling in for one of my workers?”

“Uh, no sir.” He twisted his chubby hands against his thick waist.

“Then why are you here?”

“You see, Mr. Powers,” he stepped closer, “I was sent from...” pausing, he glanced upwards, “a higher elevation.”

Thomas arched an eyebrow. “Alaska?”

“Uh, no... not quite. You see, sir, I was sent from... Heaven.”

Thomas sure wasn’t hearing correctly – due to lack of sleep, he guessed. Closing his eyes, he shook his head, trying to clear the fog out of his tired thoughts. “Yes, because that makes so much more sense than coming from Alaska.”

The man grinned, displaying two crooked bottom teeth. “Indeed. That does have more logic.”

“Who sent you?” Thomas snapped, wishing the man would just tell him so he could go to his room and sleep.

“Well, you see,” Percy stepped closer, “the man who actually sent me is named Luke – you know, like the apostle in the Bible?”

Thomas rolled his eyes. “Yes, I know the Bible. I’ve read it.”

Percy’s eyes widened. “You have? I would have never guessed.”

Thomas fisted his hands. Who was this man to judge, anyway? And why was he still here?

“Anyway,” Percy continued, “Luke is considered the head of the department. He sent me here to help you get back on the right road.”

Road? Thomas glanced around him. He was inside his house, so why did this man think Thomas was on the wrong road? Unless... 

Inwardly, he groaned. He was dreaming. That was it. That would explain the historic-looking man and his strange language and the odd things he was telling Thomas.

He held up a hand, stopping the small man. “Right now, the only road I want to be on is the one leading to my bedroom, so if you’ll please just go back to wherever you came from and let me sleep.”

Thomas turned and climbed a few more stairs, but the man’s buckled shoes clicked on the tiles as he hurried toward the stairs.

“But Mr. Powers, I cannot go back. I’ve been sent to help you and I won’t return until I’ve completed my mission. Then, and only then, will I get my wings.”

Thomas rubbed his throbbing head. “Oh, I see. You’re a pilot. Well, you might as well look elsewhere because I’m not hiring. I have my own pilot, thank you.”

The man chuckled. “No, sir. I’m not a pilot.”

Thomas looked over his shoulder at the man and sighed. How was he going to get rid of him? “Then what are you? A stewardess?” 

“No, Mr. Powers. I’m... your guardian angel.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


TWO


[image: ]




When Thomas opened his eyes, he was not quite sure what day it was. After being awake for so long, who knows how long he really slept. There was a water bottle on his nightstand so he must have gotten up sometime during his sleep to hydrate himself. Thankfully, he was alert enough to think that his body needed water.

Stretching, he yawned and reached for his cell phone. The brightly blinking white light drew his attention to the unread messages.

7:00 a.m. Dad: Thomas, where are you?

7:15 a.m. Dad: Thomas! Board meeting at 8:00.

7:45 a.m. Dad: I thought you’d be here by now. 

8:15 a.m. Tasha (Dad’s secretary): Thomas, Mr. Powers requires you at this meeting.  Conference call at 9:00 as well.

8:30 a.m. Cole: Dude, sorry about your loss. Don’t hate me, k?

Thomas pressed delete on all the messages. Loss? Yes, he lost a lot of money with one roll. Apparently, it had been Angie who’d had all the luck, not him. Perhaps it was his own fault for letting his focus wander to the other lady.

He glanced at the day and time on the phone. Monday, 8:50 am. He had slept through Sunday and his growling stomach told him that it had been ignored. Perhaps his hunger was why he’d had so many weird dreams.

In one dream, it wasn’t Angie who was blowing on his dice, it was the pretty camera lady, and her mesmerizing eyes had him under her spell. In his dream, he’d brought her to his house. As he walked with her up the stairs, she had suddenly turned into the weird leprechaun man. The odd little man in knickers tried to tell him about the right road to be on. 

Rolling his eyes, Thomas snorted a laugh. It was his own fault for dreaming like that. He blamed it on the combination of no sleep, the embarrassing loss of money on one roll of the dice, and the gorgeous camerawoman.

After a quick trip to the bathroom to splash water on his face and run a brush through his hair, he hurried to his laptop and called into the office.

“There you are,” Darion Powers scolded in his very familiar fatherly tone. “You missed another board meeting. I’m tired of this, Thomas. What is it going to take to make you more responsible and dedicated to the winery?” 

“My phone wasn’t charged,” Thomas lied, hating it when his father made him feel guilty. “So, remind me. Who are we talking to again?”

“Joseph Dawson of Dawson Tanks. They are the manufacturers of the wine tanks we buy. They have a new tank and we need to discuss the pricing.”

“Then let’s get on with it. I’m hungry.” Thomas yawned. 

The next hour went longer than Thomas wanted. He was not in the mood to talk business, but he knew it must be done to ease his father’s mind. After hanging up the phone, he grabbed his lounge robe and adjourned to the kitchen. His maid had started the coffee and left some muffins and fruit on the table. The pounding in his head hadn’t lessened since he opened his eyes. He was sure the hour long conference call had made his headache worse. 

He sat on the stool by the counter, and the newspaper was lying on the polished marble. He pulled it over and scanned the front page while sipping his coffee. He popped a couple of Excedrin pills into his mouth before taking a bite of his muffin. He flipped the pages to the business section. It was his habit to check the stock prices. Powers’ Winery in Napa Valley were still holding strong. He flipped over to the entertainment section to see what idiot was being slammed this time.

Headline: Billionaire Thomas Powers loses $20K at Craps table.

Groaning, Thomas leaned his elbows on the counter and rubbed his throbbing forehead. Had the mystery woman at the casino been the one to give the newspaper her pictures? The photo was of him at the gaming table, mere seconds after he’d rolled a six and a five. Thankfully, he’d been covering his face during this embarrassing moment.

Thomas grumbled and pulled out his phone. He typed a quick text to his friend Cole, knowing his friend could help him find the camerawoman. Hey. I need your help. How can I find the lady who took pictures at the casino the other night? She leaked them to the press.

After a few moments, a return text came from Cole. I’m surprised you’re awake.

I was hungry. Thomas shook his head and added in the text, lunch on me at the Country Club. 11:30.

I’ll be there.

Thomas had known Cole for most of his childhood. Cole came from a wealthy family as well, but he wasn’t at billionaire status like Thomas was. For years, beautiful women followed them around, which was why Thomas referred to them as the groupies. It was nice to be popular with the ladies since he didn’t have to worry about where to find his next date. Thomas loved the attention, and he loved spoiling women – at least once a week. There was no need to love one girl when he could have many.

Love. Thomas chuckled. He’d tossed that concept away a year ago. One lady, whom he’d thought would be his special one, ZoAnn, had turned out just the opposite. The beautiful blonde with a curvy body had been interested in magic, so, being the wonderful boyfriend that Thomas was, he introduced her to his magician cousin, Aaron Powers, who lives in Surprise, Arizona. ZoAnn had quickly become mesmerized by Aaron, and within days, she dropped Thomas like a water-balloon from a balcony. His heart shattered all over the pavement as he watched in agony as his girlfriend became Aaron’s woman.

Thankfully, the woman got what was coming to her when Aaron discovered she had only wanted him because of his money. Aaron was the one doing the dumping then. And, to add a special bonus of feel-goods for Thomas’ ego, ZoAnn soon found herself in jail for theft.

His heartbreak trail hadn’t stopped there, because Elizabeth Martin came next. Beautiful, naïve, Elizabeth. She would have been the perfect woman to settle down with. She wasn’t looking for a man with the most money. Instead, she was looking for the right man. Her smile had warmed his heart. Her eyes twinkled whenever he looked at her. However, her eyes were only for Thomas’ cousin. 

Once again, another woman had picked Aaron over Thomas. Not too long ago, Aaron married Elizabeth. That was when Thomas decided that he wouldn’t fall in love again. His heart couldn’t take it. He would just do what he did best, flirt and pamper his women regardless of the cost.

Thomas phoned his driver, Antonio, to have him waiting in front at 11:00 am to take Thomas to the Country Club. Even though he had a Tesla, a Porsche, and a Ferrari – and a couple other sports cars he couldn’t remember right now – he just didn’t feel like driving today.

While en route to the Country Club, his phone buzzed again. Caller ID let him know it was Tasha, his father’s secretary. He sighed and clicked on the Bluetooth speakers to answer it. “Tasha, if my father needs me, I am unavailable until at least 3:00.”

“Mr. Powers,” Tasha spoke softly, “your father has asked me to pass this message onto you. The Tribute is looking to interview your father or you for a section in their paper.”

“What for?”

“The interview will be about how local wineries are run. Your father suggested that they speak with you.”

Thomas laughed. “You’re kidding, right? Not too long ago, he just chewed on me for not being more responsible.”

“I don’t know, Mr. Powers. I’m just giving you his message.”

Thomas rolled his eyes. “What’s wrong with Darion? Is he getting too old for this stuff?”

“He just felt this interview would be best in your hands. After all, you are better at talking to journalists than he is.”

Thomas scowled. So, he had been in magazines and newspapers too many times to count... mostly due to his partying and messing up. “Fine,” he growled.

“I will text you the number. Please call them today.”

“Fine.”

“Thank you. I’ll let your father know.”

Thomas sighed and pushed his fingers through his hair. “Antonio,” Thomas called to the driver. 

Antonio’s gaze moved to the rearview mirror, meeting with Thomas’. The driver grinned. “Yes?”

“My old man wants me to talk to a newspaper about an article they are doing. How about you talk to them for me?”

Antonio chuckled and looked back at the road. “I’ll pass. Besides, you have more experience in that area than I do.”

“Oh, come on,” Thomas jokingly complained. “You’ve been around the winery enough to know what to say. I trust you.”

“I’m sorry, sir. The senior Powers would fire me for sure.”

Thomas’ phone beeped with the tabloid’s phone number. Tasha also texted the name, Joslyn Hardy.

Frowning, he slumped in his seat. He’d call another time. Now was not good for him. He was hungry.

As they pulled up to the Country Club, Thomas immediately noticed his friend’s shiny blue Silverado parked in the stall. A slender man wearing a cowboy hat leaned up against the truck with his arms folded. Cole was here.

Antonio pulled the limo in front and stopped the vehicle. He reached to remove his seatbelt, but Thomas held up his hand.

“Don’t worry. I got this,” Thomas said, climbing out.

With a wide grin, Cole pulled away from his truck and pushed his cowboy hat back on his head. “Your hangover must not be too terrible. You’re not wearing sunglasses this time.”

Thomas shrugged. “I think sleeping through Sunday helped. Besides, I was awakened really quickly this morning, so I’ve been up since nine.” He stopped in front of his friend. “Tell me your brother knows that woman with the camera.”

Cole laughed. “Yes, my brother knows her. I’ll tell you inside.”

Thomas sighed. “Good or I would have pounded the information out of you.”

“The woman was my brother’s date for the night.”

Thomas blinked as his mind slowly processed the information. “Your brother’s date?” He slowly shook his head. “Isn’t he married?”

Cole rolled his eyes. “They are separated, and my brother doesn’t understand the difference between separated and divorced.”

They strolled up to the dining area where a sophisticated looking redhead stood, smiling at them.

“Mr. Powers, Mr. Langston, so good to see you again.” She batted her eyes in a flirtatious manner. “Will others be joining you?”  

The others she referred to were usually women Thomas and Cole brought with them on occasions.

“It depends,” Thomas flirted, moving closer to her, “on if you’re available.” He winked.

Her cheeks flushed. “My answer is the same each time you’ve asked me. I’m working, so I’m unavailable at the moment.”

Thomas looked at Cole, shaking his head. “Why is she always working?”

The redhead chuckled and escorted them to a table overlooking the golf course. “Maybe I won’t be working next time.”

“I can only dream.” Thomas took his seat.

“Enjoy your lunch,” she said before leaving.

“Okay, now tell me,” Thomas picked up his menu, “where I can find the camerawoman.”

Cole removed his cowboy hat and placed it on the seat next to him before lifting his menu. His gaze moved over the thickly laminated paper. “All I know is that her name is Morgan and she takes photos for a living.”

Thomas didn’t want to get upset, mainly because his headache from this morning would return. He breathed in slowly and deeply. “I’m sure your brother knows more. Will you call him?”

“Already did.” Cole paused as his gaze zeroed in on something. “Oh, this looks good. I think I’ll have the turkey and bacon club sandwich with avocado.”

Thomas clenched his teeth. He wanted to yell at his friend and tell him to focus... although, that sandwich did sound appetizing. “You already talked to your brother?”

“Yep.” Cole set the menu on the table. “I asked him how he met her. He told me he bumped into her when he was involved in a car accident. My brother had to stay to give the police his statement. She was there taking pictures. My brother and this woman chatted for a few minutes. He asked her to come to the casino as his date.”

“And all your brother knows is her name is Morgan?”

“Yep.” Cole tapped his fingers on the table.

“I’m confused. Your brother spent a few hours with her and yet he doesn’t know her last name or where she works?”

Cole chuckled and pushed his light brown hair off his forehead. “Tell me, my friend. At what point during your first date with a girl do you find out her last name and occupation?”

Grumbling to himself, Thomas glanced over his menu. He hated it when Cole was right. Thomas also hated to look like a fool. “She took pictures of me and sold them to a newspaper without my consent.”

“That’s why they are called paparazzi.”

“I know,” Thomas snapped.

“She also sold a few more of your pictures to other trashy tabloids.”

“What?” His voice lifted as he slammed the menu on the table, knocking his knuckles against the table too hard. “What other papers?”

Cole tilted his head sympathetically. “Does it matter? The deed has been done.”

Thomas forced himself to calm his anger. He really didn’t want his head hurting any more than it was already. “No, it doesn’t matter.” He sighed. “I just wish I knew where she worked so I could go talk to her. She has no right—”

“They do if they have a license.”

Thomas scowled. “Will you stop making sense?”

Cole chuckled and turned his focus to the waitress coming to their table. He gave her his order as Thomas quickly scanned the menu again. Nothing sounded good right now. Any kind of food wouldn’t taste good while he was still upset over the mysterious lady. He gave his order to the waitress and she left.

“Hey,” Cole said, resting his elbows on the edge of the table. “I’m really sorry about your loss. Twenty-grand is a lot of money.”

“Those dice were rigged, I tell ya,” Thomas chuckled, trying to change his sour mood. “I demand a repeat of Friday night but this time, I win.”

Cole shook his head. “My brother assured me that nothing was rigged.”

“And you believed him?”

Cole shrugged. “He’s my brother. I should believe him. Besides,” his gaze moved to his menu, “your loss went to a good cause.”

Thomas snorted. “How do you figure that?”

“You helped someone else win big, and they probably needed the money more.”

Thomas rubbed his forehead and moved his attention to the window. Men and women were out on the manicured green grass of the golf course enjoying their day. The glaring sun was already promising to turn into a scorching afternoon here in the Napa Valley. 

The waitress returned with their drinks. Thomas picked up his ice-water and sipped. Just off to the side on the outdoor patio stood a short, rotund, balding man. His outfit was what caught Thomas’ attention. He’d seen this man before, but his still foggy mind was drawing a blank.

The man’s ruffled white shirt and black knickers definitely made him stand out amongst the golfers dressed in their shorts and polo shirts. Thomas leaned closer to the window, trying to get a better look at the odd man. Suddenly, the man’s head turned, and he looked directly at Thomas. Grinning, the man waved his fingers. 

Thomas grumbled and glanced at Cole. “Do you see that man there, the one by the patio chairs?”

Cole peered out the window. After a few seconds, he shrugged. “What guy are you referring to? There are three by the patio chairs.”

“The one who is wearing the ruffled shirt and knickers.” Thomas pointed.

Cole looked again, blinked a few times and then looked again. “Sorry, man. I don’t see anyone fitting that description.” Cole picked up Thomas’ water and sniffed.

“What are you doing?” Thomas snapped, taking his drink away.

“I’m checking to see if your water was spiked, but I don’t smell anything, so you’re good.”

“Are you telling me that you honestly don’t see him?” Thomas glanced back toward the patio. The man was gone. Groaning, he rubbed his forehead. “Sorry, man. Maybe I was hallucinating. I guess I need more sleep.”

Thomas took another big gulp of his water while staring out the window. It hovered on the brink of his memory where he’d seen that odd man before, but he just couldn’t remember. 

It hadn’t been during his gambling party because Thomas had only been focused on two things during that time – women and gambling – and not necessarily in that order. So, maybe he’d seen that man afterward.

A flash of memory briefly passed through the fog in his head. He had seen that man after the party. It was when Thomas had returned home. The man told him something.

Closing his eyes tightly, Thomas tried thinking back to when he was so dead tired and wanted nothing more than his bed and pillow. However, the strange man with the buckled shoes had stopped Thomas. The man said something about Thomas being on the wrong road, and... Thomas’ head started pounding harder. Why had the man said he was Thomas’ guardian angel? 

He chuckled to himself and shook his head. That must have been the strangest dream he’d ever had. Perhaps it was time to lay off the all-night parties.

Besides, he would need a very clear mind when he started an investigation into the camerawoman. He wasn’t going to let this one rest. He’d find her, even if he had to turn over every stone in Napa Valley.
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Morgan Foster concentrated on aligning the pictures on the computer program as she held tightly to her mouse and moved it a fraction more. Sometimes she wished there was an easier way to do this, but then she was thankful they weren’t still prepping for a layout the way it had been done in the olden days. 

Zoning out everything going on around her, she focused only on the computer program for the Tribute’s next issue. She’d done this for four years now and should be a pro, but each edition was different, and sometimes – like today – the issues were slightly more complicated. 

“Oh, my goodness. I can’t believe it!” 

Morgan’s coworker’s excited voice startled her, and she jumped. She scowled over her shoulder toward Joslyn Hardy. The strawberry-blonde woman with a model-type body was in her mid-thirties, but thanks to plastic surgery, Joslyn looked much younger. She stared at the cell phone still in her hands. Joslyn’s shocked expression was worth the slight hesitation.

Slowly, Joslyn shook her head. “Today must be my lucky day... or the stars are aligned just for me.”

Again? Morgan bit her bottom lip to keep from laughing. Her coworker had one of these moments at least once a day. “What happened this time?” Morgan switched her focus back on the computer screen as she wiggled the mouse around to fix the file.

“Thomas Powers.” Joslyn laughed softly. “Can you believe it? The powerful Powers family who never returns my phone calls is actually going to call me today.”

Morgan’s hand stalled and she gritted her teeth. Just hearing that man’s name made her want to vomit... and then punch him. She’d had her share of snobby rich people, but Thomas took it one step further and thought he was God’s gift to women. 

“Don’t say it too loud or you’ll jinx yourself, Jos. You remember what happened last time.”

Joslyn bent and rested her palms on the desk as she looked closer at Morgan. “This is nothing like last time. You see, I called Mr. Powers’ secretary to see if I could get us an interview with Darion Powers the owner of the Powers’ Winery in Napa Valley. His secretary said Mr. Powers was too busy and she’d pass the assignment to his son, Thomas. When I’d mentioned that Thomas has never returned my calls, the secretary assured me that this time, he would.” Joslyn sighed dramatically, placing a hand to her chest. 

“How is this not like the last time?” Morgan shook her head. “You get all twittery whenever you think you’re going to get an appointment with them.” Morgan leaned back in her chair as she stared at her coworker. “If I were you, I’d push to get in to see Darion Powers. He’s more responsible, anyway. Besides, he’s the owner.”

“I know Thomas is the carefree, bachelor son, but he is part owner of the winery, and so interviewing him will be good enough.”

Morgan folded her arms. “You know, I’ve read the tabloids and—”

“I would hope so,” Joslyn laughed, “since we work for one of the popular papers.”

“Yes, I know.” Morgan flipped her hand. “But from what I’ve read, Thomas is nothing but an out of control playboy. This interview with him will only make his head larger than it already is.” She didn’t dare tell her friend about seeing Thomas at the casino two nights ago. Joslyn would only push to try and get in the popular club, anyway. “I’ve heard that he’s a real jerk.”

“Oh, come on, Morgan.” Joslyn sat on the corner of the desk, swinging her leg gently. “It’ll be fun to interview him, and you know it. But you’re actually the lucky one.”

“How do you figure that?”

“Because you’ll be behind the camera, nobody will see you drooling. You’ll get to see parts of him that I can’t look at while talking to him.”

“Drooling?” Morgan snorted a laugh. Although she and Thomas had made brief eye contact from across the gambling table for a few minutes, drooling was something he was doing, not her! “Why would I do that?”

“Because Thomas Powers is gorgeous.”

“So.” Morgan shrugged. “I’ve met a lot of gorgeous guys and have taken their pictures, and I’ve never drooled. I can definitely handle myself with a self-absorbed billionaire like Thomas Powers.”

Sighing, Joslyn stared toward the window. “It’s going to be so hard not to flirt with him.”

“Don’t waste your time. You’re probably not rich – or easy – enough for him. You want a down-to-earth type of man who’ll love you for yourself.”

Joslyn rolled her eyes. “Right now, I wouldn’t mind dating a rich guy.” She moved off the desk and walked to her desk.

Morgan boiled inwardly and turned back to her computer. How could she stay calm and finish her project when her mind was on him? She’d agreed to go out with the casino’s owner, John Langford, only because he promised that she could take pictures. He was all right with her selling the pictures, too, since it was free promotion for him. 

The night had been going great. She must have chosen the right dress to wear, because not only was John giving her the attention she usually didn’t get from guys – especially whenever she was with Joslyn – but a lot of men were hitting on Morgan that night. One in particular, which at the time was hilarious. Thomas Powers, probably drunk off his butt, and winning a lot of money, but that man had the nerve to flirt with her from across the table while his date hung all over him. 
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