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Chapter 1
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For the tenth time that afternoon, Kendall Adams peered out the window. Oblivious to the roar of earthmoving equipment only yards from the construction trailer, her gaze centered on the lone man trekking across the arid wasteland. In twelve months, the site would transform into the anchor store of an exclusive mall. Today, it more closely resembled the surface of the moon—endless acres of red clay broken only by gaping craters the size of city blocks. 

"What's your plan, Kenny? With the Specialty guy?"

Startled, she discovered her foreman leaning against the doorjamb. Beg for mercy? The looming meeting with Specialty Construction was life or death for Adams & Rey Contracting. As the Adams part of that equation, Kendall's fate lay in the hands of the Traynor brother crossing the site. "Guess I'll sweet-talk him."

When Jimmy's leathery face creased with a smile, she caught a flash of her daddy—the rare times he'd ever smiled. "No—seriously." 

If things weren't dire, she would've laughed along with him. More likely to throw a punch than a kiss, the image of Kendall Renee Adams sweet-talkin' anyone was downright laughable.  But with her bank account sending up flares that they were about a month away from running out of money, she was willing to try anything.  

"You sure Specialty got our pay applications?"

"Claire says she's called a hundred times." Kendall's stomach twisted. "Three months work out here . . . and Specialty hasn't paid a dime."  

With Specialty responsible for the whole project, one of them damn Traynors was about to read her the riot act. A & R's piece was the sitework. And her piece was making a muck of things. Mechanical breakdowns, equipment theft . . . all normal headaches she had no problem taking ownership of. But Specialty deserved some heat as well. Damn them—if they'd just pay up, half her problems would go away. She'd still have plenty to keep her from sleeping at night, but her imminent financial ruin could temporarily slide to the backburner.  

This business grew tougher each year. She hated the arguments, the threats, the tiresome hoops she jumped through just to get paid what they were owed. Barring a miracle—or a last minute lottery win, Ken was prepared to throw herself on Traynor's mercy. Her daddy and Linc Traynor went way back. If she had to swallow her pride for the sake of her crew-

"Girl, you're gonna have ulcers by the time this is done." Jimmy scowled. "Everyone will survive if it ends, Kenny. It's not your job to take care of these boys."

Too much like a real father, talking with Jimmy would only lead to tears. "Can we discuss this later?" Worse than meeting Traynor would be the call to Ken, Sr. Explaining to her father why, after a scant three years under her leadership, Adams & Rey would be shutting down. 

The news would probably kill the old man. 

As bearer of the news it just might kill her, too.

***
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HARRISON TRAYNOR STRODE toward the gaping hole in the earth, one hand raised to shield his eyes from the glare. The harsh smell of diesel lingered around the huge machine he cautiously approached. His hardhat weighed heavy in the afternoon sun.  

The burly equipment operator paused mid-scoop when he caught sight of him. Jumping to the ground, a plume of dust rose around him. "Help ya?"

"I'm looking for Ken Adams." Competing with the idling equipment, he raised his voice. "I'm with Specialty Construction."

"Kenny's expecting you." He jerked his thumb toward the far side of the site. "We just moved the trailer down the road a piece. You'll have to walk." 

Hoisting his briefcase, Harry began the long hike across the rock-strewn site. He faced a huge decision. Adams & Rey had been in business thirty years—nearly as long as Specialty. But talk around town suggested A & R was on shaky financial ground. Harry would determine whether the rumors were true. 

The other buzz surrounding the legendary site contractor—that he slung a shotgun like a western movie cowboy—he hoped to avoid confirming. Passing busy crews on thundering equipment, he resisted the urge to blot his forehead on the sleeve of his now damp suit. Ahead, a lone construction worker left the trailer, starting toward him, his angry strides creating a swirling red haze.   

He studied the man approaching. Adams was slighter in stature than legend suggested. Determined to set the right tone for what was certain to be an awkward meeting, Harry extended his hand. "Harrison Traynor. Are you Ken Adams?" 

"I am." 

Though belligerent, the whiskey-soaked voice was suspiciously female. Harry might be a little slow on the uptake, but eventually, he could puzzle through just about anything. "I'm the CFO at Specialty. I was looking for-" He rechecked his file. "Ken Adams? The owner?"  

"And I said you're lookin' at her." 

Removing her sunglasses, the diminutive woman's eyes were an unusual shade of gold. More like—amber. Despite a vague whisper of familiarity, her expression suggested she'd enjoy nothing better than working him over with a tire iron. "Have we met?"

"No." 

“I assumed I was meeting with . . . your father?" His question met with stony silence, Harry persevered. "Okay. I thought it best we meet in person regarding your progress."

She didn't blink. "You got a check for us, Traynor?"  

Her hardhat covered what was clearly an even harder head. "I'm prepared to discuss an advance on your next draw . . . once we reach an understanding on our expectations."

"Advance? How about payin' us for all the work in place?" She waved expansively toward the nearest crater.  

"Why don't we continue this conversation inside?" Nodding toward the trailer, Harry ignored the beads of sweat trickling down his spine, unsure whether it was heat or the proximity to the edge of a damned canyon. Though he'd avoided thinking about it, a glimpse at the height made his stomach tighten with familiar dread. The only path to the trailer ran along the rim of the cavernous hole. Despite knowing the path was wide enough to travel on, his stupid heartbeat accelerated anyway. 

Her eyes shooting sparks, Ken stood her ground. "If you don't have the money you owe, there's nothing more to discuss."

"Miss Adams . . . we're concerned whether you'll complete the sitework on time. I've received calls from several suppliers saying you're overdue paying them." By the tight clench of her jaw, her silence spoke volumes. "You signed a contract with Specialty," Harry reminded. "The agreement includes an expectation of performance."  

"That contract also included timely payment," she shot back.

Dropping his briefcase in the dirt, he tugged his jacket off. Why the hell had he worn a suit? Rolling up the sleeves of his formerly crisp, cotton shirt, his temper eroded in the heat. They were twenty feet from air-conditioning. Why couldn't they go inside and cool off? Despite her immunity to the smothering humidity, twin spots of color rose in Ken's cheeks. For some reason, Harry was cheered by the tiny chink in her armor. "You still have a skeletal crew out here. Where are your men?"   

"How the hell can I pay them when you're holding my money? How much more do you think I can float?"

Her rusty voice scraped Harry's edgy nerves. Dust clinging to him, he was hot and sweaty. And staring into that damn gaping hole in the ground was making him lightheaded. The longer they stood there, the more he fought visions of plunging over the side. He'd had just about enough of the annoying little wasp zinging around him with her irritating voice. At this point, her old man and his shotgun would be preferable.   

"If you're experiencing financial problems, tell me now so we can help," he suggested, loosening the silk tie suddenly strangling him. "We can't afford you going bankrupt midway through this dig. The steel's already ordered and the concrete crew is waiting on you to finish."

Take that, Wasp. Winning a chunk of the huge mall contract had been a coup for Specialty. Though his cousins might be the building experts, he alone, was responsible for making sure Specialty remained profitable on the deal. Harry wasn't about to let anything go wrong.

Fury heating the gold flecks in her eyes, Ken took a step closer. "You think you've got trouble now, Prettyboy? Three months without any payment means I'm filing a lien Monday. If I shut this job down—you'll be dead in the water." She advanced on him. "And, just so we're perfectly clear—this job is two days ahead of schedule. So, you can shove that concrete crew up your ass-"

Three months? What the hell was she talking about? Harry's temper spiked. "We've paid you everything you're owed through the end of last month."

"You're a damn liar, Traynor."

Despite her belligerent stance, her words didn't match his records. "I have the proof right here." More alarming than her accusation was the catch he heard in Ken's voice. Hell—she was choosing now to go all female on him? "Can we please move this to the trailer?" He lifted his briefcase, hoping she'd accept his not-so-subtle hint. "I'm willing to review your contract and each pay application," he offered. "Line by line if that's what it takes."  

"I can't imagine your daddy would be proud of what you boys are doing to us."  

That did it. Upset or not, the she-troll was way out of line. "If my father was alive, he'd be damned proud of how we conduct business, Miss Adams. And Linc is still active on the board of directors," he pointed out, his voice chilling over the insult. "If it wasn't for him cutting you a break, we would've had this conversation last month."    

***
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KENDALL SHOVED FISTED hands in her pockets. Great job, Ken—insult his dead father. Would she ever learn to control her mouth? Her daddy was right. Trouble seemed to follow her like a starving dog. Until meeting Harrison, she'd hoped to reason with him. Despite Jimmy's misgivings, she could be persuasive. Sometimes. 

But thirty seconds into their conversation Ken realized she'd rather grab Traynor in a chokehold than play nice. He was rich and arrogant. Gorgeous. And way better dressed than she could ever hope to be. A volatile combination when she was staring at a mountain of unpaid bills, a lazy, narcissist partner her father had foisted on her, a crew who expected wages for their long hours and two demanding pets with high expectations. 

"Alright. Let's go." How could she make him understand there'd been an error? Specialty owed her serious money. The bigger question was whether she could convince Harrison of the truth before she was forced out of business. 

Despair swamping her, she trudged back to the trailer, uncaring whether he followed. Halfway there, the yellow caution tape fluttering in the breeze caught her gaze, reminding her of problem number seventy-eight she'd yet to address. The damned fence had been designed to withstand a Category 4 storm. Yet somehow, several bolts had managed to loosen up overnight.  

"Yo—Traynor." She spun around to warn him. "Careful near the guardrail. I noticed today-"

Surprised to find him dogging her heels, the grim determination in his eyes was coupled with—apprehension? When she stopped abruptly, he nearly plowed into her. Forced to sidestep around her, he moved the wrong way.

"Be careful." Reaching for him at the same moment he tripped, Ken sucked in a horrified breath as he stepped dangerously close to the loose rail. Her eyes snapped the terrifying images as the tassel on his expensive loafer snagged on the barbed wire and he lurched into the fence. "No-" Her heart contracting with fear, she watched the rail give way under his weight. Witnessed the briefcase leave his hand and become airborne. Lunged to pull him back as the fencing collapsed and he plunged into the yawning hole of the mall's underground parking garage.  

A terrifying lifetime passed during his plunge to the bottom. Her scream mingled with his shout of fear moments before the fencing crashed down upon him. Only her tortured breathing broke the desolate sound of absolute silence. 

***
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MINUTES FELT LIKE HOURS as Kendall's heart catapulted from her chest. Now. Now. Now. She needed to get down there. The more people who gathered at the edge, the more helpless she grew. Everyone was just standing there. "Jimmy—where's the ambulance?" Before he could respond, she slipped into the harness, cursing her trembling fingers. "I'm not waiting." 

"Kenny . . . you can't-"

As close to fainting as she'd ever been, Kendall skirted around her foreman, clipping herself to the rig line. "I have to help him." 

Scaling down the side of the crater, she forced herself to move methodically, resisting the urge to freefall to the bottom. Thoughts flooded her panicked brain. Her company was nearly bankrupt. What if she'd killed the guy with the money to save her? How could she think about money at a time like this? "Lord—if you're listening, I'm sorry. Please let him be all right." 

Unclipping from the line, she hurried on legs that wanted to fold beneath her. Dread coursing through her, she approached him. A groan caught in her throat when she viewed the damage to a body that—until five minutes earlier had been damn near perfect. Harrison's left arm lay at an awkward angle. Probably broken. Spots of blood leeched through his cotton shirt in several places.  

He appeared to be sleeping. Swallowing a shiver of icy fear, Ken stepped closer, confirming the rise and fall of his chest through the torn designer shirt. Moments later he groaned. His lashes were coal-black spikes against the chalky paleness of his skin. From her vantage point he appeared almost boyish, tousled hair marring his perfect features. "That pretty face survived intact," she muttered. Engulfed by remorse, she was mortified by her words. What was wrong with her today?

"That's a relief. I wondered whether GQ . . . still want me."

When his eyes fluttered open, Kendall instinctively shielded his face from the glare. "I'm so s-sorry. I don't know where that came from."  

"Ken?"

"Please forgive me?" Hearing the rasp of fear in her voice, she fought to steady it. Melting down wouldn't help him stay calm. Conscious of his emerald gaze following every movement, she brushed away some of the dirt. 

That had to be good, right? His being aware of her? "You probably shouldn't move," she warned when he would have rolled. "Ambulance is coming. How do you feel?"

"Like I . . . tumbled off the side of a mountain."

Kendall sat back on her haunches. "I think your left arm is broken."

"It feels that way," he said through clenched teeth. "Good . . . thing I'm . . . right-"

"You've broken it before?" Gently, she ran shaking hands over the rest of him. Each time he winced, a jolt of anguish stabbed her chest.

His lips tightened. "Football. Reason why—switched to soccer."

She skimmed down his legs. "It doesn't seem as though anything else is broken, but I can't be sure."

"But my face is okay?"

Her glance was sharp. "Damn it, Traynor. I said I was sorry."

Harrison attempted a smile that twisted into a grimace, skin pulling taut over his cheekbones in an effort she recognized as a battle for control over pain. Pain appeared to be  winning. She made a consoling sound in her throat. "Where does it hurt?"

"Hell—everywhere." 

On impulse, she nearly grabbed his right hand before thinking better of it. What if that was broken too? Instead, Ken laid a hand against his forehead. Her fingers bumped against his wallet lying in the dirt near his head. Scooping it up, she tucked it in her pocket. Of their own volition, her fingers returned to his dusty hair. The thick, black strands were surprisingly soft.

"S'Okay. Don't need-" 

Groping to recall her first aid training, all she could remember was CPR. Since Harrison was breathing through rather perfectly formed lips, he clearly didn't need mouth-to-mouth. Dragging in a steadying breath, Kendall attempted to control her rising panic.

"Damn, Traynor, I feel responsible." Unsure of where she could touch without hurting him, she stroked his cheek until she heard the soft wail of sirens in the distance.

"It's not like you pushed me." He paused for several beats. "Right?"

She played along, pretending not to notice the thread of anxiety in his voice. "I solve all my contractor problems by dumping them into foundations."  

Aware of his gaze, Ken tried not to wince at the sight of his battered body. It wouldn't help him to know how afraid she was. "Won't be long now. I bet you'll be up and movin' before the weekend's out."

"Hope so."

Traynor was deathly pale. Where were the damn paramedics? When his eyelids fluttered shut, her heart plunged to her stomach. "Harrison?"

"Mmm?"

"You got big plans this weekend?" Panic seeping into her voice, she asked out of sheer desperation, unsure whether she should force him to remain conscious.

"Got something in—mind?"

"I think I'm supposed to keep you awake, so tell me what you're doing this weekend," she ordered.

His eyes jerked open at the command. "Working. Always work," he muttered.  

"Friday night and no plans?" Overhead, she heard the painstaking progress of the rescue crew. Keeping him awake was better for her guilty conscience. The silence had gone on too long, filled only with his shallow breathing and the snorting sound of equipment rumbling above their heads. When a shower of pebbles fell from above, Kendall threw her body over his, careful to keep her weight off him. Her insides liquefied when she thought of another possible worry. Please—not a cave-in.

Eyes closed, Harry's eyebrows scrunched in thought, oblivious to their impending doom. "Too much to do. Jake's—honeymoon. Jeff . . . vacation. All gone." 

"So, you're in charge?" She could kiss off any hope of a financial reprieve. Traynor hadn't been in a giving mood when he arrived. Kendall could only assume his tolerance of her had deteriorated over the last several minutes.

"Guess so." When he attempted a weak smile, she experienced the uncomfortable urge to place his head in her lap. To do something—anything to alleviate his discomfort. But her daddy always said she had a knack for making bad situations worse.  

Brushing dusty strands of hair from his forehead revealed an evil-looking gash she hadn't noticed earlier. Her stomach clenched in anguish. 

"Dammit to hell. Is there anywhere on you that isn't hurt?" Her bottled-up remorse exploded in a wave of helpless fury. 

"If I apologize . . . for falling, will you . . . stop yelling?"

Tears filled her throat and spilled from her eyes. "I'm so sorry, Traynor. If I could trade places with you, I would." 

His eyes fluttered open at the croaky sound of her voice, searching through the haze of dust. "I hear them-" 

Harrison's sharp groan of pain sent fear chasing down her spine. Swiping her tears, she burrowed through the rubble to grab his hand, forgetting it might be broken. His skin was cool and clammy. Hell—what did that mean? Shock? "They'll be here soon." Relief coursed through her when he acknowledged the pressure of her fingers with his.

"Ken—can you do . . . something for me?"

"Anything . . . just tell me." Amazed, Kendall watched as he fought to stay conscious. His voice had dropped to a whisper and she leaned down to hear his next words.

"Could you loosen your grip? You're crushing my hand." 

***
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HIS HEAD POUNDING, Harry discovered it hurt to breathe. Over the roar in his ears, he heard an argument escalating. Forcing his eyes open, he glanced around. Hell—he was in an ambulance? He must be worse off than he knew. 

"I need to go with him-" 

"Ma'am—please step back."

Ken hadn't released his hand. She'd loosened the painful grip, thankfully, but he'd been aware of her presence the entire time. Even as he'd passed out—and again when he lurched awake while they carried him from the hole. Unfortunately, it didn't sound as though she would be leaving him anytime soon. 

"Jeez—let her come." The only thing Harry wanted was to get the hell away from that crater. The sooner he made it to a hospital, the sooner they'd patch him up and he could drive back to Stafford. 

Blissfully, it was quiet for a moment before Ken's smoky voice issued several orders to her team as she hoisted herself into the ambulance and they were underway. When her fingers slid between his, Harry was surprised to realize he'd been expecting them.   

"Your name is really Ken?" She had freckles. A spatter of them across her nose.

"Short for Kendall." Her gaze had switched to the scenery flashing past the window in a blur of green and brown.  

He hadn't thought he liked freckles. Now, he wasn't sure. Harry frowned. Was it possible he had a concussion? There wasn't a spot on his body that wasn't throbbing or bleeding. Maybe he was hallucinating. 

Several minutes passed before she spoke again. "We're almost there." 

"Doesn't change . . ." He frowned, trying to remember what he'd been about to say. "We still . . . your contract." When her eyes widened in surprise, Harry again experienced a flash of familiarity. That color.  

"Let's worry about getting you patched up." 

He wondered whether guilt had caused her change of heart. "Where's—briefcase?"

"The boys were bringing it out of the hole. I'll get it for you tonight, once you're squared away at the hospital."

"Thanks." His fingers twitched against hers and Harry experienced a strange flicker of comfort. She was one of the most prickly females he'd ever met. Ken had been belligerent, demanding and insulting prior to his nosedive through that fence. Yet, she'd been the first person into the hole to rescue him. Since then, she'd been surprisingly human. "Thanks for coming with me."

"When I nearly kill a man, it's only polite to cart him to the hospital."

He felt the strangest urge to smile, but damned if he knew how that could be possible. "Where's the original Ken?"

"My dad," she admitted. "He retired to Key Largo three years ago. I'm the only Ken left."

"You run the company?"

"I've worked for A & R since I was seventeen."

Their conversation ended when the ambulance arrived at the emergency room. Releasing his hand, Ken stepped aside while the attendants hustled him inside. The last Harry saw of her was a shaky smile of encouragement and a shy little wave. He was left to wonder whether she'd be waiting when he was finally released or if he'd have to hitch a ride back home. 

***
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EVERY INSTINCT URGED Kendall to follow him through those doors, but her brain jerked the reins. Lord's sake, she'd nearly killed the man. Fighting the urge to cry, she found a seat in the waiting room. Sinking into the chair, she closed her eyes. When an hour ticked by with no word, she approached the window for a status report, her heart thudding like a freight train.

"You're with Mr. Traynor?"

Nodding, she crossed her fingers. The clerk didn't need any ugly details. "Any news? Can I see him?"

"Not yet. But since you're waiting, you can complete the insurance papers." Slamming forms onto a clipboard, the harried woman passed it through the window.

"But-" Kendall sighed when the woman turned to answer the phone. After several minutes, she gave up. The slender bump in her pocket reminded her she held Harrison's wallet. It lay there, beckoning her to rifle through it. 

Not rifle, she corrected. Rifling was when you didn't have an actual reason. Rifling was snooping. Releasing a gusty breath, she withdrew the leather fold.  

Reviewing her mental list of the contents, she delayed opening it. At least one picture of the skinny supermodel Harrison was most assuredly dating. "Probably sporting a thong," she amended. Guys like him didn't date average women. "Like you." Kendall had grown numb to the inevitable feeling of failure at being a woman. But, she'd learned the hard way that jeans and boots were suited for digging in the dirt. And it was more important to gain her crews' respect than to attempt lookin' cute—which was basically hopeless anyway. "I run a construction company," she muttered. Not a damn nail salon.    

Summoning her courage, she removed the insurance card. Every thirty seconds, she snuck a peek at the doors, certain Harrison would burst through them and catch her snooping. She was relieved to turn in the forms a few minutes later, his wallet safely returned to her pocket. Back in her seat, she couldn't help wondering about the photo she'd spied. Harrison and his cousins, posing near the ski lift during a day of skiing at some fancy resort.  

"Ma'am? Mr. Traynor is asking for you."

Startled from her thoughts, Kendall eyed the nurse with apprehension. "Is he okay?"

"The doctor says he'll make a full recovery."

"Thank God." Releasing a shaky breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding, she trailed the nurse through doors leading to a corridor that smelled strongly of antiseptic. 

"He'll need some recuperation at home for a week or so," the nurse continued.

She bit her lip at the news. When the pain meds wore off, Traynor would be seriously ticked off—mostly at her.     

"This way, Mrs. Traynor."

Mrs.? Kendall followed her into a brightly lit examination room. "I'm not-"

"Babe, is that you?"

Holy mother of God—a head injury. Any intelligent words she might have summoned died in her throat. Lurching to his bedside, she ran her gaze over his battered face, the angry stitches standing out in stark contrast against his bleached skin. His beautiful mouth twisted in a grim line when he tried to smile. Harrison's eyes fluttered open, revealing recognition of her and a strumming pain that hadn't been quelled by drugs.  

"Harrison? Are y-you—are you all right?" She glanced at the nurse hovering near the door. "Is he alright?"

"Baby, come here. I can't see you under these bright lights."

Baby? Sweating now, she swallowed a sob of fear. A brain injury. Adams & Rey was about to have their corporate ass sued off. "Is that better, Tray- I mean. . . Harrison?"

"Kenny, bend down so I can talk to you." An IV'ed hand reached for hers.

She shot a nervous peek at the nurse.  

"Go ahead," she encouraged. "The doctor will be a few minutes."

Nodding, she closed the gap between them, surprised to catch a faint whiff of a woodsy, mouthwatering cologne. Only a Traynor could freefall into a pile of dirt and come out smelling great. When the nurse finally left, she released a worried sigh. 

"Have they examined your h-head yet? I think you may have hit it harder than we thought-"

"Ken—listen up." Harrison's eyes snapped open, shocking her with their sudden clarity. "They want to keep me here until a family member can take me home."

"You fell two stories and landed on your head. That's probably not a bad idea."

"I don't have family available," he shot back. "If someone doesn't take me home, they'll make me stay indefinitely—like  . . . maybe until Jeff gets back next Wednesday."

A mental light bulb went off and she chuckled with relief. "That's why you were asking for me? For a minute there, I thought you'd lost your marbles."

"I already told them you're my wife. You have to back me up or they will think I'm confused. Tell them you're taking me home and you won't let me out of your sight," he ordered. "Otherwise, I'm stuck here."

"No offense Harrison, but maybe this is where you belong for a few days. You don't look so hot."

"Like hell." His pain-filled eyes shot daggers at her. "I've got casts on my wrist and my ankle, thanks to you. And stitches in three places." He struggled to sit up before falling back against the pillow. "You owe me, Ken. For the next few hours—you're my wife—got it?"

Based on his mood, the honeymoon was clearly over. "Think about it," she urged. "You're lucky the fall didn't kill you-"

His expression hardened. "You're gonna sign me out of here and then you're gonna drive me home and help me inside."

Was it possible she'd met someone more stubborn than her? "You've got broken bones and you're in serious pain-"

When the door swished open a graying man entered, white coat flapping behind him. "What have we here?" He scanned the chart briefly. "Once your x-rays come back, we can probably release you . . . but you're not to move out of bed the next three to four days."

"Are you sure it's safe? He suffered a serious fall." Kendall ignored smoldering glares from the invalid. 

"He's got a goose egg on his head." He reviewed the chart. "Possible slight concussion. His spine is in remarkable shape, all things considered. Other than a couple broken bones and a few stitches-" He nodded to Harrison. "You were lucky today."

"Yes, sir."

The doctor swiveled his attention back to her. "If his headache doesn't improve noticeably in three days, or if it worsens- get him back here. For his broken bones—call this orthopedist next week." He handed her a card. "Crutches will be awkward with only one working arm, so use the cane instead. Keep his casts dry." 

He tugged a pad from his pocket and scribbled a prescription. "One pill every four hours for the next three days, then only as necessary for pain." He glanced from Harrison to her. "I don't want him out of bed for forty-eight hours. Then—only up for brief periods for two more days. That'll give him a jump on healing. Any questions?"

Probably several hundred, if Ken were allowed a moment to think. "W-what about- Do I need a visiting nurse-"

The doctor smiled over her worried expression. "He looks bad, but he's in decent shape. You should be able to take care of him."

"But-" Traynor's hand crushed hers in warning. 

"I'll feel much better at home. My wife will take great care of me."

The doctor swung his gaze back to her. "You'll keep him quiet, young lady?"

Forcing a smile, she answered Harry's vice-like warning with one of her own. Oh, she'd take care of him, alright. "I'm sure I'll have no trouble at all."  
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Chapter 2
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Harry hurt—everywhere. After three excruciating hours, his x-rays were finally read and all the damned paperwork signed so he could finally be discharged. Three hours for Kendall to locate some guy named Jimmy on his barstool at the Hickory Pub and confirm her truck had been delivered to the hospital. Three hours for the pain to worsen. Whatever shock he'd been in after the fall had long since worn off. 

There wasn't a damned spot on his body that wasn't battered, broken, scraped or bruised. But he couldn't risk a pain pill yet. If he did, Ken would likely abandon him. She'd confess to the doctor that she barely knew him. In his drooling state, he wouldn't be able to argue. They'd wheel him into a noisy, sterile room and he'd be trapped for the weekend—or longer. 

But damned if he didn't want a pill. Or five. Jesus, he felt like hell. He eyed the pharmacy bottles in Kendall's hand. If he could just get to the truck . . . He'd allow himself one. To take the edge off. Despite the mother-huge headache assaulting his brain, he ran through the list of tasks to be accomplished before he could collapse into bed. 

He had to get home. He had to get into his home. Christ—he had to find his briefcase containing the keys to his home. Harry bit back a groan. His mind wandered over the logistics. Did he have any food? The way he felt, he wouldn't be leaving the damn condo for several days. Of course, the way he felt, he probably wouldn't be eating anytime soon, either. Could he even make it up the stairs to his bed? 

"You okay?" Ken's croaky voice interrupted his disjointed thoughts.

Glancing down at the cast on his ankle, Harry regretted it as a wave of dizziness threatened to topple him on his ass. Praying he wouldn't throw up all over her, he blinked owlishly and sucked in a few cleansing gulps of cool night air. Through clenched teeth, he answered. "I'm fine."   

"You look like hell."  

Kendall had the bedside manner of a truck stop waitress. She would be the one snarling at you to hurry up and order—while she sloshed scalding coffee down your pants. Harry had trouble imagining what it would be like to endure her presence for an extended period of time. Her voice alone was enough to make him wince. 

Next to his wheelchair, he sensed her smoldering. She'd been second-guessing him all evening, badgering him to stay at the hospital. And he was damn sick of it. She'd gotten him into this mess. She'd damn well help him out . . . whether she liked his plan or not. Risking a slow turn, he was thankful when the movement didn't cause cymbals to crash in his head. Her golden eyes glowered at him, more with concern than anger, he admitted. But all bets were off once they were alone. She was gonna blast him. 

But by then, she'd be stuck with him. Adams might be belligerent, but she wouldn't leave him for dead by the side of the road. He hoped. Ken held her silence as the orderly strapped his battered body into the passenger seat of her ramshackle truck. As the orderly rolled the wheelchair back to the building, she pounced. 

"I should have my head examined for letting you talk me into this." 

Wincing at her shriek, Harry resisted the urge to unload on her. "Any civility I possess was exhausted several hours ago. If you must speak, please whisper. My head is ready to explode."

"I knew this was a bad idea," she said through clenched teeth. "You need to swallow one of those damn pills and lay back against the headrest." 

At least she'd lowered her voice. "I'm counting the seconds until I can do that, but I have to drive myself home."

"We've been at the hospital for seven hours." She snorted in disbelief. "No way am I driving out on that construction site in the dark. We'll end up in the bottom of another crater."

Forcing his eyes open, he bit back a groan. God—even the parking lot lights were too bright. "Fine - then you've bought yourself the hour drive back to Stafford." 

"Listen up, Prettyboy-" 

Her amber eyes turned molten in a heartbeat. Big mistake. Prickly Ken was apparently dangerous when poked. 

"You're coming home with me," she announced. "You're gonna get in bed without arguing and you're gonna stay there until I decide you're well enough to leave." She stared at him, a fierce scowl on her face. "You got that?"

"Like hell. Holding me hostage wasn't part of the plan."

She had the gall to laugh. "You're the one who said I was responsible, remember?"

"It was my fault I-" Suddenly, Harry didn't have an ounce of strength left to argue. He was too busy fighting the nausea rising in his throat.

***
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BRAKING FOR A TRAFFIC light, Kendall heard his stifled groan. Risking a sideways glance, his face was etched with agony as he swallowed convulsively. Traynor was approaching the limits of his endurance. 

"I promised the doctor I'd take care of you." Sensing his ripple of shock, she hid a smile. If it were possible, Harrison Traynor was even more stubborn than her daddy.

"I am not staying with you, Ken."

"Harrison, honey . . . we married in sickness and health," she drawled. "I mean to honor my vows." 

"I said that so they'd release me." His head tilted drunkenly when he turned to glare at her. "I can take care of my-" Slumping back against the seat, he clutched his head a moment later when she jostled over uneven pavement. "Damn it—you'd better pull over. I'm gonna throw up."

Kendall slowed the truck, edging to the side of the deserted road. Harrison barely made it out the window before he started retching. Afterward, he rested his face on the frame, gulping in shaky breaths of the cool night air.

"Death has got to be preferable to this." 

"Think you're finished?" Harry startled, unaware she'd jumped out and rounded the truck. When he nodded, Kendall peeled off her sweatshirt and doused a corner of it with bottled water before running the wet cloth over his forehead. His hair was streaked with dirt and perspiration, his forehead patched together with stitches. Splashing more water on the shirt, she gently swiped the back of his neck before lifting his chin and cleaning his face with the rest of the bottle. 

His eyes closed, dark lashes swept his ghostly face. Kendall was caught by a wave of sympathy for the excruciating pain she knew he suffered. "Let's get you home and clean you up. I'll drive as slow as I can, okay?"

"Jeez—I'm pathetic." He sagged against the cushion. 

"I think you're bordering on superhuman to endure what happened today." She re-fastened the seatbelt around his slack frame before heading back around the truck. When he started shivering, she slid him a worried glance before turning up the heat. How the hell would she get him upstairs to bed? 

By the time she arrived home, Traynor's soft breathing told her he'd either passed out from pain or fallen asleep from sheer exhaustion. Ken swung down from the seat and headed into the darkened house, in need of a few minutes of preparation before she could haul him inside. 

Wincing at the chorus of barks that began the moment her key turned in the lock, she prayed Lurch had been able to hold it for so many extra hours. She'd endured enough messes for one night. 

"Let's go outside, pal." Scrambling through the house, she snapped on lights as she headed for the back door. Jerking it open, she released a relieved sigh when Lurch bounded into the backyard. Taking the stairs two at a time, she ran to her bedroom. There, she flung back the comforter on her bed before heading for the bathroom. She emerged with a stack of clean towels and two extra pillows. Harrison needed sleep most of all, but eventually he'd want to be propped up. Tossing his prescriptions on the nightstand, she returned to the stairs.

"Time for the hard part." She propped open the door before crossing the front porch and heading for the truck. Harrison was still asleep when she neared the passenger side. Hating the thought of waking him, his participation was unfortunately necessary. 

"Harrison? Can you hear me?" He grunted a response when she swung his legs out, taking care to avoid his booted foot. Grabbing his cane, she slung it over her arm. Hoisting him around his waist, she gently tugged him to his feet, then quickly dove under his arm to support his weight before he pitched forward. 

"As soon as we're inside, you can go back to sleep." Kendall panicked for a moment when Traynor slumped over her. She didn't want to calculate how much weight she was trying to prevent from crashing to the pavement.  

"Harry, wake up." After only a minute, she was perspiring from the effort to hold him upright. Groaning, he finally took some weight on his good leg. She waited until he was awake before handing him the cane. "Can you help me get you inside?"

"H-how far?"

"Not far," she lied, glancing up. The turret room window glowed invitingly out of reach. She tried to block out the vision of all those stairs. When they reached the top of the porch steps they collapsed by mutual agreement. 

"God, Ken—can't I just sleep out here? You can drag me inside in the morning."

Panting for breath, she lay beside him on the porch, staring up at the moths fluttering around the light. The scent of honeysuckle wafted over her like a thin summer blanket. From her vantage point, she noticed the porch ceiling needed painting again.  

"I might join you, Traynor. If it takes this long to get you upstairs, it'll be morning before we get there." Turning, she found him watching her, his vivid, green eyes red-rimmed from fatigue, yet quietly assessing her in the dark. He'd gone from comatose to alert in a matter of minutes. "You ready yet?"

Squeezing his eyes shut, he cursed under his breath. 

"I'll take that as a 'yes'." Biting back a groan, she stooped to grab his cane. If every muscle in her body was aching, she could only imagine how Harry felt. She staggered with him through the foyer, their movements reminding her of the three-legged race she'd won in second grade, and used the momentum to launch up the stairs for the bedroom. 

Ten minutes later, she hobbled with him to the foot of the bed and sat down. Before she could remove his arm from around her, Harrison collapsed back on the mattress, taking her with him. They lay side by side, out of breath and drenched in perspiration.

"Please tell me I don't have to move again."

"It's only three feet to the pillow, but we'll wait until your pain pill kicks in." When he didn't respond, Ken allowed herself the luxury of a single satisfying moment before the awkwardness of their situation began to unnerve her. She had the gorgeous, hard bodied Harrison Traynor in her bed—one muscled arm still wrapped around her. As fantasies went, this was about as close to perfection as she would ever achieve. 

And she was too exhausted to enjoy it. As her eyelids drooped, the irresistible lure of Traynor's force field of body heat demanded she move, lest she fall asleep beside him. She still had work to do. It was probably a blessing when Lurch began howling at the back door.  

"I hear a wolf." Traynor's voice slurred with sleep. She rose quickly, retrieving a long overdue pill from the bottle. When he murmured, she slipped the pill between his lips, holding his head up while he swallowed it with water.

She would've undressed him and tucked him in, but Lurch continued to whimper. Cursing, she strode from the room. The last thing she needed were angry calls from the neighbors. Lurch bounded inside, hovering by his dish until she noticed it was empty. 

"Sorry, Sweetie." After filling his bowl, she set out clean water before filling the cat's dish. Like magic, Wink appeared, stretching her slinky frame and yawning as though oblivious to the man she'd just dragged through the house.

"Don't look at me like that," she warned. "He's only staying a few days." Crouching to stroke the cat, Kendall was nearly bowled over by her faithful mutt. Patting him absently, she stifled a yawn. "I've had a hellacious day. I'm taking a shower and going to bed. I don't want to hear any fighting down here, got it?"

***
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LORD, HE WAS TIRED. Football practice had been brutal. Harry felt as though he'd been run down by a locomotive instead of a linebacker. Hearing voices murmur downstairs, he smiled. Aunt Mona was busy in the kitchen, cooking all his favorites for the Thanksgiving break. 

"Harrison? You still awake?"

He scrunched his nose in confusion. "Mona? Is that you?"

"Yeah, Sugar. Let's get you out of those clothes so you can sleep, okay?"

He felt her hands at his throat and twisted his head so she could unbutton his shirt. Her fingers were cool when they slipped the shirt from his shoulders. He groaned with the effort it required to move, frowning when his aunt gasped.

"Whass wrong?" He blinked, but there were two of her . . . and neither looked like Mona Traynor. She didn't smell like his aunt, either. She smelled like the cheerleader he'd been hitting on all season.

"Lord, you've got so many gashes." She dabbed at his chest and he felt a sting of heat. Harry didn't remember getting scratched at the game.

"Deborah? Is that you?"

"Nope. Not Deborah, either. You sure get around, Traynor."

"Deborah's sooo pretty. W-who are you?"

"I'm your worst nightmare, Sugar. Remember me?" He frowned when she chuckled. Was he having a nightmare? 

"I'm Ken, remember?"

She began washing his chest and shoulders. When she finished with the front, she tugged him forward to rest against her chest. The warm hollow of her throat beckoned him closer, her soft, sweet scent tantalizing his nose. If she smelled this good, she probably tasted even better. Harry heard her gasp when his lips wandered over a sensitive spot. Her skin was unbelievably soft. 

"W-what are you doing?"

"You taste good." 

"I—um . . . well thanks, I guess."

He sighed appreciatively when she began to wash his back. "You smell nice, too." The sensation of the warm, wet washcloth felt impossibly good against his skin. His eyes fluttered open when warm water sluiced over his head and her fingers scrubbed gently over his scalp. "That feels incr—increbable." Harry grinned, despite a twinge of pain. "Is that a word?"

Frowning when he remembered her name, he blinked, but there were three of her when he opened his eyes. She was dressed in a flowing white gown, her feet bare. Her long hair was dark and wet against her back, her kaleidoscope eyes a mysterious, golden color. 

"Ken's a boy's name." She patted him dry and pushed him gently back against the pillows. He sighed with pleasure, floating on a cushiony cloud with a golden-eyed angel tending his every need.

“Can't put one over on you, Harry.” 

Her soft, husky laughter skimmed his nerves, leaving a warm tingle behind. When she drifted away he experienced a jab of disappointment. Then he felt her hands on his foot and heard the soft clunk when his shoe fell to the floor. When she unzipped his pants, he waited patiently. 

"Oh, dang."

Cloud girl was pissed. Harry forced himself to concentrate. "What?"

"I forgot about your ankle cast. I'll have to cut your pants off."

His thoughts drifted to making love on a cloud. With an angel. "Okay."

"Damn, these look expensive. Why couldn't you wear jeans to the site?"

"Who's Jean?" 

A few minutes later—or maybe it was days—cool air rushed against his legs. Her touch was so gentle he had a hard time finding her. First on his left, she reappeared on his right, like a firefly adrift on a hot summer night. Reaching for her, he came away empty-handed.

"Angel? You still here?" Her hands paused on his calf where warm, soapy water trickled down his leg. When she swiped it with a towel, he sighed. 

"That's as far as the sponge bath goes, Traynor. I'm afraid my delicate sensibilities can't handle much more of your chiseled bod. You must live at the gym." 

When the cool, crisp sheets brushed against his skin, he groaned. A blanket followed before the lamp snapped off. 

"Goodnight, Harrison."

"I live on Parker Street." The soft, musical laughter washed over him again. Harry felt her breath against his cheek and instinctively turned to find her. 

"Don't leave." The fear was instinctive. If this was a dream, he didn't want it to end.

"Go to sleep, Harry" she whispered. Floating across the room, her soft footsteps faded in the night. It finally dawned on him he hadn't seen any wings.  

***
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HE WAS NAKED. IN A woman's bed. With the worst hangover of his life. Harry turned to the opposite pillow, relieved to discover it empty. A quick check under the sheet confirmed he still had briefs. 

One-night stands weren't usually his style. Neither was drinking too much. So, where the hell was he? Shifting on the pillow, he groaned. Holy hell. Pain crashed in on him, his head clanging as though caught between two cymbals. And he remembered the fall.
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