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  Dedication




  For my special Taynard Court friends: Danny, Karol, Marilyn, and in memory of Debbie. I miss you folks more than you can know.




  Chapter 1




  Quinton Kincade stared at Attorney John Von Cannon, the man who had been his best friend since they met in college. The lawyer finished reading the will and looked at the disbelief and anger that filled Quinton’s dark eyes—filled his entire countenance. “How the hell could he do this to me, John?”




  “I know it’s a hard thing to accept, but he was adamant. If you want to inherit the business you’re going to have to abide by the stipulations he put in his will.”




  “But to demand I marry a woman with the qualities he listed as the only ones that are acceptable is ludicrous.” Quinton’s voice grew louder.




  “I know it is, but you know how eccentric your father always was. Ever since your first wife died and you married and divorced Eloise, he’s wanted you to settle down with the right kind of woman. Because you haven’t done so on your own, I guess he decided to do it for you.”




  Quinton ran his long fingers through his dark hair which was graying evenly all over. “What if I refuse to do what he asked?”




  “Then it looks like you’ll forfeit control of the Kincade Department Store chain and your brother will take over.”




  “All of the stores?”




  “Yes, all of them.”




  Quinton shook his head. “The old bastard has always been determined to control me. Now he’s doing it even from the grave. He knew I’d never let Gordon get his hands on those stores. I love my brother, but Gordon would run them into bankruptcy in no time.”




  “He’s a great guy, but he’s sure not the business man you are.”




  “If you can’t get me out of this mess, I’ll have no alternative but to find a wife, John. There’s no way I’ll give up control of my stores.”




  “I figured you’d say that. With millions of dollars involved, I wouldn’t give up control either.” John Von Cannon looked at the man who was now his most prosperous client. Pushing back his stylish wire- rimmed glasses, his voice sounded filled with regret. “I tried everything I could think of to get you out of this, but I just can’t do it. The will is unbreakable.”




  Quinton sat back in his chair. He looked defeated. “Then, I guess I have no choice.”




  “How do you plan to find a suitable woman and marry her in four months?”




  “I don’t know, but I’ll think of something.” He pulled his long frame from the green wing-back chair and stretched his full six feet and two inches. “Of course, I loved the old cuss, but I never did understand him. I thought he was pleased with the way things had gone since his stroke--and that was ten years ago.”




  “He was, Quinton. He often said you were a smart businessman. I don’t think he made these demands because of the way you run things. I’m sure it was because he thought you needed a more stable home life, and to him marriage to the right woman meant stable.” John looked up at his friend. “Why don’t you sit down? We’ll have a drink and try to start figuring this out?”




  “I knew he didn’t approve of my choices of companions and didn’t want me to bring the women I was dating to the house. I honored his wishes and kept them away from the estate. Of course, I never intended to marry any of them. You know how it is with me. Women are only a pastime and that’s all they’ll ever be.” Quinton sat down again. “Got any bourbon?”




  John moved to his liquor cabinet and took a bottle of bourbon and two crystal glasses. “Yes, I well know how you feel about the fair sex. You haven’t made a secret of it.”




  “Then why the hell couldn’t my father accept that I’m a happy middle-aged man who likes to have sex with no strings attached?” He took the glass John held out. “Why did he think I needed marriage to make me happy?”




  “Maybe because he thought if he didn’t control who you married you’d end up with another woman like Eloise.” John returned to his leather chair behind his desk.




  “I have to admit I was lucky to get out of that one as well as I did.”




  “Yeah, you were. It could’ve ended up costing you more than the million bucks she settled for.” John took a swallow of his drink. “Then a few weeks ago you do something stupid like showing up with that Vegas hooker. I don’t think that made your father happy.”




  “I have no idea how he found out about Maddie. She was here only a couple of weeks before he died.”




  “You and I both know your father had a way of finding out things, even from his sick bed.”




  “Now I almost wish I’d married Maddie, even if she is a prostitute and twenty-five years younger than me. That would’ve given the old man a start.”




  “I’m sure it would have, and I’m sure it would have cost you your stores.”




  “You’re probably right.”




  John looked serious. “You don’t plan to marry the whore now, do you, Quinton?”




  “Of course not. I’ll pay her off and get rid of her when I get tired of her. I only brought her home because she begged me. She was a lot of fun in Vegas and I guess I wanted to extend the good time for a while.”




  “I’m glad to hear it’s not serious. You know it wouldn’t do your business any good if it got out you were keeping a woman like that in an apartment. Nobody likes to know that a working prostitute has snagged a rich playboy.” John looked directly at Quinton. “Do you think she might give you trouble? She may have expected things between the two of you to end in marriage.”




  “All women expect marriage, John. I’m used to it. Every single woman, and some of the married ones I sleep with, manages to get the conversation around to a walk down the aisle. Hell, until this came up, I didn’t intend to ever get married again no matter how many women I give the impression I might change my mind. I’m forty-five years old and the young girls chase me like I’m still a twenty-five year old stud. I know it’s because of my money, but I like the attention and the sex. And until today I had no intention of messing up a good thing by taking on a wife.” He took a drink.




  “What are you going to tell Maddie when you find the right kind of woman to be the next Mrs. Kincade?”




  “I don’t know, but I’ll think of something. I doubt she’ll walk out on me. She likes the condo and the gifts I give her, and to be honest, I still want to keep her around for a while. That young woman knows how to please a man.”




  “I figure that’s what she’s paid to do.”




  Quinton chuckled. “That’s sure what I’m paying her for.”




  “If you get tired of her, I could take her off your hands. I got rid of the fashion model ‘wanna be’ a few months ago. I’ve been kind of footloose since then. Nothing but one night stands and my duty to my wife now and then.”




  “Maybe I’ll pass Maddie on to you soon, but not yet.”




  “So you intend to keep her as a mistress when you get married?”




  “Why shouldn’t I? She has nothing to do with this. I consider it a separate matter altogether.” He downed the rest of the bourbon and sat the glass on the corner of John’s desk. “In the meantime, to keep my stores, I’ll work out a plan to find the kind of wife my father envisioned for me.”




  “I’ll do whatever I can. You know I’m here to help.”




  “Of course. I’m not about to let anyone else know what my father did to me. The tabloids would have a field day.”




  “Then we’ll set it up so nobody knows about the search for the new Mrs. Quinton Kincade, III. I’ll start the rumor that you have a secret love. That’ll be so unexpected people will start spreading the gossip right away. I’ll think about this then we’ll meet again in a few days to see what we can work out.”




  “Sounds good.” Quinton stood.




  John came around his desk and opened the door. “In the meantime, you think on it, too.”




  “I’ll do that.” Quinton stepped into the reception area as the door closed behind him. He glanced at the secretary and couldn’t hold back a crooked smile. She wouldn’t be right. She was pushing retirement age, too far from the perimeters the elder Kincade had set for the age of the next Mrs. Kincade.




  * * * *




  Maddie’s green eyes filled with tears as she snuggled her naked size eight curvaceous body close to Quinton’s long lean one. “How can you make love to me then tell me you’re going to marry another woman? I thought I was going to be Mrs. Kincade.”




  “You know I’ve made no secret of the fact that you and I are as close to marriage as we’ll ever be.”




  “But I had dreams about us. I wanted to walk into your country club with you and let your friends see I was more to you than a good roll in the bed. I even bragged to my girlfriends back in Vegas. They said you’d never marry me, but I told them I knew you would.”




  “I guess you should have listened to your girlfriends. I’m not the marrying kind.”




  She ran her hand over his chest. “Then why do you want to marry her?”




  “I told you I’ve been seeing her for a while and she’s the refined kind of lady who’ll fit in well with my friends.”




  “I could’ve learned to fit in. I know some of your friends have young wives.”




  “Age has nothing to do with it, Maddie. I need a wife with a good reputation.”




  “What’s wrong with my reputation?”




  “Honey, your reputation is fine for what you do. But you know I told you in Vegas that I could never marry you. Accept it.”




  She sniffed and said, “I don’t want to accept it.”




  “You have no choice, baby. But just because I’m getting married doesn’t mean you and I have to change anything. I’ll still visit you and buy you pretty things. What would you like for me to get you tomorrow?”




  “I saw a diamond bracelet I liked.”




  “Have it delivered and the bill sent to me.” He ran his fingers through her hair. “Now let’s forget about my marriage. It’s not long before I’ll be going home.”




  She slipped her arms around him. “Why do you have to marry somebody like her? She’s too old for you. You know you need a young woman like me to keep you satisfied. I wouldn’t mind when people called me your trophy wife.”




  “You and I both know it’d never work.” His hand cupped her well-enhanced breast. Breasts he couldn’t help wondering who paid for. He knew Maddie was a highly-paid prostitute, but for some reason she didn’t have a lot of money. He wondered if it was poor management or was she on some of the expensive drugs prostitutes often used.




  Her voice whined into his thoughts. “But I don’t want to lose you. I love you, Quinton.”




  He shook the thoughts about drugs away and said, “I told you, things can be the way it has been. I don’t intend to give you up. I like what you do for me.” He began to trail kisses down her neck and across her shoulders, landing on her breasts.




  Maddie moaned and moved her hands to his hips, pulling him closer to her. Through a gasp, she whispered, “Why didn’t you marry me before we left Las Vegas?”




  “It’s too late to think of that now.”




  In seconds they were in the throes of passion. Quinton knew it could get no better than this. She had such a sweet young shapely body and she satisfied his every need. What did it matter that she was two years younger than his daughter, Pamela? Until he tired of Maddie, he had no intention of denying himself the pleasure of this woman. He didn’t care who he had to marry to save his company, it wasn’t going to interfere with these encounters. Even if his new wife was a diversion for a while, it could never be as fulfilling as this. A wife who, according to the will, had to be no more than five years younger or three years older than he. This meant she had to be between forty and forty-eight. A woman of that age would never be able to compete with a hottie like Maddie.




  Chapter 2




  Jillian Lockland wondered for two days if she should answer the newspaper ad for a mature individual looking for a unique career, but she was getting desperate. Her ex-husband, Roman Lockland, a shrewd businessman, left her almost destitute after the divorce. She had to find a better job than working in the boutique her friend Fran Palmer owned. Though Fran gave her as many hours as she could, this minimum wage, part-time job wasn’t bringing in enough to meet her bills, much less keep up the payments to the rest home where her aunt was lingering with Alzheimer’s. Jillian had maxed out her credit cards and was getting deeper into debt every day. She wondered if the smart thing to do was to go back to school and renew her teaching certificate, but being practical, she knew that was impossible at this stage. She’d been out of the profession for almost twenty years—the eighteen years she’d been married to Roman and the two she’d been divorced. Realistically, she knew if she went back to school now she’d be on the street or living in her car in a few months. It would take at least a year if not longer to get the classes required to renew her certificate.




  That’s why the strange ad jumped at her from the Sunday newspaper. When she read it a second time, she became more intrigued, but decided right away it probably wouldn’t be anything she’d be qualified for. Yet, she picked up the paper and read it again and again.




  





  Unique Position for Mature Applicants


  No experience necessary.


  Must be willing to relocate.


  Generous Salary.


  Minimum Requirement: BA or higher in any field of study.


  Must fill position immediately




  





  She still probably wouldn’t have considered answering the ad if it hadn’t been for Mrs. Miller. The woman was a good customer at the boutique, but she expected royal treatment, and on Tuesday she demanded it from Jillian. She came in near closing time and wanted to exchange the expensive purchase she’d made a month earlier. Jillian tried to tell her how lovely the dress looked on her, but she wouldn’t hear it. She wanted to exchange it. There was nothing Jillian could do, but take the dress back, though she knew the old lady was lying about not having worn it.




  When she finally was able to leave the store, twenty minutes late, Jillian stayed upset all the way home. She grabbed a glass of iced tea from the refrigerator and took a seat at the small second hand dinette table in the corner. Trying to calm herself, she picked up the paper and read the ad again. As all the other readings, the first line grabbed her, but she wasn’t sure she wanted anything unique in her life right now. She’d gone through a divorce. That was probably all the unique she needed.




  But the no “experience necessary” line really hit home. Roman hadn’t wanted her to work when they were married so she gave up her teaching job and settled in to become a nice quiet housewife. “And look, where it got me,” she mumbled as she continued to read.




  She liked the idea of relocating. She had nothing to keep her in Greensboro. She had no children and in the two years since the divorce most of her so called friends had drifted to Roman and his new wife. Fran was the only one who seemed to care and she was busy with her own family. That left only Aunt Estelle and the poor woman hadn’t known herself, much less her niece, for a long time.




  “Generous salary” would be wonderful. She needed money. Life was hard and getting harder every day. As far as the BA degree was concerned, hers was in education, but it said it could be in anything.




  And the “must be filled immediately” line sounded good. If she could get a good paying job, maybe she’d be able to get out of debt before she reached the age of eighty.




  The confrontation with Mrs. Miller and this last reading of the ad pushed Jillian over the edge. Without debating the decision, she took one of her typed resumes from the drawer in the table and headed out the door. She drove two blocks to the office supply store and faxed it to the number listed under the ad. The minute it was gone, she wished she hadn’t sent it, but it was too late now. On the way home she hoped it got lost somewhere in the cosmos so she’d never hear from them.




  * * * *




  The next day Jillian received a phone call. The man was pleasant and professional. She answered a few non-personal questions and was then asked to come in for a personal interview. When she explained she had to work the next morning, they made the appointment for the afternoon and gave her a number to present to the interviewer on her arrival.




  Now here she was, on her way to some crazy interview at a downtown hotel for a job she had no idea about. At least the caller told her the interview was to take place in one of the small conference rooms off the main lobby. Had it been in one of the bedrooms, she knew she would’ve hung up on the man and forgotten the whole thing.




  As she drove through town, she pondered the same questions she’d been asking since her divorce. Why didn’t she listen to Fran when advised to get her own lawyer when Roman told her they’d use the same one because it would cost less? Why did she trust Roman to do the right thing by her? Fran had warned that just because she’d been married to him all those years it didn’t mean Roman felt any obligation toward her. But she didn’t think anyone knew him as well as she did.




  It didn’t take her long to see how wrong she was. Not only was he not fair in the settlement, he was downright mean and greedy. He made her shoulder half the bills of his now defunct real estate investment firm. She didn’t fight it because she felt sorry Roman was losing his business. This prompted her to let him talk her into settling for an alimony check that would barely pay her rent, much less give her money to live on. Only after the decree was signed and recorded did she learn he used the dying company as a tax write off and was making more money than ever from his thriving psychological counseling practice. A year ago she decided to see if she could sue him and at least get enough money to live decently. She called an attorney about it, but he told her it was best to drop the idea since she’d signed the papers and it had been a done deal for over a year.




  Jillian shook her head to get rid of thoughts of Roman. She tried to concentrate on how she should act at this strange interview.




  Dressed in white slacks, an olive green cashmere summer sweater, and wearing gold jewelry accents, she hoped she looked appropriate. Most of the women sitting in the lobby of the hotel were younger than her and dressed in business suits or dresses. Only one other woman had on slacks. Well, it’s too late to do anything about it now, went through her mind as she approached the table set up outside the conference room door.




  She presented her number and the young man said, “Thank you, Ms. Lockland. If you’ll have a seat, we’ll get to you shortly.” She felt the man’s eyes follow her to a chair against the wall.




  Jillian studied the crowd. She couldn’t help wondering why there were no men here for interviews. She knew companies weren’t allowed to discriminate.




  A pretty blonde, probably in her thirties and probably wearing a size four dress, came out the door and handed a paper to the man at the table. He smiled and nodded to her.




  The man then called a name and the only other applicant as old as Jillian, but somewhat skinnier, went to the door. She was probably a size eight, compared to Jillian’s size twelve, but Jillian didn’t have time to contemplate sizes with the woman because she came out in less than ten minutes.




  The next person called was a raven-haired beauty in a short black skirt and a thin floral blouse. Jillian was almost sure she didn’t stay behind the closed doors as long as the older woman did. She hadn’t looked at her watch because she expected the woman to be in there a long time.




  “Jillian Lockland,” the man at the table said and she got up. “They’re ready to interview you now.”




  She smiled and nodded at him as she turned to enter the interview room. Two men were seated behind a table with a chair sitting in front of it. They both stood as she entered. One was taller than the other, and to her way of thinking, much better looking. Oh, my lord. Did I look at his crotch? I hope he didn’t notice. She swallowed, but couldn’t control the blush.




  I guess I’ve blown it already. She forced a smile and tried to concentrate on what to do to overcome her blunder and make a good impression. She knew the first thing was to rein in her thoughts about how the tall one was affecting her. She hadn’t felt her underwear get damp in a long time, but she knew this had nothing to do with a job interview, and forced it out of her mind. If she was lucky she could be out of here in a few minutes.




  “Please have a seat, Ms. Lockland,” the shorter man said.




  She sat in the chair facing them and put her purse on the floor beside her. She wanted to cross her legs, but she’d heard somewhere that one should only cross their ankles in a situation like this. She crossed her ankles and gave them a hesitant smile.




  “I see there was a long stretch from your job as a teacher many years ago and your employment now in a dress shop,” the tall man said as he half-smiled at her.




  “I only taught for a year after collage and then married. My husband didn’t want me to work. He insisted I take care of the home. I liked being a housewife, so I resigned my teaching position and didn’t go back to work until my divorce two years ago.”




  “I see you put down your employer, Fran Palmer, as the person to contact in case of an emergency. Do you not have any closer relatives? Children, maybe?” the shorter man asked.




  “No. My only living relative is an aunt. She’s in a rest home and I was never fortunate enough to have children.” She didn’t add that having a child had been one of the goals in life she was never able to accomplish. Neither did she add that it was her fault or that her ex-husband never failed to remind her of the fact she could never give him sons. A fact his new fifteen-years-younger wife accomplished in less than a year. He was now the father of two children. A girl and a boy.




  The tall one spoke again. “I’m sorry we didn’t introduce ourselves right away, Ms. Lockland, but I’m Quinton Kincade and this is John Von Cannon.” Before she could answer, he went on. “I’d like to tell you right off that this job is a top secret one and only Mr. Von Cannon and I are aware of what it entails. The gentleman out front is a temp we hired to show the applicants in and is in no way connected with this job.”




  She wondered at this, but didn’t have time to ask, because Mr. Von Cannon took over the explanation. “We’re looking for a person who has certain specific qualifications and though we’ve done a thorough background check on you, we may have to ask you some rather personal questions.”




  “To this point,” the tall one added, “we find you’re one of the top contenders for this position.”




  “Something for the government?” She eyed them. They must have connections to do a background check since she only sent the resume two days ago.




  He smiled at her and she noticed his even white teeth. “At this point we can’t go into detail, but rest assured, if we choose you for the job, you’ll be given all the information you need to understand it thoroughly before you’re asked to take it.”




  “Thank you.” She returned his smile.




  The interview went on for almost forty-five minutes during which time she saw the men scribble on a legal pad and pass notes to each other. It might not have been obvious to anyone else, but a school teacher is trained to notice when people pass information.




  Finally, John glanced at Quinton. “Do you have any more questions for Ms. Lockland, Mr. Kincade?”




  “Not at this time.” He stood and held his hand toward her. “As I said earlier, you’re highly qualified for this job, Ms. Lockland. If we call you, I hope you’ll consent to a second interview.”




  His large hand felt good around hers. She hoped the shiver that went through her was invisible to everyone. She mumbled that she would be interested in coming back, pulled her hand from his and thanked them both.




  “If we want to talk again, we’ll call you to set it up. We’ll probably know by tomorrow,” Quinton said.




  John Von Cannon scribbled something on a note pad, folded it and handed it to her. “Please give this to the man outside. We’ll be in touch to let you know, one way or the other.”




  * * * *




  As soon as the door closed, Quinton said, “Though she’s a little larger than the women I usually go for, I think she’s the one, John.”




  “Didn’t you say that about the two you picked out earlier today?”




  “No. If you recall, I said I thought they could be the one. I think this one has them both beat.” He chuckled. “Ms. Lockland even looked at my crotch when she came in, then got flustered about it. I liked that.”




  “Damn, man. How do you know she looked at your jewels?”




  “I watched her closely to see if she showed any interest in me. It was a good sign that she did.”




  “Did she look at my crotch?”




  “Sorry, old fellow. Not a glance.”




  “Well even if she wasn’t interested in my package, I have to admit, for her age, she looks the best of the three.” John chuckled. “As I said in the note she had a nice pair of boobs on her and I know that’s important to you.”




  “From your note, I know you were impressed by them. Of course I don’t know any man who wouldn’t be impressed by hers, my friend.” Quinton gave him a sly grin.




  “I guess you’re right there.” He grinned back. “Seriously, I have to admit she has all the qualifications your father demanded in your future wife, and if she’s showing a slight interest in you, that’ll give you a running start.”




  “Damn, that word ‘wife’ scares the hell out of me, but you’re right she does seem to have it all.” Quinton looked down at the notes on the legal pad and laughed when he read again where John had written: Nice knockers. Wouldn’t mind getting my hands on them myself.




  Under it Quinton had written: If I choose her, I’ll let you know if they’re real.




  John had added under that: When you dump her, send her my way and I’ll see for myself.




  Quinton tore off the sheet with the notes, moved across the room to the paper shredder and slipped the page inside. “John, why in hell did you let my father write this stupid will?”




  “I told you Les Conaway wrote it. You know he’s retired now, but he and your dad were always good friends. I have no idea when your old man told him the only way he was turning over the company to you was if you were married and settled within four months of his death. And married to a woman who fit the qualifications he laid down.”




  “If he’d only left it that I had to be married, I could have found a woman of my choosing.”




  “I know. I guess he couldn’t stand the thoughts of somebody like Eloise or your new toy, Maddie, taking over as the woman of the house, or should I say mansion?”




  “That was never a question. You know Maddie isn’t the kind of woman a man marries.” Quinton sat back in his chair. “You’re right about one thing. It looks like Jillian Lockland has everything he demanded for my wife. She’s forty years old, attractive enough even with the few extra pounds, and she has a spotless reputation.”




  John added, “Her divorce wasn’t her fault and her husband really screwed her over. I don’t think a woman should get everything a man has worked for, but he should be fair.”




  Quinton nodded. “And other than her boobs, the most interesting thing about Mrs. Lockland is that she taught Sunday school when she quit teaching in the public school system. Can you believe I could end up with a Sunday school teacher?”




  John laughed. “Yeah, it’s kind of hard seeing you with a woman like that. When was the last time you were in church before your father died?”




  “I guess it was when my daughter, Pamela, got married last year. Before that, it’d been years. Probably when my mother died.”




  “Well, what about volunteering in the soup kitchen? Do you think her doing that occasionally qualifies for the fact that your dad said the woman had to be involved with a charity?”




  “I don’t see why not, and if she wants to continue to volunteer, I don’t have a problem with it. I’ll have some free time to visit my female friends.”




  “You cad.”




  “If you feel that way, I’ll send her charity a check. Maybe that’ll ease your conscious.”




  “Looks like you’ve made up your mind, Quinton. Now all you have to do is convince this woman to marry you.”




  “I’m not worried about that. I can be charming, but on the off chance that I’m wrong, I’ll go ahead and meet with the other two in the morning.”




  “So you want to send the rest of those waiting outside away?”




  “No. We’ll give them the courtesy of speaking with them. Who knows, there might be a fourth one with a bra size that you approve of. If not, tomorrow I plan to have a meal with each of the three I’ve selected. You can get the feel of a woman and her demeanor over a meal. I think I’ll have dinner with Ms. Lockland. Maybe she’ll wear a cocktail dress with a neckline that’ll give me a better idea of what those boobs will look like in my bed.”




  John laughed. “I believe you’re beginning to look forward to this.”




  Quinton shrugged. “Never hurts to play your options.”




  “What are you going to do if you fall madly in love with the woman?”




  “Fat chance of that. Remember, I’ve got Maddie waiting for me any time I want her.”




  “You didn’t tell Maddie why you couldn’t marry her, did you?”




  “I told her I’d never marry her.”




  John laughed. “I bet she took that well.”




  “She did later, but it cost me a diamond bracelet.”




  “Do you think when Ms. Lockland becomes your wife, she’ll put up with you having a mistress?”




  He shrugged again. “Who says she has to know? I’m sure I can get out of the house at least a couple of times a week. I’ll let the wife serve at the soup kitchen those nights.”




  “Man, you’ve got balls.”




  “That’s what Maddie tells me.” He chuckled. “Let’s get on with this. Talking about all these body parts is getting me stirred up.”




  “Me, too. Let’s bring some more of the ladies in and check out their bust lines.” John walked to the door to let the man outside know they were through with the break he’d requested on the note he sent by Jillian and were ready to do the next interview.




  “You keep talking like that I might have to find somebody in this town to keep me company tonight.”




  “I think I can handle that for you, if you need me to.”




  “Thanks, John. No wonder I keep you as my lawyer.”




  Chapter 3




  After she caught Quinton looking at her cleavage the third time, Jillian wanted to call Fran and tell her wearing this sexy red number for a business dinner wasn’t such a good idea. She cut into her almond encrusted salmon and asked, “This job ad said I’d be required to move away from Greensboro. Where is the business located?”




  “You’ll be living on an estate outside Ashville. Do you like the mountains, Jillian?”




  They had settled on first names.




  “Of course. North Carolina has some of the most beautiful mountains in the world.”




  “And the Smokies are like the queen jewels.”




  She frowned at him. “Did you say I’d be living on an estate?”




  “Yes. Do you mind?”




  “Who in their right mind would object to living on an estate? That is unless you expect me to be a maid or something. I’m not crazy about housework.”
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