Chapter 1

     "You simply have to come, Morgan," Paul Everett told his friend.  "You've been in the city for a week and I'd be willing to bet that you've spent every evening cooped up in that hotel room with paperwork.  Am I right or not?"  


Morgan Blair smiled.  "You'd win the bet.  But I'm not here to play, Paul.  Father sent me here to present some bids-"

     "You know what they say about all work and no play."  Paul's blue eyes twinkled.  "But then, even in college I used to have to pry you away from the books, if I recall correctly.  Come on, old pal.  Just an hour.  I promise to introduce you to the most beautiful girl you've ever seen in your life-and if you don't agree, I promise never to bother you again."

     Shaking his dark head, Morgan recalled other promises during their college years, similar to this one, and although the girls were always pretty, they were Paul's ideal woman, petite, sexy and brainless-never Morgan's.  "One hour, Paul.  And then I'll leave."

     "Can't ask for more," Paul said with a grin.  "Be there at seven."

~~~~~

     Paul's apartment was a penthouse, with a terrace that had a view of Central Park.  As an up and coming ad exec, he had to maintain appearances, and Paul was excellent at that.  He broke away from a large group of people to greet Morgan upon the latter's arrival.  "You're late," he accused.

     "I had the devil of a time getting a cab," Morgan apologized.  "Now, where is this woman you invited me here to meet?"

     "She's late too-" At Morgan's expression, Paul grinned.  "But you're not leaving.  She should be here any minute-her roommate said that she had a shoot that went late."

     "She's a model?" Morgan asked, his hazel eyes widening slightly in surprise.

     "Is she ever?" Paul informed him, waving at someone across the room.  "You've probably seen her picture once or twice.  Shows real promise.  She's already big in Europe.  I know of six other companies here who are trying to hire her to work for them."

     Wonderful, Morgan thought.  Another of Paul's brainless wonders.  Probably not an intelligent thought in her head-"I'll stay for half an hour, Paul.  No more."

     "Come on," his friend said, practically dragging Morgan across the room.  "Let me introduce you to Maggie."

     "And who is Maggie?"  Morgan asked, allowing himself to be led through the crowded room.

     "Just the woman I'm going to marry-if I can ever convince her that I've changed my roving ways," Paul said with an even wider grin.

     Morgan found himself standing before a petite- what else? - brunette, who was laughing at someone another guest had just said.  Glancing at his watch, Morgan reminded himself that he'd promised to stay thirty more minutes. . .

~~~~

     The time was almost up-in fact, he was just trying to convince Paul that he had to leave when there was a new arrival.   "You can't leave yet, pal," Paul insisted, noting the commotion at the doorway.  "She's here."

     Morgan looked toward the door, but upon her entrance, the woman had been surrounded by most of the men in the room.  He heard her laughter, saw a flash of blonde hair, but could tell very little more about her.  "It would appear that she's busy," was Morgan's comment.

     "Just stay here," Paul ordered his friend, then turned toward Maggie.  "Keep him here-I don't care what you have to do."

     Maggie smiled, taking Morgan's arm.  "Anything you say, Paul." 

     Morgan watched his friend cross and part the crowd easily.  "Gentlemen.  Please.  Let the lady at least have a drink and relax before clamoring for her attention.  Jessy -"  Paul reappeared, and for a moment, Morgan's entire attention was focused on the woman at Paul's side.  She was indeed the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen.  Now, or six years ago in Paris.  Blonde hair, medium height, slender, with big blue eyes.  Those blue eyes were watching him now, filled with a silent plea that he not mention anything about their prior meeting in Paris.  "Later, boys," Paul was saying as he led Jessy away.  Her eyes were locked with Morgan's hazel ones, and Paul smiled, taking note of the mutual attraction.  "Jessica Thorne, Morgan Blair.  Didn't I tell you she was worth waiting for, pal?"

     Morgan smiled.  "For at least six years," he agreed, ignoring his friend's confusion.

