~ Elizabeth took him to her desk and sorted through
i her sketches. Then she shoved them into Derek's

| arms, saying, "Here you go. That's all of them. I'm
~ sorry, Mr. Ramsey, but we've got a lot of clients

here today, so we don't have time for a full










certainly didn't want to start any terrible gossip
| about W Marks Studio, not right outside their
’ ~ doors. She sighed, realizing she would have to
1 accept the flowers or he'd never leave. She shot
- Derek a look that could strip paint off a wall. "Are
you happy now? Can you go?"
Derek chuckled, whispering in her ear, "There's not
~ a romantic bone in your body. You're frigid and

without feelings. No man would ever want to be |
with you." = |

After saying that, he blew her a kiss and said, "Il |

bdy watching, they would ook like a
AT u7 ‘_I.ﬁ_"‘ e&‘ 4 ¢




