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  OFF THE GRID is a contemporary romance novella featuring a disgraced football player and the woman who refuses to take his crap.

Emerson Taylor has just been given the worst assignment of her career, and his name is Jake Lockwood.

Tasked with getting her boss’s son to work for the family business, Emerson has little chance of success. As bad as she needs this promotion to keep supporting her sister, there’s no way in hell this spoiled jerk would do it. 

But she has to try.

And… okay, he’s a bit pathetic. And sad. And maybe he’s got more going on inside that gorgeous head than she’s giving him credit for. Isolated with Jake and far from civilization, Emerson is starting to think dangerous thoughts, especially after he proves agreeable to the sort of bedroom games she likes to play.

No one has to know, right?

OFF THE GRID contains explicit sex scenes and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Discussions about physical intimacy, personal growth, and overcoming childhood trauma appear in this work. This novel contains no cheating and has a guaranteed HEA.
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“Ican see the headlines now. Jake Lockwood, the Youngest NFL player ever banned from the leagues. You had to fuck it up in every way possible. You can’t seem to have one good thing going for you. Just insisting on being a pain in my ass. Make me pick up after you as if you were a child.”
The words stung, but Jake didn’t take the bait. Grinding his molars made his jaw ache, but Dad was right. He had ruined his career, and for what? 
“Is there a point to this?” Jake asked, crossing his arms as he shifted back into the chair across from his father’s desk. “Otherwise, I have other places I could be right now.”
Dad’s eyebrows lifted in surprise before he barked out a humorless laugh. “Where? You’re free for the rest of the season. No job. No girlfriend. No real friends that help keep you out of danger.”
Jake ignored the lecture. Why waste his breath? If Dad wanted to paint him as a mess, that was on him. Why fight it? 
“I don’t think you understand how royally you’ve fucked up,” he shouted, as his heated voice echoed off the walls of his office. 
Anger simmered inside Jake. His head throbbed with remnants of his hangover. 
It was taking everything he had to not lash out. Words usually poured out of him at an alarming rate, almost without notice. His malice caused half the shit wrong in his life, and he didn’t want to blow up on his father. 
“Everything you’ve built. What we’ve worked for. The things I’ve sacrificed to get you everything you could have wanted, and this happens. You fumble it all so fucking badly you probably won a world record.”
Disdain rippled off Dad in waves, crawling across Jake’s skin. 
People believed him to be more complicated than he was. Jake wanted what he wanted when he wanted it. Period. 
Nothing more to figure out. 
Jake was a winner. That’s what he did. Won. Repeatedly. Easily. He had the world in his hands.
The reality? 
Jake was a fucking loser.
Every bone in his body confirmed it when he was alone. Fighting to keep up the façade that no longer interested him.
“Do you even care?” 
Dad looked tired. 
Broken. 
Confused. 
Jake’s stomach twisted, so he looked away. Any genuine answer would expose the fact that he stopped giving a shit a long time ago. The pressure everyone had put on him from a young age weighed him down. And he sank. So far. To the very bottom of a deep blue sea.
Reality hit him like a punch to the gut. Sobriety was no longer an option. As soon as this stupid meeting was over, he was going straight to the closest—
A knock sounded, pulling him from his thoughts. Dad sighed in disappointment before rising and answering the door. Jake was all too familiar with that frustrated exhalation. 
“Hello, Mr. Lockwood. You wanted to see me?” a warm feminine voice asked. 
An unfamiliar woman walked into the room. Her tight, dark curls framed her heart-shaped face, and her skin was a warm brown beneath her pencil skirt and white blouse. Her cheeks dimpled when she smiled at Dad, but a sour expression took over once her eyes landed on Jake. Great, she knew who he was, and she didn’t like him.
As if he cared. 
He slouched back in his seat while Dad gestured for her to sit in the empty chair beside him. She had to be at least five-foot-ten-inches in her heels, hovering slightly below Dad’s height. Her firm muscles flexed as she walked, bringing Jake’s focus to her thighs. 
To have legs like that wrapped around his waist while he rutted into oblivion and forgot about the various ways he’d fucked up his life might bring his solace. 
The moment he left this place, he was calling up his buddy, and they were getting out of Dallas. Going anywhere people might feel sorry enough for him to feed him drinks, drugs, and pussy.
“Emerson, you’ve met my youngest son, haven’t you? Jake.”
Jake’s eyes narrowed. Why was he introducing them? 
Meeting his gaze, her dark eyes seemed to sparkle in the fluorescent light, which was practically inhuman. Nobody looked good in this light. But she somehow made everything around her shimmer. 
He needed to get laid. 
That had to be the only reason he was noticing stupid shit like that.
“Nice to meet you,” she stated icily.
Get in line, sweetheart. I don’t like myself, either. 
Placing her hands in her lap, she ignored Jake and waited for Dad to speak again. 
“Why is she here?”
Dad offered her an apologetic glance before returning his glare to Jake. “She’s a consultant here at Lockwood Media, who recently applied for a manager’s position. What better way to see if she can handle curveballs than to take you under her wing? She can show the higher ups how she handles conflict.”
Emerson shifted in her seat. Jake was about to tell his dad to fuck himself when she said, “I’m sorry. What did you just say?” 
“As I’m sure you’ve heard, Jake lost his spot on the Tornadoes. I thought maybe he’d grown out of being a problematic shithead when they signed him straight out of college, but here we are. Only three years later, and he’s completely ruined it all.”
“Um, okay,” she responded. Jake’s gaze landed on her plump mouth, and an uncharacteristic hunger overtook him. 
He usually wasn’t into prissy chicks who played hard to get, but something about her had him twisted up inside. Which was bullshit, considering he could walk out of this room and find a woman to plow within a few minutes, but the lack of challenge wasn’t enticing right now.
Did losing his spot on the team officially break him?
The office door opened again without a knock, and Blaine strode into the room, looking as confident as fucking ever. He patted Jake on the shoulder and then perched on the edge of Dad’s desk, grinning like it was Christmas morning. “Did I miss anything?”
He looked like a mini version of Dad. They had the same slicked back hairstyle with dark suits and blue shirts. Blaine was slimmer, and his hair was still a darker shade of brown than Dad’s salt and pepper look.
“I was explaining the situation to Jake and Ms. Taylor here.”
Blaine nodded, turning serious. “Right. We love you here at LM. You’re amazing, and we’re rooting for you to get that promotion.”
Jake snorted. Total bullshit. 
“Something funny, little brother?”
Crossing his arms over his chest, Jake said, “Nope, but my patience is running out. Like I’ve said. I have places to be, so let’s wrap this up. No, I won’t be following some chick around to learn this shitty job I’ve never wanted.”
“Excuse you,” she hissed. “I’m not some chick.”
Jake rolled his eyes. One person lecturing him had been enough. Three people attacking him now were too much. He needed a drink and some pussy as soon as possible. 
“I’m done here,” he said and stood. 
“Don’t you walk out that door,” Dad warned as Jake strode to the exit.
“Fuck this,” Jake spat over his shoulder. 
Blaine seemed extra pissed but didn’t move from the edge of the desk, probably knowing Jake would have socked him right in his pretty boy face if he’d tried anything. Instead, Jake whistled a tune as he saluted to the receptionist on his way out. 
He was nobody’s errand boy.
And he’d never submit to working for his father. Definitely not if it meant answering to his brother, too. Goodbye, Lockwood Media, and your stupid-ass name.

      [image: ]Emerson stared at the empty doorway, wondering what she could have done in a past life to deserve this. The universe was out to punish her. 
“Why?” she asked, flabbergasted.
Blaine sighed, crossing one leg over the other. All three of the Lockwood men looked similar with broad shoulders, blue eyes, lightly tanned skin, and dark hair. Their builds differed slightly, with Jake having the professional athletic body and Benjamin being more on the plump side. Jake stuck out like a sore thumb in his basketball shorts and hoodie. 
He also looked…not great.
Most people wouldn’t after ruining their career. He’d gone from bender to bender, gaining timeouts and write-ups for his behavior during the short period he was in the leagues. The mess he generated was splashed all over the media, making him constant fodder for the tabloids.
“We figured it might be best if Jake started on an alternative career path as soon as possible,” Benjamin said. “He doesn’t do well without schedules and routines. Starts getting into trouble. Always has.”
“Players have almost every moment of every day planned, and he still fucked it all up,” Blaine muttered. “We shouldn’t offer him a job at all. He’s going to mess it up like he does everything else.”
“He needs a chance,” Mr. Lockwood argued. “A real one, and Emerson is the best we’ve got as defense.”
She pointed to herself. “Me?”
Mr. Lockwood nodded. “Yes, you’re one of the best project managers we have. If we move you up to the department head position, I know you can make waves. But I need you to convince Jake to give this job a shot. You’re the best one for the job.”
“Because I’m a woman?” she guessed, unsure of where he was coming from.
“He’ll find you less threatening,” Blaine agreed.
“Not just that,” Mr. Lockwood quickly added. “You know how to motivate people. I’ve seen the way interns cling to you. Every team you lead has nothing but great things to say. The effort you put into LM has been immeasurably impactful, and I think you could make a difference in this new position, too.”
Emerson didn’t think she’d ever regret doing such a good job at LM, but life didn’t pull punches. She knew that first-hand. 
With a sigh, she humored the idea. “Are you two going to bring him back and strap him to a chair or something? I could partner him with some of the best on my team.”
Mr. Lockwood exchanged a glance with his eldest. They had a silent conversation using only eye contact. Eventually, they both nodded and looked at her. “We need you to get him back.”
She gestured to the door. “He just stormed out. I don’t know him, so how could I possibly convince him of anything?”
Blaine plastered on that fake smile he had with clients. “We’re confident you’ll figure it out. I’ve seen you close some crazy deals. Think of this as dealing with a stubborn client, and you’ll bag him in no time.”
Her heart dropped.
Fuck, they were serious.
How was she going to pull that off?

      [image: ]Emerson fumed in her private office, pacing back and forth as she replayed the moment in Mr. Lockwood’s office on repeat. Her mouth moved as she formed rebuttals to their statements, pointing out they wouldn't ask Ashley or Lisa to do this. Mentally, she put them in their places so hard they would never think to put her in this position again.
Realistically, her hands were tied. 
Nobody could make Jake Lockwood, a recently disgraced bad-boy football player, do anything. If a life-changing contract and big burly men couldn’t keep him in line, how could she? Admitting defeat wasn’t something she often did, but what other choice did she have?
At least attempting to rein Jake in would look good to Mr. Lockwood. There was no way in hell she would succeed, but she could try. After they supplied her with his info, she could go from there. 
Coming up with campaigns for projects and convincing people to buy products or subscribe to services they were reluctant to purchase was a frequent occurrence for Emerson. To reel Jake in, she would need to use her expertise.
Approaching the large window in her office, she looked out at downtown Dallas. Although it was mid-September, the trees were still a bright green. A plastic bag whipped in the wind. 
The city had changed a lot over the years, and she saw the progress in real time from LM’s corporate headquarters. As a familiar red hoodie crossed the street, she nibbled on her lip.
Her fingers pressed against the glass, watching as Jake disappeared into the bar. Now was the time for her unmatched crisis-management skills to shine. She grabbed her purse and rushed down the hallway.
The elevator moved at a snail’s pace as she checked her watch, hoping to catch him before he moved to a new location. Really brilliant of him to walk a few hundred feet from his father’s company and get trashed. She’d thought he was long gone, but he must have taken a detour through the building first.
A brisk wind whipped against her as she passed through the double doors and onto the sidewalk
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