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      A stewardess and the world’s favorite rockstar are stranded together in the middle of the ocean. Can these enemies find a way to survive together, or will the bigger battle be for their hearts?

      Just like thousands of girls, Vivien Stevens watched as her teen idol became the biggest name in country music. Now an adult, she lands a job as a stewardess on his private plane, ready to act professional and polite though her inner fifteen-year-old wants to fangirl. But when they meet, it's obvious he's very used to fangirling and he doesn't need it from her. So, the sparks shooting through her system? She can bury those.

      Blade Jackson enjoys a lot of nice things with his hard-earned money--and so do a lot of other people. It seems like the only friends he's got aren't friends at all – always calling in favors or making him pick up the check. He wishes he could find someone--just one person--who could see the man behind the rockstar.

      On a trip to Getaway Bay, the engines on his plane stall. When the plane goes into the ocean, Blade and Vivien are the only ones washed up together on a deserted island. Survival is the name of the game, but Blade finds it hard to survive when the woman he's falling for wishes he'd fall off a cliff.

      Can Vivien see the good in Blade? Or will she put impenetrable walls around her heart and close off the possibility of true love?
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      Vivien

      Maybe Vivien should marry a pilot. There were a lot of eligible men in that part of the industry. Or maybe she went after someone who was on the ground. Air traffic control men had power and stability, even though they ran very stressful jobs.

      “You have a serious look on your face.” Timothy, the current pilot of the plane Vivien worked, tapped her shoulder gently. “Are you thinking of jumping?” He wiggled his blond eyebrows at her as he rolled his eyes in the direction of the main cabin.

      Timothy definitely didn’t run short on stewardess attention. If Vivien were going after husband material in someone like him, she’d be better off jumping. She grinned, reaching into the top drawer in front of her and pulling out a stack of napkins. “No, but if I do, I’ll make sure to leave you the parachute.”

      He nodded and poked his head out into the cabin, addressing the three men lounging in the stuffed leather seats. “Gentleman, we’ll be approaching Getaway Bay in just under four hours. Please, let your stewardess know if you need anything.” He ducked back behind the partition separating the two sections and lowered his voice again. “They’re all yours.” He patted her back, his hand lingering longer than Vivien would have liked, but not long enough for her to say anything.

      She hated gray areas.

      Shooting him a tight smile, she poured sparkling water over the circle-shaped ice cubes and tucked a straw into the bubbling depths.

      Jumping wasn’t on her list of activities when she was frustrated. Dumping the drinks into the plane owner’s lap would be vastly preferable. The door clicked behind Timothy as he returned to the cockpit of the smaller plane, rejoining the co-pilot.

      Saying smaller plane just meant it wasn’t a 747, but it was bigger than a crop-duster in Vivien’s hometown south of Amarillo, Texas. The owner didn’t do little and the plane matched his brand.

      He also didn’t do polite, or kind, or anything else that might make him more appealing as a human. What he lacked in personality he made up for in looks and talent.

      Vivien arranged the final drink on the tray and placed it back on the cart beside the sushi trays and antipasto dishes he had ordered. She took a deep breath. Any time she was around him, she could feel the attraction in her skin and the irritation in the room.

      She took a deep breath, pushing her sassiness to the side and resetting her shoulders. She could do what needed to be done. She had to do what it took to keep her job. The cushy hours, great pay, and relaxed environment – for the most part – were exactly what she needed to get out of debt and keep her anxiety low. Too many people stressed her out.

      Opening the silent partition and clicking it into place to stay open, Vivien pushed the stainless-steel serving cart into the cabin. Her smile felt glued in place and maybe a piece of it was. As enviable as her job was, there was no true joy. Maybe what she needed to do was get out of air service and move into something else – like catering.

      The first two men sitting together didn’t own the plane, but they definitely benefited from its use. Bobby O’Hare and Jesse Stevenson worked for the owner in some capacity. With their heads close together, they whispered between themselves, every once in a while, glancing back at the other passenger. Across from each other at a small table, they leaned over the surface, not leaving much room for the items she needed to set down.

      Their crisp suits and shining watches gave away their wealth, but they were only rich because of the man Vivien didn’t want to look at just yet.

      “I’m not going to tell him, just yet. I don’t want him to fire us.” The man on Vivien’s left tapped the table and glanced up at her. “Did you bring my rum and coke, sweetheart?” His gaze traveled the length of her shape and when he discovered she wasn’t tall, lanky, and blonde, he dismissed her, glancing back at the man on her right. His thick red hair and freckled skin wouldn’t be comfortable in the sun in Hawaii. Vivien held onto that thought as she worked on not dumping his food on him. He thrust his finger at the table. “If you had just done what I told you to do, the money would be in the bank and we could have quit before everything caught up to us.”

      Shooting Vivien an uncomfortable glance as she set cups and plates on the table, the second man with thick lips and a weak chin wrapped his fingers around the sweating glass. “I told you, access to his accounts was changed. I couldn’t get in over the last few weeks. I think he’s onto us.” He leaned over, glancing down the short aisle to the man in the last of the three rows of lounge-style chairs with tables.

      Vivien wasn’t ready to look on him yet. She smiled politely at the men as if she hadn’t just heard them plotting to steal from her boss and theirs. “Is that everything, gentlemen?” She ignored as they waved her off, stuck in their conspiracies and duplicities. Their boss wasn’t a nice guy, but that didn’t justify stealing from him. No matter how rude he’d been or was.

      Unable to avoid him any longer, Vivien turned toward the last man in the cabin and the first man most women dreamt about. Okay, the first real love of Vivien’s life – except he never knew it. She had his posters around her room when she was fifteen-years-old and listened to all his albums on repeat.

      Blade Jackson. His crooning country songs spoke of heartache and loss and hope and rodeos. All the things that made Vivien’s heart work like it should. She rolled the cart toward his seat close to the window and stopped it in line with the table. He didn’t move or acknowledge that she’d even arrived.

      Leaning against the window his hand propped under his chin, Blade appeared to have fallen asleep. That wouldn’t be a stretch since the world’s most famous country singer never seemed to stop and take a break. He worked tirelessly as he zipped from studios to show venues to movie sets and more. Vivien watched from afar as he appeared bored with the things he did even though he never stopped.

      Everyone he came in contact with on the plane or around the plane had been subjected to his biting remarks and rude disposition.

      Grabbing up a napkin, Vivien set it on the table and then placed his sparkling water on top of it. The first time she’d flown with him had been about six months previously and she would never forget the dashing of her crush, the biting sting to his tone, or the fact that she could never be herself at her job because he wouldn’t appreciate her personality.

      His chair had been tilted back as if he were trying to sleep. Blade had a bedroom in the back he could sleep in, but the flight to Getaway Bay wasn’t supposed to take longer than six or seven hours. A plush cashmere blanket had slipped from his lap to the floor, the blue and brown material pooled at his feet and covering his cowboy boots.

      Vivien placed a plate of nachos beside his drink and pushed the cart past the seat so she could stoop down to the ground. A blanket that nice didn’t belong on the ground. She could pick it up and replace it on the sleeping man, and he’d never know.

      As long as his sultry gaze wasn’t staring at her, Vivien could keep her mind focused on the task at hand. She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the blanket and tugged the blanket up his legs, careful not to move too fast or nudge him in any way.

      Her efforts at stealth were in vain. He dropped his hand and turned his face her direction, his expression hard to read. Scanning her from head to foot, Blade arched an eyebrow and then pulled the blanket from her grip. “Not interested.” He drew a booted ankle up to rest on the opposite knee and reached for his glass.

      Appalled at what he’d suggested, Vivien gaped at him. She’d been trying to be helpful, kind even, and his response was that he wasn’t interested? Interested in what? The blanket? She stood, arching an eyebrow and mocking his expression as she stated clearly. “Neither am I.” She gripped the cart and tugged it behind her as she turned from his table, ignoring the startled expression crossing his face.

      Score one for Vivien.

      She ignored the other men as she ducked back into the “safe” zone of the plane where Blade and his guests never went. Returning the items on the cart to their rightful places, Vivien held her jaw clenched. Her hands shook in anger.

      Of all the rude and brutish and boorish things to assume. Who did he think he was? Of course, he knew who he was, but that didn’t mean he had to act like he was some power-drunk god or something. The man bled like the rest of them. Didn’t he have goals and dreams like normal people? Or maybe he’d hit all the dreams possible. Maybe he was bitter because there was nothing left to pursue.

      Well, whatever the case, Vivien wondered if she’d lose her job for lying. Of course, she was interested. Wasn’t every female with a pulse on the planet interested?

      Over the last half a year, Vivien’s interest in him had waned. She knew he wasn’t the type of man to have a relationship with or to even hope for a chance with. His attitude had spurned the tearing down of all her posters and other swag from concerts and his brand. But that didn’t mean she didn’t like the way he looked or the way he sang his songs.

      She just had to remember who he was on stage was nothing like who he was in real life. Vivien would let herself crush on the brand but the man she’d leave alone.

      There was only so much jerk a girl wanted in her life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Blade

      Blade couldn’t quite make out the whispering from Bobby and Jesse’s corner of the plane. Resting his chin on his hand and closing his eyes, he could make out a word here and there but he wasn’t sure he could get much out of the and him. Certainly, not enough to warrant firing them. He’d caught some inconsistencies in his accounts and he’d limited access a while back.

      He suspected they were trying to get more out of him than he already paid the lazy bastards. As it was, Blade couldn’t prove anything. Until he could, he was working on paranoia and suspicion. Two states a man didn’t want to be in for a long period of time.

      The stewardess surprised him. Again. And again. This time, though, her snarky reply left Blade speechless as she walked away, her curvy hips swaying side to side like the world’s best pop dancer.

      When Timothy, his main pilot, had suggested Blade hire a new stewardess to replace the one who had just had a baby, Blade told him to take care of it. Blade didn’t have the time to deal with those things. The appearance of a new airline hostess the next time the plane had been ready hadn’t been unexpected.

      As she’d stood beside Timothy and Trevor, the co-pilot, the stewardess had clasped her hands at waist level and bounced on the balls of her feet. Her smile, though attractive, had been too excited as she watched him and his group approach.

      Another fan. Blade needed to have some drooling woman swooning all over him as she tried to act out her teenage fantasies about as much as he needed to rope a tornado. Blade had stopped to shake Timothy’s hand and then put on his best female deterrent attitude he had. He ogled her with a practiced leer. “Who is this delicious tart?”

      Used to Blade’s artifices, Timothy had laughed, introducing the woman who barely held her smile in place. Blade ignored the dashed excitement in her gaze. He didn’t care what she thought or if she liked him. She was to work for him in the privacy of his plane where he went to escape fans and adoring people who wanted his money and his fame.

      Blade had ignored her extended hand as he brushed past her to get on the plane.

      Every encounter since had been tense but professional. Exactly how Blade preferred it. He couldn’t help that he noticed the way she looked. Or that he’d started flying a lot more. He was male and she had an enticing allure to her curves and the openness to her expressions he found refreshing.

      Sipping his sparkling water, Blade glanced into the bubbles popping up around the ice cubes. Not for the first time did he wonder if she might have added something to his drink to make him decidedly more uncomfortable. The

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Stranded with the Rockstar
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Also by Bonnie Paulson
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Bonnie Paulson


      		Copyright


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/vellum-image-1.jpg






