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Resignation Letter




    

    
      
    
        Fenella

    


“I wanna quit.” I place the white envelope on Alan’s desk.
Alan looks at it, one eyebrow arched. I brace myself for the blow-up he’s capable of. He can go from calm to temperamental in seconds when he’s mad.
I swallow hard, waiting, but he doesn’t move. He stays in his chair, tapping his pen against his hand, elbows resting on the armrests as he stares at the envelope. After a while, he swivels his chair to face me. He uncrosses his legs and leans forward, both elbows on the desk.
My fingers tighten around my small white bag. My whole body stiffens in the chair, like I’m sitting in front of a judge waiting for a verdict. His cold stare cuts straight through me.
“Is this some kind of April Fool’s?” he asks, frowning.
“It’s December first, Alan, not April first.” My voice comes out flat, no hint of a joke.
“Then explain why you’re wasting my time with this.” He tears open the envelope and scans the paper.
“Because I’m leaving Gene.”
“You don’t resign from Gene, Fenella. That’s not how this works.” He waves the envelope.
“Of course I can,” I shoot back, leaning in.
“No, you can’t. I know you didn’t read the contract, but I’m sure Laird spelled it out for you.” He lays the letter down like the paper dirtied his hands.
“I haven’t told him yet, but trust me, he’ll be thrilled.” I shrug, keeping my tone flat.
“Aha. Makes sense now. If you had told him, he’d be floored—and probably end up with a migraine. I can already see it. The veins in his temples would be throbbing.” He narrows his eyes, pressing his temple like he’s the one in pain.
“You don’t know that,” I snap, shaking my head. He smiles faintly, like I just said something naïve.
“Yes, I do. You can walk away, sure. But first, you’d owe back every dollar. Salary, bonuses, all of it. Five years, that’s what you signed. Standard top model contract. Nothing personal.”
What? A sharp pang of shock hits my chest. Pay him back for everything? This can’t be true. I try to keep my cool, to press him like a ruthless model, but the words slip out in a whisper instead.
“You’ve got to be kidding me.” My eyes widen, breath sharp. “You really set me up, didn’t you?”
“That’s what you signed. No one forced you, did they?” He shrugs, voice calm, almost kind.
Yes, Laird mentioned this months ago. Yes, he warned me about penalties if I broke the contract or ditched jobs. But I didn’t care. I didn’t listen. I just rushed to sign.
Now I taste my own poison, and Alan sees right through me. He knows I can’t do a thing but squeak like a cornered mouse, protesting with no way out.
“This is fraud. I’ll sue you.” The words rip out of me.
He stifles a laugh. “Go ahead. Laird will explain it better than me. Don’t cry to me if he calls you a fool.” He leans back, too calm.
I go quiet, chewing the inside of my cheek and my stupidity. God, yes, I never read the whole contract. Who could possibly digest that wall of text? My confidence crumbles under the reality he laid out. I should’ve asked Laird before barging into this office.
“I’m disappointed, Fenella. I’ve invested everything into you—time, money, reputation. I even staked my own name just for you. All to make you the dream girl you always claimed you wanted to be. Where has she gone?”
He pauses, glaring at me like I’m the one in the wrong. But shouldn’t I be the victim here?
“If this is how you repay me, fine. I’ll step back.” Alan throws up his hands like he’s surrendering.
My breath catches. Oh God, not this guilt trip again. I pretend to ignore everything else and focus on my fate. “So… you’ll let me go?”
“Yes, if that’s what you want. Think of it as me firing you. No penalties.” Something’s not right. He’s way too calm.
“But?” I press, because with him there’s always a catch.
“Finish every project you’ve signed up for, and forget about Mallory. She’ll never lift a finger for you again.”
I swallow hard. Everyone knows Mallory West holds the sharpest grudges in the industry. Nobody survives going up against her. She turned an entire album about her cheating ex-fiancé into award-winning revenge, and she tanked her enemies’ careers just because she could.
Do I really want to be on her blacklist? Maybe she won’t even bother with me. Maybe.
“Fine. I’ve only met her once. Doubt she even remembers me.” The disappointment is there, but I keep my resolve.
“You’d really throw everything away for Laird? The reputation you’ve built for seven years?” Alan snorts, that crooked grin mocking me.
“Yes. My decision’s final.” Laird and I have talked about this for ages, but I should’ve spelled it out to him first. He should’ve known the way out before I wrote the letter.
“Fine. Then it’s a deal. But trust me, you’ll regret what you’ve just agreed to.”
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            * * *

        
I taste my Bolognese sauce from the tip of the spoon. Yes, it’s unusual, but cooking dinner for Laird is a good distraction from all my negative thoughts.
Earlier this afternoon, I decided to quit Gene. But by tonight, I might have made the wrong decision. My mind keeps imagining all kinds of worse outcomes. They haven’t happened yet, but they make me circle the flat too many times.
“Ugh, yuck.” I grimace and stick out my tongue.
The taste is sour and too spicy. It doesn’t work, even though I followed the recipe he sent this afternoon through the chat. I don’t get how he can make his instant spaghetti sauce taste so amazing.
The door beeps and opens, signaling that he’s back. Sure enough, he walks in with a wide smile on his face.
“Fenella!” He hugs me and sweeps me off my feet. He kisses my cheek and then my lips with quick pecks.
“What’s up with you?” I chuckle, amused by his behavior. This is the first time he laughs like that.
“We did it! A major studio from LA just reached out to seal the deal!”
“For real? That’s incredible, baby!”
“Yeah!” He laughs.
My eyes widen, and a smile spreads across my face. My expression mirrors his, equally lit up by this joyful news. We hug tight, and he lifts me off the floor. He even spins us around for a moment, both of us laughing out loud.
When he starts coming down from his excitement, he sets me back down. He’s panting, his face flushed, lips curled into a joyful smile.
“Congrats, honey,” I whisper and kiss his cheek.
“Thanks, hun. It’s all because of you.” He strokes my cheek with his thumb.
“No, it’s all because of you and Dave. You’ve both done an incredible job,” I say as we look into each other’s eyes.
“In that case, you’re still my lucky charm—because the game they picked is a game about you.”
Hearing that, my eyes blink, and my mouth falls open. “A game about a model?” I ask, stunned.
“Yup. It’s called My Supermodel.” He grins.
“Oh, wow, Laird. That’s huge.” I cheer.
But my heart sinks as I hear it. His career is taking off, while I’ve just handed in my resignation. He’s building a game about a supermodel, while I’ve thrown away my last chance to earn that title.
Of course, I can’t tell him now. I’ll break this surprise later, when he’s calmer. I don’t want to ruin his joy in this moment.
He kisses me like he’ll never let go. Our adrenaline overflows, turning the kiss wild and ecstatic. Luckily, I’ve turned off the stove, making sure we’re safe when he picks me up again. My thighs clasp his waist for support.
He seats me on his sturdy wooden dining table. Our lips stay locked in a passionate embrace, tasting each other’s tongues. His hands slip under my shirt, unfastening my bra. He pauses the kiss to take it off while I pull off his jacket and shirt.
His hands squeeze my breasts, fingers pinching my nipples, all while his lips keep exploring mine. I moan, pleasure spreading from my chest down to my core. Warmth pools low in my belly. He holds me tighter, his hard bulge pressing against my thigh.
His lips move down to my neck, sucking hard. His tongue teases, licking the sensitive spot that makes me groan. He tries to take my nipples into his mouth, still cupped in his hands, but the height difference forces him to bend down awkwardly.
“Lie back on the table,” he murmurs.
I comply, lying flat on the wooden surface. The cold, hard surface feels unpleasant against my back, but he makes up for it with the pleasure he gives through his tongue. He pulls off my pants until I’m completely naked, spread out on the table.
“Jesus, Fenella. This is insane. This sight…” His voice trails off in admiration.
He gazes at me, stretched out across his dining table. My face and body burn with embarrassment. It’s my first time lying naked on a table like this. His roaming eyes fix on me.
“Please, no…” I try to cover my face, but he pushes my hands to the sides of my head, keeping me open to his gaze.
His fingers trail down my arm to my chest. “You’re the most decadent, sexiest dish I’ll ever have. You’re the best art God ever created, and the last woman I’ll ever taste in this universe,” he whispers.
He sits down in a chair. His hands flip me onto my side. From this angle, his mouth latches onto my nipples. One hand toys with the other nipple, nimble fingers flicking rapidly, while his wet tongue teases the one he’s sucking.
I whimper and moan in pleasure. I bite my lower lip to muffle the sound as my hips start moving on their own. Sensing it, his free hand presses against my clit. Pleasure tingles in every sensitive spot of my body.
I groan as his fingers slip inside my pussy. His palm presses against my clit while two fingers curl into my deepest sensitive spot. The combination is overwhelming.
Minutes pass, he’s driving me higher and higher until I peak, groan after groan tumbling from my lips. Even when he knows I’ve come, he doesn’t stop.
His mouth alternates between sucking my nipples as if he finds comfort there, while his fingers keep moving deep inside me. My hips keep grinding, desperate to fill the emptiness. His thumb flicks my clit while his fingers press and push just right.
“Laird!” I moan as the force of a second orgasm rips through me, flooding his fingers.
“Open up,” he orders.
He brings his wet fingers to my mouth, and I suck them clean. The salt-sweet taste floods my tongue. He stands, bends over, and turns me back flat on the table.
“God, Laird. I need you,” I plead, breathless.
“Patience, baby. You’ll need more as I give you your thank-you gift.”
He kisses down my neck, then the swell of my cleavage. His mouth and tongue worship every inch of my breasts until I bite my lip again to stifle a moan. His tongue trails down my stomach and waist, licking along my hips and thighs.
“Wow.” He exhales in front of my pussy before lowering his mouth and tongue to tease me.
I groan at the electric jolt inside me. His tongue slides deep into my pussy, wet and soft, licking again and again. Each stroke makes me moan louder. It doesn’t take long before I shatter in a third orgasm.
“Laird, please. I’m gonna pass out.” The little death hits harder than anything I’ve ever felt.
He strips off his pants and rolls on a condom from the kitchen drawer. He teases my entrance with the tip of his cock. I try to push myself up on my elbows, but he shakes his head.
“Hold tight. I’m not finishing anytime soon,” he says before thrusting inside. “Oh, yes,” he hisses with his eyes closed, and I echo him.
His thick shaft fills me completely, as he reaches every part of me. We’re a perfect fit. He moves back and forth, creating friction that makes my eyes flutter closed and open.
“Yes, baby, just like that.” I grimace with pleasure.
His hips snap faster and harder, pounding me with each thrust. Our breaths come ragged, tangled with moans.
“Turn around, baby,” he commands again, his voice low and rough, impossibly sexy.
I turn, stepping down, half standing on the table, gripping the edge of it. His hands clamp my hips as he pushes back inside me from behind.
“Oh! God!” I squirm as the tip of his cock hits so deep, pounding hard inside me.
I moan and whimper with every thrust, my clit rubbing against the polished wooden table. The mix traps me in unbearable, incredible pleasure. He groans in sync with my moans as I come again and again, losing count.
We finally fall silent, catching our breath. He kisses my back, trailing down my spine. A moment later, he goes to the sink, ties up the used condom, and tosses it in the trash, while I dash to the bathroom to clean up.
Right after, my phone rings on the sofa. The ringtone is distinct enough, it’s Jessy.
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Alan’s Tilted Stage




    

    
      
    
        Fenella

    


“Hey, Jessy.”
I pick up the call from my agent. Yeah, he’s still my agent, and I still have to answer. He’s still my friend too, because we already made amends, and I forgave him for what happened in Mexico City. He’s struggling with his relationship with Mike, and I can’t bring myself to walk away when he needs me.
“Fenella, I’m sorry.” His voice is hoarse, like he’s been crying.
Oh no. What now?
“What’s going on?” I frown.
“It’s a mess, and you were right. It’s all my fault,” he whimpers, words soaked with tears.
“Jessy, what is it? Just tell me.” I already know this is gonna be bad news.
I sit down on the sofa, bracing myself for whatever blow is coming this time. My heart pounds, Jessy keeps crying, and I sit up straighter, straining to catch every word.
“Alan said you turned in your resignation. So he told me to manage your schedule only until your gigs are finished. But when I was putting your agenda together—” his voice cracks, and he breaks down again.
“Go on,” I push, my whole body tight.
He clears his throat, blows his nose into a cloth, and forces himself to continue. “Remember those contracts you signed a couple days ago? It was—” his voice shakes.
“I’m sorry, Fenella. My head’s been a mess. Mike’s been distracting me, and with all the pressure yesterday, I didn’t go through every project carefully. Alan’s been on my ass nonstop, rushing me.” He rambles so fast I can barely keep up.
“No, what did you do?” I groan, patience slipping.
“I signed you up for a condom brand ad.” His voice is full of fear.
“What?! No way…” My jaw drops.
My eyes flick to Laird. He’s in the kitchen, finishing the spaghetti I abandoned. If he finds out, he’ll lose it.
“The concept is a commercial with actors pretending to have sex naked as a couple,” Jessy whispers.
“Oh my God.” I hiss and shoot to my feet.
At this point, it’s not just a possibility anymore. Laird will be furious. He’ll shut me out again. I can’t go through that.
“Alan’s a shareholder in the company, along with Mallory West. So they picked Alan as your partner in the ad,” Jessy wails.
My mouth falls open, breath catching. This just turned into a disaster. Oh no. No, no. I pace the room, biting my nails.
“No, I can’t do it,” I whisper, panicking.
“I know. But Mallory’s gonna paint you as her enemy. She already got all her friends to back the HIV/AIDS prevention campaign through the ad.”
Hearing that, my chest tightens, my breathing turns ragged. My eyes burn, tears swell, and the room blurs. I collapse back on the sofa.
“Jessy…” I say his name, heavy with disappointment and hurt.
“God, I know. I’m screwing up your life again. I tried to cancel with Alan, but his mood’s still unstable.” He breaks down again. “He told me he’ll fire me if I mess this up with Mallory. I can’t lose this job, Fenella. I need the money for my mom’s medical bills. She—” he sobs, and I just sit there, silent.
Mallory told me she wanted me for a project, but she said it was for a music video. She never mentioned condoms or any social campaign. And now I can’t back out.
Alan. He set this trap long before today. No wonder he was so calm earlier. He knew I wouldn’t be able to refuse, whether I resign or not. He wants to ruin me.
“Ugh, this is all Alan, not you.” I rub my temples, groaning in frustration.
“What do you mean?” Jessy asks.
“Alan planned this. He introduced me to Mallory, pulled me into her circle. After she showed interest, he shoved me into this ad. He knew I couldn’t say no. And since I resigned, it just got worse—he’s forcing me to finish every signed project unless I pay a massive penalty.” I slump back, head tilting against the sofa. “I’m screwed. Alan’s destroyed me.”
The second I hang up, Laird walks over, one eyebrow raised. He sets two plates of spaghetti with Bolognese sauce on the coffee table.
“You good?” he asks, brow furrowed, confusion etched in his face.
I stare at him. His emerald-green eyes are so clear now. Those eyes will turn red with anger if he finds out. But we promised honesty, didn’t we?
No matter how ugly the truth is. Even though my chest aches at the thought of killing the mood, I have to tell him. Sooner or later, I’ll need him as my lawyer anyway.
After I explain, he clenches his fists on his thighs. He’s furious, but he holds it in, jaw tight.
“Can we sue Alan for fraud or breach of contract?” I ask.
“Fenella…” Laird drags his hands over his face and stays quiet for a long moment, thinking. “Legally? You’ll lose. The court will say it’s your fault for not reading the full contract. He’s got you.”
“But we’ve been talking about this, and I thought this was the right time to give the resignation letter,” I stammer.
“No. I know you love your job, so I’ve been slowly trying to find the best way to get around that clause without him catching on. That letter just triggered his defense mode and made him more aggressive about whatever he’s after.”
“What does he want?” I frown.
“I don’t know. That’s what I’m still trying to figure out.” He squares his shoulders.
He shakes his head, and I can’t find words until the silence swallows us. Then he gets up, steps onto the balcony, and lights a cigarette.
I curl up on the sofa, knees to chest, face buried, and cry. That’s all I can do to release the weight crushing me.
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            * * *

        
“Is this how you treat me? You said you’d protect me.”
I storm into Alan’s office first thing in the morning, my footsteps heavy as I slam my palm against his desk. Jessy hovers nervously behind me, shaking.
“Morning, Fenella. Back so soon. Want some tea?” Alan grins, lifting his cup.
“Cut the bullshit.” I glare at him, jaw tight.
“I’m just being myself, same as always. You’re the one losing it lately.” He shrugs and takes another sip, cool as ice.
I scoff. “Me? You’re the one screwing up my life and my career.”
“No, Fenella.” He sets his cup down with a clink, raises a finger in the air, and waves it, clicking his tongue. “You screwed up your own life and career. I’m the one trying to keep you from going under.”
“Oh right, thanks for cornering me into a dirty project I can’t get out of. Real thoughtful of you.” I lean across the desk, hands pressing into the wood.
“Hey, you signed the contract, not me. Nobody forced you. Did I tie you up and threaten to chop off your pinkie if you didn’t sign? What about Jessy? Did you force her?” He cuts his eyes toward Jessy.
“No, of course not, I—” Jessy squeaks, practically folding in on himself.
“See? Nobody trapped you into anything shady. And let’s be real—Mallory’s campaign isn’t dirty. It’s a global health campaign. It’s for the greater good.”
Hearing Alan talk like that, my mouth falls open and I almost gag in pure frustration. For the greater good? Maybe I’m losing my mind, but his logic never matches his actions.
“I wouldn’t have signed if I knew.”
“You didn’t read? Not even one contract?” He raises his brows.
“How could I when you dumped a pile of papers in front of me?” My voice shoots up.
“That was Jessy, not me.” Alan raises his hands like he’s innocent.
“Don’t you dare blame Jessy!” I point straight at him, teeth clenched.
“Ask him. Did Jessy even read them? Or was he too distracted?” Alan points right back at Jessy, who flinches like a kid caught stealing.
God. He knows he’s got the upper hand, because Jessy already admitted he didn’t really check the contracts. And Alan keeps putting the blame back on me.
“You slipped that contract on me.” I force the words out, still accusing him, though my strength is slipping and my courage is draining away. Alan’s lips twitch as he rises slowly from his chair.
“I told you. Finish the contracts, and I won’t press penalties. Work with Gene, and I’ll make you the world’s biggest supermodel.”
“If it means crawling to you, then I don’t want it.” My jaw locks, but I hold his stare.
There’s still some fire left in me, but Alan bites down on his lip, irritation sharpening his face, his eyes narrowing.
“Listen, Fenella. We gave you everything. Projects, connections, acting classes. All because you asked. And now? You bail on Gene early, you refuse what you signed. Pathetic.”
He circles the desk with long strides until he’s right in front of me, towering, leaning in so close I can see the dark edge in his eyes. He lets out a low snort, his mouth twisting into a smirk.
“Grow up, Fenella. Start acting like a grown-ass woman.”
He whispers it right in my face, his breath warm with the sharp scent of mint tea, but his voice cold enough to cut. I tremble because I know I’ve lost this round. Alan straightens with a smile like he’s already won.
“Now get your shit together and finish what you started. I have a meeting.”
He slides his hands into his pockets, slipping back into that easy, relaxed posture like nothing happened. I bite the inside of my cheek, refusing to humiliate myself any further.
My eyes burn, but I force myself not to cry in front of everyone. The office is buzzing today, and I’m not about to give them a bigger scene. I bolt down the stairs and into the quieter ground-floor restroom.
“Fenella, wait!” Jessy calls after me, but I slam the door shut.
My body gives out. I lean against the door, slide to the floor, press my hands over my mouth, and sob until my chest feels crushed.
Minutes later, I drag myself up, wipe my tears, reapply my makeup. I hate looking miserable in front of people. At least this way, if Alan sees me again, he won’t see me with streaked cheeks. With that resolve, I push myself out of the bathroom.
“Fenella, I’m so sorry,” Jessy says the second he spots me, rushing toward me.
“Let’s go,” I say. “We’re finding Mallory.”
“What? Mallory West?”
“Yes, Jessy. We’re gonna convince her to kill this contract.” I square my shoulders and take a deep breath.
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Toughen Up




    

    
      
    
        Fenella

    


“You got her manager’s number?”
Jessy walks beside me, matching my pace right after I hang up the call. His jaw drops when I tell him I called Roger and asked to meet Mallory.
“Yes,” I say as we hurry to my red car.
“When did you get his number?”
“At the after-party in Mexico City. He gave it to me and said to meet him at the bar in New York.”
“Was he cute?” Jessy’s face lights up.
I snort and roll my eyes. “That’s not the point.”
We both climb into the car. Jessy slides into the driver’s seat and starts the engine while I pull up the navigation app for directions.
“We need to catch Mallory at the studio. Her manager said they’re heading to the airport for an international trip in half an hour. The studio’s about a twenty-minute drive, so we’ve got a really small window,” I say.
“Okay, step on it!” he says, and the car lunges forward. Jessy takes the road at a ridiculous speed. Other drivers blast their horns, but he doesn’t even blink.
“Whoa!” I exclaim, gripping the seatbelt.
“I can shave it down to fifteen minutes!” he laughs, eyes glued to the road.
My eyes go wide watching him drive with reckless enthusiasm. The car bolts and snakes left into a narrow alley, then twists into streets I don’t even recognize.
“Jessy! Are you insane? You’re not following the map!” I shout, my heart pounding as we clip past motorcycles, bikes, and pedestrians near the park.
“Just trust me!”
Fifteen minutes later, we pull up outside Mallory’s Greenwich Village studio. Jessy’s driving has bought us those extra five minutes, and thank God no cop pulled us over.
Inside, a receptionist greets us and leads us down a dim hallway hung with photos and paintings, then into a large studio with a smaller recording room tucked behind another door. As we enter, Mallory and Roger look up at the receptionist’s call, and she brightens when she sees me.
“Fenella! Great to see you,” she says, opening her arms. We hug and exchange kisses on both cheeks. I shake Roger’s hand.
“Hey, Mallory, Roger,” I say, returning their warmth with a broad smile. “This is Jessy, my agent.” Jessy enthusiastically hugs them both in turn.
“Oh, hi,” Mallory says to him. “Where’s Alan?” she asks.
“He’s still in an online meeting, so I came ahead,” I say, tossing my hair and feigning annoyance with Alan.
“I’m sorry I can’t spend more time, though I’d love to chat. You could’ve called,” Mallory says, giving my arm a squeeze.
“That’s fine. I prefer meeting in person, and it’s only fifteen minutes from the office. Thanks for fitting me in,” I reply with a soft chuckle.
“So, what can I do for you?” she asks.
“Uh, yes. I wanted to talk about the new product ad and your social campaign,” I say, trying not to sound blunt.
“Oh, yes! Alan told me you signed the contract. Aren’t you thrilled? I’ve been working like crazy getting ready for the launch, and I’m so glad friends are backing me up,” she says, eyes sparkling. God, she’s already this excited about me joining. A twinge of guilt tightens in my chest.
“Here’s the thing, Mallory. Is it still possible to replace the model?” I ask.
“What do you mean? You wanna back out of the project?” Her voice snaps, and a crease forms in her brow.
Oh no. Cold sweat breaks across my skin at her reaction. Her glare makes my heart race the way it does every time I see her. But this time feels different, like she could shoot me on the spot.
“I mean, I’ve seen the ad concept, and I have a friend who’s really keen to be the model. I thought she could step in.” My voice trails off as Mallory stares at me with a skeptical look. I fumble, then sigh.
“Okay, the truth is I’m having problems with Alan. So it would be awkward for me to do intimate scenes with him.”
Technically true, and not a lie. Oh God, help me. The flash of anger in her eyes eases. Her face softens, sympathy replacing the sharpness. My heart hammers as I wait. I straighten, and hold my breath, a sweat trickle down my back.
“You’re both my friends, and I get it. It’ll be tough, but we have a contract and everything’s set.” She takes both my hands and squeezes them.
“I’m afraid you’ll have to go through with it as planned. I can tweak the concept, but I’ve already convinced management, the studio, the producer—everyone—to include you as the model. I don’t think we can change it. I don’t want to, and I need you.”
“Isn’t there another way?” I ask, eyes stinging.
“I’m sorry.” She frowns, then softens again, maybe pitying my miserable face, and adds a gentler line.
“Listen, I hope you don’t bail. Work it out with Alan. He can be a snob, arrogant, and a jerk, but he knows best how to make success out of people. You’ll get there soon. I know it.”
She squeezes my hands while I fight not to cry. I stare at her forehead to keep the tears from falling because her concerned gaze makes me feel absurdly small. She still thinks this is just about Alan and my career, but the truth is I have no real choice.
“It’s okay. Thanks for hearing me out,” I say, letting out a small smile.
“I hope it all works out,” she replies, hugging me and patting my back.
“Mallory, we have to go,” Roger says, and she releases me. They leave, and Jessy and I stay behind with a few crew members in the studio.
I turn to Jessy and stare at him, dazed. My lips flatten into a frown as I struggle to hold back more tears today. I thought I could steer my fate, but the universe isn’t on my side.
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“I don’t wanna give up,” I say from the sofa.
“Yeah, I know,” Jessy whispers.
Even though I keep saying I’m not gonna give up and that I’ll fight to get out of this project, my body language says the opposite; not even a kid would buy it. I’m curled up on the sofa with both knees pulled to my chest, my chin resting on top, and my hands running over my polished toes like I’m trying to ground myself.
I wish I had the strength to rewind everything, but all I get is regret coming too late. I already put my name down on those damn contracts, and now my whole life’s been one long chain of bad luck I can’t undo.
Jessy sits right next to me, pressing his fingers to his temples, fighting a migraine even after popping a pill, and on top of it all, Mike just called and asked him for ‘a break,’ which only makes everything worse.
“I still don’t get what the hell he means by taking a break. Like, what’s that supposed to be?” I ask, frowning at him.
“Wish I knew. He says he wants some space for a while.” Jessy shrugs, shaking his head like it makes no sense to him either.
“You’re taking space but you’re still exclusive? That’s bullshit.” I shoot him a look.
“Maybe. I really don’t know.” He slumps back, and we both go quiet again, stuck in our own thoughts, while guilt eats at me so hard my chest feels tight. This is all Alan messing with us, with Mike living under his roof and listening to him, and Alan dangling Jessy’s job like a knife over our heads if this project fails.
“You know what, you need to stand up to Alan, cancel the damn contract, hand back the car and the money,” Laird says as he steps in from the balcony, flicking out his cigarette.
“I already blew like thirty percent of it on clothes and other stuff,” I mumble, biting my lip, realizing I don’t even have enough left to cover a penalty.
“You can borrow from me.” Laird shrugs like it’s no big deal.
“No way. You need that money for Rackers Bite, I’m not screwing with your big project” I shake my head hard, because that’s his future, not a bank for me.
“Rackers Bite won’t tank just because I float you fifty grand.”
“No, Laird. I don’t wanna weigh you and Dave down. You’re already cutting corners as it is.”
He goes silent for a minute before mumbling. “I can hit up my dad.”
“No! That’s worse!” I snap. His relationship with his dad is already a mess, and after the whole thing with Rebecca, asking him for cash would just set everything on fire.
The room goes quiet again. Laird has the contract spread out on the floor, flipping through the deal between Gene, me, and Mallory’s condom brand for the hundredth time. No matter how he looks at it, I’m boxed in with a cliff on one side and a pack of hyenas on the other, no way out that doesn’t destroy me.
I look over at him leaning against the balcony door, eyes narrowed at the clock on the table, fingers tapping against a cigarette box. I glance back at Jessy beside me, who’s even worse off, gnawed by migraine and anxiety until he’s literally biting the sofa cushion like he’s losing it. It’s all on me, my responsibility. I shouldn’t drag them down with me.
“What are we even scared of?” I suddenly blurt, my voice sharp enough to jolt both of them out of their daze. “It’s just an ad, that’s all, I’m just a model following a script.”
“How can you say that? The concept’s sleazy as hell. You want me to watch you fake sex with Alan on camera for the whole world?” Laird growls.
“It’s acting. I’m not actually sleeping with him. How’s that different from Hollywood movies?” I square my shoulders.
“You’re the one who said you wouldn’t back down. So what’s this?”
“There’s no other way. Do it once, get it over with, then move on. By February I’ll be clear, Jessy keeps his job, my name stays clean, and you don’t have to watch the damn thing,” I ramble.
“You think Alan’s just gonna let you walk away that easy? You’re being naïve, Fenella. He’s got more lined up, stuff you haven’t even seen coming. Next thing, he might try to set you up to actually sleep with him,” he snaps, slamming the cigarette box against his palm.
“Yes, Fen, this isn’t worth it,” Jessy adds, nodding, eyes wet as he wipes them fast.
“But there’s no other way. You still can’t figure it out, can you?” My voice cracks as I plead.
He goes quiet again, just fiddling with that cigarette box while I sink back into the sofa. As much as I hate it, he’s right. Alan’s been two steps ahead this whole time, laying traps we never even noticed, counting on me and Jessy to miss the fine print. He’s building this so I’d have to choose between my career or my sanity, and either way, he wins.
But I can’t let Jessy go down with me. He’s my best friend, my agent, and with his mom in cancer treatment, I can’t let him get fired and lose everything. Alan knows that, and he’s using Jessy as my weakness.
“Alright. If you wanna finish the project, I won’t fight you. And I’m not watching it either. I’ll just suck it up,” Laird finally says, breaking the heavy silence.
“You serious?” My brows pull tight.
“Didn’t you just ask for that? Do it once, finish it, Jessy keeps his job, you don’t pay a fine.” He nods like it’s settled.
“But?” I press, because I know he’s holding back.
“Alan’s good at this because he studies you. He knows your moves inside out.”
“Wait, are you saying he’s been stalking us? That doesn’t make sense,” Jessy blurts, his jaw dropping.
“I don’t know yet. But I know he’s playing old-school war games. Know your field, win the battle.” Laird’s eyes spark as he gets to his feet.
“He’s been hitting us blind this whole time. He knows us, but we know nothing about him. We don’t even know if he’s related to Amy, do we?” he turns to me. I puff out my cheeks and sigh.
“He’s never gonna admit it. So we dig. We find out how he runs his business, his family, his circle, everything. Once we know, we hit back.” His hand cuts through the air like he’s giving a speech, and for a second I’m actually sold on it.
“How do we hit back?” I ask.
“We find leverage. Something he can’t afford to lose.”
“You mean blackmail?” Jessy breathes.
“But he’s got dirt on me too. What if he reports it and I end up in jail?” My fists clench tight on the sofa cushion.
“If he spills that, he goes down harder than we do. He’s too much of a coward for that.” Laird shakes his head.
“So, what’s the move then?” My throat goes dry as I ask.
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Pandora Box




    

    
      
    
        Laird

    


I visit a small office tucked inside one of the rows of office buildings on the edge of Brooklyn. The building’s only three floors, each chopped up into smaller offices, and I climb the stairs of the old place to the top.
One office has a rusted door and dirty glass covered with yellowed blinds, a white nameplate with blue letters reading “Private Investigator Matthew Logan.” I knock once and step right in, no hello, no pleasantries. A guy with black hair lowers the newspaper he’s been reading and looks up from behind the desk.
“Laird, look who it is.”
“Hey, Matt.” I drop down onto one of the shabby sofas with the cracked leather peeling at the edges.
“Right on time. Just finished checking the lottery numbers in the paper.”
“Hit the jackpot yet?”
“Not yet. Gimme time. I’m still mapping out which counter’s got the best odds.” He sighs and slides down on the matching worn-out sofa across from me.
“That better not mean you need more time with my request.”
Matt’s eyes widen like I just offended him, then he laughs. “C’mon. Please. I got it.” He pulls a brown envelope from the drawer under the coffee table and waves it. “Feast your eyes. A goddamn miracle, courtesy of my genius.”
He puffs his chest, tilts his chin up, beams at me like he’s handing over the crown jewels. I reach for it, but he yanks it back against his chest.
“Cash first.”
I snort, dig out my wallet, and peel off three hundreds. “Don’t tell me this is going straight into scratch-offs.”
“That and maybe a couple other things.” He slips the bills into his shirt pocket.
“You do realize the lottery’s a scam, right?”
“Sure, but cracking it feels way better than winning by dumb luck. Think of it as an investment.”
“You’re kidding yourself calling that an investment. It’s just gambling dressed up.”
This time, he finally hands me the envelope. “Trust me, this is worth way more.”
I’ve known Matt since Harvard Law, back in criminal law class. He always swore his brain could crack anything—even the lottery—so working nine-to-five as a prosecutor would’ve been a waste. I call it a gambling addiction. But when it comes to digging dirt, he’s sharp as hell, the kind of guy who can tail someone for days and charm information out of them without blinking.
I flip open the envelope and pull out photos of Alan, some official letters, and a stack of court documents.
“This what I think it is?”
“Yup. The guy you’re after’s been living under a new identity for six years. Last name ties him to the Schmidt hotel group, but funny enough, you won’t find him on their shareholder list.”
“So either it’s fake papers or he…” I frown, letting the thought hang.
“Changed his name. Way more likely. No fake ID gets you through multiple court checks, including the DUI mess last month.”
“What about the Schmidt group itself? Any link to Amy Schmidt?”
“Not in the press. The family went quiet years ago, dumped all their shares during the pandemic. Amy married some loaded senator up in Massachusetts—guy’s twenty years older, if you care.”
“Way too much info, pal.” I scoff. “What about his old name?”
He hands me a printout of a local news article on a Schmidt shareholders’ meeting. Barely a thousand words, more formality than journalism.
“Couldn’t get further. Haven’t had time to hit the census office in Andover. Data’s not public.” He clicks his tongue.
“Of course they covered it up. But you’ve got other ways to track it, don’t you?”
“I could dig through court records for legal name changes. But that’s a grind. Three weeks, easy. And by grind, I mean…” He makes air quotes with both hands. “Intensive.”
“How intensive?” I arch a brow.
“Couple weeks in Andover. Lodging, gas, three meals a day, some… entertainment. Call it a grand.”
“I’ll front you three hundred now. Rest when you’ve got the name.”
“That won’t even cover the room.” He frowns.
“Then quit blowing cash on scratch-offs. Six hundred’s plenty to last you two weeks in Andover.”
I toss him three more hundreds. He scowls, but he takes them. That’s our relationship: transactional. Still, I can’t help worrying he’s sinking further into this lottery nonsense. Not close enough to recruit him into my company, but close enough to feel responsible.
“If you hit a wall, check Whitehill Academy’s student records. My old school. Check grads from about seven to nine years ago. Cross-reference birthdates, addresses, IDs.”
“You went there too?” His brows jump.
“Yeah.”
“But the name never rang a bell?”
“Not once. The only Schmidt I ever knew was Amy. Maybe you’ll find a connection with her.”
“Hmm. Interesting. I’ll poke around.” He rubs his chin, fingers grazing his trimmed beard.
“Alright. Call me when you’ve got something. Then I’ll square the rest.” I slide the docs back into the envelope.
“As soon as I can.” He clicks his tongue, stands, and then spins back toward me.
“Oh, one more thing. Might matter to you.”
“What’s that?” I get up, button my jacket.
“Malcolm Golden’s sniffing around Alan too. Ran into his assistant at the census office. The guy nearly tripped seeing me digging for the same name.”
“Recently?”
“Yeah. DUI verdict was just last month, remember?”
“What the hell is he after?” I mutter, frowning.
“He won’t say, but Golden’s not the type to let go. He’ll chew Alan down to the bone. You could team up, pool what you’ve got.”
“Team up with him?” I scoff. “Not a chance.”
I grab the envelope, shove the door open, and slam it behind me. Maybe Matt means well, but if my old man ever found out I was cozying up with Golden, he’d kill me before Alan ever could.
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        Fenella

    


Shooting this commercial is my last project this year before we go on winter break. After this, we can move on, finish other projects at the beginning of the year, and then I can finally be free from Gene. So, I just have to endure a little longer.
“Fenella, welcome,” Alan says, stretching out his arms like he’s about to hug me the second I walk into the meeting room. I ignore him, of course.
“Hey, Alan,” Jessy greets.
I stay silent, refusing to acknowledge him. I still don’t want to talk to him, and honestly, he deserves the cold shoulder. Besides, whether I’m friendly or not, I still have to finish this damn project.
“You’re not gonna say hi to me?” Alan presses.
I keep walking into the room, not even breaking stride. The three of us are supposed to meet the director and the producer for shooting prep, but before I can sit down, Alan grabs my arm.
“What the—” My jaw drops.
The sharp set of his jaw and that piercing stare shut me up real quick. His hand tightens on my arm, and then he leans in, whispering.
“I demand your respect. Even if you’re reluctant and planning to leave Gene, I’m still your boss. You got that?” His hiss is right in my face.
“Answer me.” Even though it’s a whisper, every word comes out through his gritted teeth.
My knees shake. He’s getting more aggressive, almost feral. He’s dominating the whole damn room, and I know ignoring him will only make things worse. I glance at Jessy, whose jaw drops.
Jessy tries to talk him down. “Alan, I think—”
“Yes, Alan,” I cut him off. It’s not worth the risk. This’ll all be over soon, I remind myself.
“Good,” he says, finally letting go. I’m trembling as I rub my reddened wrist. God, this is getting more serious.
The three of us take our seats and wait. Not long after, two women and a man walk in. Alan jumps up right away, and I follow. They introduce themselves, and we go around shaking hands with fake smiles.
“So, you two are the models, right? Just relax and make yourselves comfortable. You should trust me,” Martha, the director, says with a laugh.
“Don’t worry, Martha, we trust you one hundred percent,” Alan adds, chuckling along with the room.
“Damn, didn’t expect you to hop in as the star of this one,” Lorenzo, the producer, says with a chuckle, throwing Alan a look.
“Anything for Mallory, right?” Alan shrugs, laughing like he’s the life of the party.
“Yeah, true. Plus, it’s your brand. That personal touch makes the whole thing more emotional.” Lorenzo nods.
So, it’s true.
“Oh, really? I didn’t know 4U was yours, Alan.” I turn, staring at him.
“Half the shares are mine, the rest are Mallory’s. Guess I never mentioned that, huh?” Alan
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                Laird: 
Hey. Has the shooting started yet?




            

                Me:
Not yet. Just finished my makeup. You done with your meeting?




            

                Laird:
I just wrapped mine, heading into the next one.



Are you covered up?



            

                Me:
For this first scene, I’m dressed simple: warm sweater and jeans.



Good luck. I gotta run, the shoot’s starting.



            

                Laird:
Ok.
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                Laird:
How’s the shoot going?




            

                Me:
Smooth. I’ll swing by your office so we can head home together and grab dinner out.




            

                Laird:
Perfect. Let me know when you’re here.




            

    

  

OEBPS/images/chapter_break_kme_compressed.png







Copyright 2011 The Alegreya Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya)



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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.




Copyright 2020 The Domine Project Authors (https://github.com/googlefonts/domine)

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Rodrigo Fuenzalida (www.rfuenzalida.com|hello@rfuenzalida.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Brenda Gallo (gbrenda1987@gmail.com), with Reserved Font Name Domine.



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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.




Copyright 2018 The Baskervville Project Authors (https://github.com/anrt-type/ANRT-Baskervville)



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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/nav.xhtml

  
    Table Of Contents


    
      		Cover


      		Full Page Image


      		Copyright


      		Dedication


      		Content Warning


      		Table Of Contents


      		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


      		Chapter 18


      		Chapter 19


      		Chapter 20


      		Chapter 21


      		Chapter 22


      		Chapter 23


      		Chapter 24


      		Chapter 25


      		Chapter 26


      		Chapter 27


      		Chapter 28


      		Chapter 29


      		Chapter 30


      		Chapter 31


      		Chapter 32


      		Chapter 33


      		Chapter 34


      		Chapter 35


      		Chapter 36


      		Chapter 37


      		Chapter 38


      		Chapter 39


      		Chapter 40


      		Chapter 41


      		Epilogue


      		Epilogue


      		What’s Next?


      		Acknowledgments


      		About the Author


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Copyright


      		Content Warning


      		Table Of Contents


      		About the Author


    


  


Copyright 2017 The EB Garamond Project Authors (https://github.com/octaviopardo/EBGaramond12)



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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/Title_Page_compressed.jpg
S

SYANNA ROSE





Copyright (c) 2010, Kimberly Geswein (kimberlygeswein.com)



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:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

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/KME_cover_JPG_compressed.jpg
A STEAMY ROMANTIC SUSPENSE NOVEL
LOVE AND RECEPTION BOOK 2

SYANNA ROSE

v,

%





