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      Does the world’s biggest football star want to fake date me for his charity event—or because he wants to explore the red-hot chemistry between us?

      

      Jasalie

      

      I’m no waitress. I’ve never carried food or drinks through a restaurant in my life. Except when I was stealing to feed myself. But I’m not that person anymore.

      Tonight, thanks to my crappy boss, I’m standing in front of Dylan Wild at the Super Bowl after-party, asking him if he needs a refill.

      And just like a stereotypical professional athlete, he hits on me.

      Sure, he’s the star quarterback. Sure, he’s hotter than hellfire and sin. And finally, a man who’s taller than me.

      One wicked glance, and my whole body is screaming his name already.

      But I’m not the kind of woman Dylan Wild wants, not if he knew who I used to be.

      So I say no. And walk off, telling myself I’ll never see him again, anyway.

      

      Dylan

      

      Tonight I’m the king of the sporting world. And I’m lonely as hell, because I can’t trust a soul.

      Then a statuesque blonde lightning bolt with dark clouds in her eyes offers to get me a drink.

      And I know right away I need her.

      But I fumble my chance with her. And then she’s gone.

      Until that same mix of stormy angel goddess turns up in the middle of the desert at our team function. Except now I know her name—Jasalie Gordon.

      And Game On.

      Jasalie’s guard is up, though—and I know when I’m about to get sacked. So I throw her a Hail Mary…be my honorary fake date to this weekend’s charity event. No sex, just business. Unless she decides she wants more.

      I’ve got only three days to play the game of my life....

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To my husband. Home is wherever you are, babe.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Jasalie

      Working the Super Bowl after party should be fun. It sure sounds glamorous. And yet, it’s really just a crowd of oversized men and skinny, overly made-up women drinking and dancing and shouting. God, are football players loud. And big. I have to keep jumping out of the way to avoid getting trampled.

      Still, most everything is going well, and that’s great because it’s my job to make sure that it does. This is as high profile of an event that our marketing firm has ever done, and it needs to go perfectly.

      Until Bill insists I serve drinks for an hour to help out the exhausted waitstaff. I try to decline. I’ve never waited a table. I’ve done a ton of other menial work, but hospitality was never something I was good at. I’m not perky enough.

      But Bill, as usual, doesn’t care about my protests. He just pats me on the back, way too close to my ass to be appropriate, gives me a leering smile, and tells me to, “go get ‘em, slugger.” I want to tell him that the game’s over and nobody here appears to be a baseball player, but he’s already schmoozing up to a nearby group of men in suits.

      I glance around the room, overwhelmed at where to start. Bill said to find anyone who looked thirsty and offer to refresh their drinks. Noticing a woman on the nearby couch, I hesitate. But she’s normal-looking, in a good way. She’s beautiful, but she’s not stick-thin, and she doesn’t look high or like she’s trying to fuck the guy next to her. I think that’s Dylan Wild, the winning quarterback, by her side, if I’m not mistaken. But they’re just chatting and seem fairly approachable in comparison to the tongues-down-throat couples around them.

      Buck up, Jasalie. It’s just a few minutes out of your life.

      I walk up to their couch quietly. Just as I reach them, another guy sits down on the woman’s other side and kisses her cheek. I’m pretty sure that’s Colton Wild, the tight end who caught the winning touchdown pass. Geez, the two heroes of the game. Maybe I should have started with an easier group to try out my server skills on. But it’s too late now. I’m already standing awkwardly in their general space, and the woman looks up at me and smiles.

      “Can I refresh your drinks?” I ask in a voice even I can barely hear. I clear my throat to repeat myself, but the woman shakes her head politely.

      “No, thank you,” she says. “I’m all set.”

      The quarterback’s eyes meet mine, and he jerks his head back slightly. His presence is overpowering, and the cocksure way he’s looking at me proves he knows full well the affect he has on the opposite sex.

      “You weren’t our server before.” His dark eyes are like liquid chocolate, and the heat of his attention burns straight through me. His intense gaze hits me like a smack to the face, and I feel like I just got woken up out of a lifetime of being numb.

      I widen my eyes, trying to mask my body’s instant reaction to him. “No. I don’t normally do this. I’m with the marketing firm, but my boss asked me to help cover.” I shift from one foot to the other, hoping to get rid of the sudden sensation I’m feeling between my thighs. I can’t help noticing the way his body fills out his t-shirt and worn jeans, not to mention his gorgeous face.

      He quirks his lips. “Are you sure you work for a marketing firm and not a modeling agency? You’re the most beautiful woman in here, hands down.”

      Oh, and then he has to ruin it by saying something stupid. Something he probably says to every woman, and they all fall for his lies. I’m here trying to get him a drink refill, not snag a date. I take a step backward. “I’m sorry to disappoint, but I’m nobody special.” I turn to the tight end and include him in my next statement. “Congratulations on the win. That last play was quite spectacular.”

      Colton nods at me in thanks, but Dylan’s silent as he continues to assess me. I keep shifting on my feet, wishing he’d just order his drink and let me go.

      “I think you’re special.” He’s still turning up the charm, but his voice cracks just a bit, the only hint of vulnerability. “Maybe I can take you out?”

      My body is already begging me to say yes. My brain, on the other hand, is far too aware of the disparities between us, in every way.

      “You don’t want to go out with me,” I say in a hoarse tone. “And a one-night stand with the current athlete of the month isn’t anything I’m interested in.”

      Colton whistles. “Ouch.” His tone is playful as he reaches across the woman to slap Dylan on the knee.

      “You don’t like athletes?” Dylan smiles, and I actually almost swoon.

      God, he’s hot. But he’s way too arrogant. Do women really like this laying-it-on-thick shit? Of course they do—when it comes in that package, I’m not minding it myself. But that doesn’t mean I’m about to say yes. I have far too many worries of my own to get all screwed up in the head over a one-night stand, one that I’m sure would blow away any previous dates I’ve had and leave me all twisted up inside.

      So I stand my ground and say in a firm tone, “I don’t care about celebrities, or money, or whatever you think I’m going to fall for, so you can try to get laid tonight. Excuse me.”

      I give up on trying to refill his drink and flee. I race through the crowd, and I don’t stop moving until I’ve made it behind the bar.
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        * * *

      

      Dylan

      I’ve got a smile on my face as I stare after the tall blond server like she just flirted back with me, rather than the obvious “back off or else” response she gave me.

      Colton chuckles. “At least she was honest, huh? And she told you no, man. Kind of refreshing, actually.”

      Colton’s girlfriend, Skylar, tilts her chin in the woman’s general direction. “Dylan, you just asked somebody out! I thought you said that you were done with women and dating.”

      “That was before I saw her.” I haven’t felt this alive off the football field in ages. Maybe forever. “She’s the one. I’m taking her to Arizona with me next week. I need a date for the team event, or else the charity is a bust. And that woman is the only one I want.”

      Colton breaks into laughter. “Well, good luck with that, Dyl. She was pretty clear that she doesn’t have any interest in Dylan Wild the star.”

      “Exactly. And that’s exactly why she’s perfect.”

      Colton shakes his head and turns to Sky. “While my cousin’s figuring that shit out, you want to get out of here?” He whispers something into her ear.

      She kisses his jaw and whispers back to him. I smile to myself. I don’t need to hear what they’re saying to know their plans. They’re about to get married.

      Colton turns back to me. “Let’s round everybody up, man. You don’t want to miss this.”

      I grin. “No, I’m sure I don’t.”

      He slaps my back. “Nobody I’d rather have gone through a big game with, dude. You’re the best.”

      “We’re world champs right?”

      “And you’re MVP.” His eyes brighten. “I’m proud of you.”

      “We should have been co-MVPs,” I say. “You caught the winning touchdown pass.”

      “No fucking way.” Colton shakes his head emphatically. “You earned that trophy, Dyl. Four hundred passing yards and four touchdowns? That’s all you. That’s why you have that mega contract because we wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for you.” His face breaks into a grin as he wraps his arms around Sky. “But now Sky and I have a surprise planned.”

      “Hey, lovebirds.” I reach for my wallet. “Let me call a private plane. For your secret trip that you won’t tell anyone what it’s for.”

      Colton’s eyes flash with appreciation. “Thanks, man, but we’re staying right here in Sin City.”

      “And I’m involved? But I was about to…” Go find the woman I can’t stop thinking about.

      Colton cuts me off. “Of course you’re involved. You’re my best man.”

      I swallow. “I’d be honored.”

      Colton’s already calling to his mom. I’m about to follow behind them when the hair on the back of my neck stands up. For what reason I don’t know, but that’s always a cue for me, a sign that I should pay attention.

      I crane my neck around, checking my surroundings. What I see makes my blood boil. I clench my jaw and nod at Colton.

      “I’ll meet you guys outside in a few.”
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        * * *

      

      Jasalie

      After fleeing from Dylan Wild like an idiot, I enthusiastically ask a small group of players if they need drinks. They all hold up their nearly-full beverages to show me they’re fine, and I curse myself, realizing I should have glanced at their cups before offering refills.

      I grab a nearby tray of empty glasses and head for the bar. My plan is to drop off the glasses and then maybe find Lilla to ask her for some serving advice.

      I step around another group of guys, but in my hurry to push past them, I trip over an errant chair tipped on its side.

      And…

      I wipe out.

      Oomph.

      I’m flat out on my stomach, reaching frantically for my tray a few feet in front of me when someone touches my ass.

      “Grabs” my ass is more like it, and doesn’t let go.

      Yes, someone’s hand is stuck to my butt like it’s been glued there.

      “What the—” I jerk upward into a sitting position, forcing the hand off of me, and stare up at a glassy-eyed blond man squatting next to me. I have no idea who he is, and I don’t like the way he’s leering at me. Don’t like it at all.

      “Excuse me.” I lean away from him. “Would you please back off.”

      I don’t say it as a question, but his mouth curves into a creepy smile, and when he speaks, I realize just how inebriated he is.

      “You’re not going anywhere without me,” he says in a loud voice, and he reaches for me again.

      Shit. I really, really don’t want to have to pull out my self-defense moves here. Bill’s warned me about using them on clients—he says I scare away good business, and if I embarrass the company in the middle of a party this big and with this much riding on it, he may well fire me. But I don’t know what else to do.

      I lift my foot and take aim, prepared to kick the asshole in the nuts when—

      “Back the fuck away from her, Green, or I’ll do it for you.”

      I whip my head up to meet the lethal gaze of Dylan Wild standing behind the creepy asshole.

      Dylan’s eyes shift to me. “Are you okay?” he asks quietly, the concern in his voice evident.

      I nod. “Fine.”

      Before the guy can even move, Dylan’s hands are gripping his shoulders.

      “Back. Up. I’m cutting you off.” He drags the guy into a standing position and hauls him away.

      I exhale. Dylan Wild saved me. Not because I needed rescuing but because I need to keep this job. More than ever right now, I need this job.

      I wish I could thank him. But that would mean staying in the middle of a bunch of drunkards, and I can’t risk another run-in with some jerk-off who doesn’t understand personal boundaries.

      I grab my tray back off the ground and hurry off to the safety of the bar.
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        * * *

      

      Dylan

      By the time I get security’s attention and have my wasted teammate thrown out of the party, the woman he harassed is nowhere around.

      Not that I can blame her. She’s probably wisely telling her boss that she’s not going to get these drunk assholes drinks anymore. I hope she’s telling him that because the thought of her working here when I can’t be around to watch out for her bugs me.

      “Hey!” I turn to see my cousin, Ayden, waving at me from a couple feet away. “Let’s go! Colton said we’re on some sort of a timetable.”

      Within minutes, I’m in the back of a limo with my four Wild cousins and Colton’s best friend, Jenson.

      We drive across town, far away from the glitz and glitter of the Strip, and every second I feel the gorgeous gray-eyed server slipping away from me.
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        * * *

      

      We file into a nondescript chapel that’s completely empty except for our group. A short while later, Jenson’s five-year-old twin sons act as ring bearers and walk down the tiny aisle to the altar with Jenson making sure they don’t veer off-course. Colton and Sky beam at each other and exchange vows that they wrote themselves. Colton’s mom cries with joy, and both the bride and groom choke up. The ceremony is quick but feels warm and intimate with all the love surrounding our tight-knit group. When Colton picks Sky up and kisses her on the altar, an involuntary twinge of envy hits me as I realize Colton’s really found the love of his life. I’m not looking for a serious relationship, so where did that sensation come from?

      I remember the beautiful server from earlier. She appeared in front of me, and just like that, I knew she was the date I wanted with me in Arizona.

      Except she ran like the wind when I tried to ask her out. Granted, I acted like an ass, flirting with her like that. I should have toned it way down and actually tried to talk to her, but I’m so out of practice with any kind of normal interaction.

      I swallow as Colton and Sky raise their hands and step down off the altar as husband and wife. We all clap and cheer and then go to a hole-in-the-wall bar for some celebratory drinks. But I can’t get the gray-eyed server out of my head. I think about her for the rest of the night, hoping she’s okay. I kick myself for not trying harder to get her number.

      What I really hate, though, is that the incident with my teammate harassing her proves what I’ve always feared—bringing someone into my crazy life is a bad decision. It’s dangerous enough for me to maneuver my way through the minefield of fame and money, but to invite someone else into the fray? It’s just not realistic, not for the long haul. Colton’s able to navigate all of this shit with a woman by his side, but as the quarterback, I’m the face of the team, and the number of eyes on me is a thousand times greater.

      So it’s probably for the best that I’ll never see the server again. I guess some things aren’t meant to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          A Week Later

        

      

    

    
      Jasalie

      I stare down at the letter in front of me on my kitchen table for the hundredth time this week.

      Dear Ms. Jasalie Adorlee Gordon,

      I represent Tucson Entertainment & Casino Properties, and I’m hopeful you can be of assistance in a matter concerning Ms. Marianne Gordon. We tracked down an old insurance form that has you listed as her beneficiary and names you as her daughter. I’m hoping, because of the match of your unusual middle name, that you are indeed the right person.

      As you may or may not be aware, Marianne Gordon has amassed twenty-five thousand dollars in gambling debts. Her debt needs to be settled, or we will be forced to execute the lien on her house. Your mother is not responding to any of our letters or phone calls. If Tucson Entertainment & Casino Properties does not receive payment within sixty days, ownership of the property will automatically default to us, and legal action will be taken, which will include eviction and possible incarceration.

      The attached card includes the current information we have for your mother on file. Let me know if I can be of service.

      Sincerely,

      Tym McBooth

      I grab the attached card again like I’m an addict looking for a hit and stare hard at the address. I don’t know why I keep looking at it—I had the whole thing memorized days ago. But this is the first hint I’ve received of my mother’s whereabouts in over twenty years. And if I’m completely honest with myself, the chance to help out the woman who gave birth to me—to right her wrongs—tugs at the long-closed recesses of my heart, despite myself. My mother left me at the age of four to fend for myself, and not a day has gone by when I haven’t missed her. The idea of having a place to call home, when I’ve always felt homeless, makes my chest ache. I have a momentary fantasy of finding my long-lost mother, paying off the debt, and reconciling with her. Then the two of us would move in together in Arizona, the place where everything went so wrong all those years ago and she gave me away to save herself.

      Maybe this time I can save us both.

      The very idea makes me panic because I don’t have twenty-five thousand dollars. I don’t have twenty-five hundred dollars. I live paycheck to paycheck—between my rent each month and trying to pay down my student loans, my financial health could be better. Trying to pay off my mother’s debt is a pipe dream. I nearly wish I didn’t know the option was out there because not knowing at all would certainly hurt less.

      I fold the letter up and put it into my purse, and then I go into my bedroom and open the blinds. I smile in relief at the cloudless L.A. sky. Should be clear skies for flying. Knowing my cab will be here any minute to take me to the airport, I throw a dress and another package of sculpting clay into my suitcase.

      When I race into the bathroom to grab my make-up bag, I nearly trip on Bessie, who meows up at me. I reach down to pat her soft kitty fur before realizing I forgot to pack my hairbrush. I pick up my brush but continue to stand in the bathroom anxiously, certain I’m forgetting some essential item, but for the life of me, I can’t figure out what it is.

      Before I can solve the mystery, Balaster, my other white fluffball of a cat, comes around the corner and arches his back for a pet. I lean down and grab him up in a hug, reaching for Bessie at the same time.

      “I’ll see you kitties in a week.” I bury my face in their fur. “Rosita will take good care of you.”

      My front door creaks. I lean my head out of the bathroom doorway and smile at Rosita walking into my apartment. She’s wearing her usual blue housedress and matching slippers, and she heads for her favorite spot—my couch.

      “Hi! You’ll remember to feed the cats right?” I say.

      “I’ll stop in twice a day,” she promises as she takes a seat. “Now, if only you’d meet a nice man out there in Tucson and bring him back here to Los Angeles for some company of your own.”

      “I have company, Rosita,” I call back to her as I grab Joel’s sleepover toothbrush and throw it into the garbage. I know that’s unceremonious of me, but so was the way he treated our engagement, so it’s like peace out.

      “I mean human company, Jasalie,” Rosita says. “You need someone besides these two cats to love.”

      I walk into the living room as Hollywood Now! blares out of my television. “Today,” the journalist says with a big smile, “we have exclusive pictures of California Cougars’ quarterback Dylan Wild leaving the gym. Dylan was most recently linked with actress Natalie Torpe. When will the league’s MVP, and L.A.’s sexiest bachelor, have any new tricks up his sleeve, maybe in the romance department?”

      Dylan Wild. My heart lurches. The gorgeous man who helped me out at the Super Bowl party. God, that was awkward when he tried to flirt with me, and I ran away like he was a horrible creature. Which he wasn’t, of course. He was easily the sexiest man I’d ever interacted with. He was so confident I’d say yes to him that for some reason, I just had to say no. But then the way he handled his awful teammate and saved me from making even more of a scene—that drew me to him all over again. I didn’t see him for the rest of the night.

      No matter. It sounds like Dylan routinely finds another “most beautiful woman in the room.” In L.A. it’s always the same story—the prettier they look, the less you can trust them.

      I toss my dirty socks at the TV and then grab the remote to turn it off. “Stupid gossip,” I complain. “God, L.A. can make me sick. I’m happy to be going out of town, even if it is for work.”

      After Bill and the team owner chatted it up at the Super Bowl victory party, Hal Cotton gave Apex the chance to run this whole team event for the Cougars in Arizona. If we do it right, there’s a great chance he’ll sign on as our client out here in L.A.

      I never dreamed I’d be going to Tucson again for work or any other reason. The fact that I’m suddenly going to be staying in the same city where I was born and where my mother lives now feels like fate. Figuring out how to get the money to pay off her debt is another thing entirely.

      I sit down and rest my head on Rosita’s shoulder. “I’ll miss you this week. What will I do without our nightly chats?”

      She reaches out to stroke my hair. “I admire you, Jase. You’re standing on your own. I’d never be so brave. I married Martin right out of high school, and we were together until he passed. I miss him.”

      I silently wonder what it feels like to really love someone in this world and for them to love you. I’d give anything to know that feeling.

      I linger on Rosita’s shoulder for a second longer before dragging my long legs into a standing position. One of the only things my biological parents gave me was the gift of height. I stand six feet tall, and yeah, some of the time I feel like a model, but mostly I feel like an absolute oaf.

      “Honestly, maybe that girl at the bridal salon was right. I need shoes that shrink me.”

      “Shoes that shrink you?” Rosita wrinkles her nose. “You mean flats.”

      “No. Flats are too high. I mean shoes that actually make me shorter. Maybe ones with concave bottoms or something. You know, where they sink into the ground.”

      Rosita snorts with laughter. “All because Joel said you made him feel small? There are no shoes that shrink you.”

      “So what’s my solution?”

      “You need a man who’s on your level, honey. That’s why you and Joel didn’t work out. He wasn’t the one.”

      I make a face. “My experience with Joel was a clear sign that some people are meant to live alone. I’m twenty-seven, and I haven’t come close to finding a Mr. Right.”

      Rosita stands up and faces me. “Just remember, honey, it only takes one good man to erase a lifetime of bad ones. And you never know where you’ll find him, sometimes in the most unlikely of moments…”

      “I made my first and last attempt at a commitment when I stupidly got engaged to Joel,” I say to her firmly. “I thought I could be like other people. You know, normal people who marry and have families. But now I know I was right all along. Some people are just meant to be alone. So a fling in Arizona? Possibly. The real thing? Not in a million years.”

      She tsks at me. “Are you afraid, honey?”

      “While I appreciate your concern, I assure you I’m okay.” I turn and usher her into the hallway. “Make sure to text me every day about the kitties. I’ll miss you, and I’ll see you when I get back. ALONE. Bye!”

      I go into my bedroom, throw the rest of my clothes into the suitcase, and sit on top of it to get it to shut. With all of the sculpting clay I have in there, there’s not much room left for apparel.

      I hear honking. Knowing it’s the cab, I grab my suitcase and go to leave, calling out goodbye to Bessie and Balaster as I go. As soon as I reach the door, though, I turn back. I run into the bedroom and, for reasons inexplicable to me, I grab an unopened box of condoms from my bedside table drawer. Just in case a small miracle happens in Tucson, Arizona this week.

      As I walk out to the cab, the wind blows so strongly it knocks the cab driver’s hat off.

      “Winds of change, maybe, huh?” he mutters as he grabs it back off the ground.

      Doubtful. I climb into the car and take a romance novel from my purse. If I can’t fall in love, I might as well read about it.
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        * * *

      

      Dylan

      My alarm goes off too early as usual. I roll over and look at the time.

      Then I remember—football season is over.

      For the next few months, I don’t have to jump out of bed and try to beat the Los Angeles traffic to make it to practice on time. I don’t have to come home and eat enough food for three men in order to keep up my strength. I don’t have to let the hot shower pound over my body that’s so sore from taking a beating in Sunday’s game. Or Thursday’s game. Or a hard full pads practice. Until training sessions start up again, I can do whatever the hell I want.

      I lie on my back with my hands behind my head and stare at the ceiling. The thing is—what I want to do is football. It’s always been football. I’ve loved the sport since I was a kid messing around with my four cousins, plus Jenson—my best friends—who’ve been there for me through all the ups and downs of going from a “regular” guy to a celebrity. Comes with the territory of winning a championship and being named MVP. And I’m beyond lucky that one of those cousins is my teammate, so we’ve been able to take this crazy ride together.

      My cousins are my touchstones. When the world of media and fame tries to poison me with alternating adulation and criticism, Cam, Brayden, Colton, and Ayden remind me of what really matters. And Jenson may not be a cousin, but he’s at every party, every get-together. Anything that matters, Jenson’s there. He and Colton met as kids at football camp, and he grew up with us, too.

      But other than them, I’m kind of flying solo. I always thought by twenty-eight I’d be with someone, a woman to share my home—and life—with. But any woman I bring into my life will be entering a fishbowl. I can’t protect her against every false tabloid rumor, rude reporter, or rabid fan. So I’ve stopped looking for anything real. I hate set-ups and, whenever a teammate or worse, my agent, has tried to fix me up, the results have been disastrous. The few times I’ve met women on my own have been just as bad.

      I’m starting to think it’s not possible to meet a woman who can handle all the bullshit that comes with my job and who genuinely likes me for who I am and not for the fame and money. Not anymore. Maybe before I won a championship. Maybe before I got that hundred million dollar contract. But now the people who recognize me nearly outnumber the ones who don’t, and I no longer know who to trust.

      I reach over to my bedside table and turn on my cell. It rings immediately.

      “Hi, Tim. I’m up.”

      “Dylan, the plane leaves at nine-thirty sharp.” My agent’s nasally voice comes through the receiver loudly. “I’m going to try to set up an interview for you while you’re in Tucson. If I get it, I’ll fly in and meet you at the hotel.”

      I run my hand through my hair. “This is supposed to be a weekend off, Tim. Just the coaches and players having fun after the season.”

      “There is no off-season for the MVP,” he says in my ear. “We need to capitalize. What happened with getting a date? Remember, if you want to land that commercial and get the big donation to your charity in return, you need a woman on your arm this weekend. Bryce is one of those old-timers: he’s traditional, believes in having one lady on your arm. You know the type. With all the tabloids and gossip shows picturing you every other day, he’s concerned you’re a womanizer, and if you spend the event alone, he’s worried you’re just waiting to pick up any random girl at a party. So settle his poor nerves, and bring some nice girl to Tucson with you.”

      “Tim.” I try to keep my voice level. “There is no woman. I told you that already. You know all those paparazzi stalk me just to get a photo of some girl throwing herself at me so they can sell magazines without getting sued.”

      Tim groans. “Dylan. You could have any woman you want. What’s the big deal? Ask somebody, or let me set you up with someone, and that’s it. You wine and dine her for the weekend, let the media and the paparazzi photograph you for a few days straight, and boom—at the end of it, you get to star in a national commercial, and your charity gets a huge donation. What could be better?”

      I close my eyes. It should be an easy decision. And a couple of years ago, it would have been. But right now, all it makes me feel is used. I’ve had enough bad dates for a lifetime, and I’ve gotten tired of seeing the women who line up after games hoping to suck my dick or show me their breasts just because I can throw a football.

      “I got you that deodorant commercial remember?” Tim says into my phone. “Big bucks. The ad’s running everywhere. These opportunities will dry up in a year if you have a bad season or get injured, God forbid. So now is the time to make it happen. You’ve got the looks, the personality, and the hardware—don’t waste it.”

      I roll my eyes. My dad hired Tim for me before I was drafted. He’s an old family friend, and I’ve stuck with him because I trust him. But I don’t like him. He’s an insufferable ass.

      “Tim, I’ll see what I can do. I have to get going.”

      I hang up and go zip the suitcase I packed last night. I glance at the condoms on my nightstand. Not going to bring them. Not going to sleep with someone again that I don’t give a shit about. I did that too much my rookie year, and then I gave it up for real dating. But that hasn’t worked, either. I haven’t been on a true date in months. My teammates are fucking with me that my dick’s going to shrivel up and disappear if I don’t stop being so damn selective.

      Without warning, my mind takes me back to the party after the Super Bowl when I did legitimately ask a woman out. For the first time in ages, I was genuinely interested in somebody. And the craziest thing happened…she turned me down.

      She was breathtakingly beautiful with gray eyes that turned to ice when I flirted with her. I thought she was going to knee me in the nuts. But her telling me no just fired me up more until I found that asshole Green assaulting her. He won’t be back with the team next year—between his love affair with the media and showing up drunk to meetings, he already was on the owner’s last nerve, and what he did at the Super Bowl party sealed his fate. Good riddance to him. But then the woman disappeared into thin air. Figures. I finally found someone I wanted to take to Tucson with me, and I lost her.

      I head for the shower. This weekend isn’t going to be the time to end my dry spell. It will be all about relaxing and having fun with the boys. No women and no mistakes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          Tucson, Arizona

        

      

    

    
      Jasalie

      “I’ve never even had a celebrity crush, let alone slept with one!” I laugh with Lilla as I look at her through the hotel bathroom mirror while I fiddle with my hair. “And I’m not about to start now. So the answer to your request is yes. You’re more than welcome to spend the night chatting up the players, and I’ll deal with the staff.”

      “You are the bestest!” Lilla grabs me in a big hug. “You always sacrifice your own happiness for others, Jase.”

      “I’m telling you it’s not a sacrifice. But I’m glad I can help you out. You’ll be much better with the players than me anyway.” I flip on the hair dryer and attempt to bring some order to my normally-straight blond hair, which seems to have developed a mind of her own in the desert.

      “Jasalie! Let’s go. The whole team’s probably downstairs already, and Bill’s going to kill us if we’re late.” Lilla grabs the still-running hair dryer out of my hand and turns it off.

      I pull my hair back into a bun and secure it tightly with pins. Then I walk into the bedroom, make a fist and smash my just-completed clay sculpture of absolutely nothing important back to a formless blob.

      “Why’d you ruin it?” Lilla asks me. “I liked it!”

      “Because it sucks.” I used to enjoy sculpting, but lately, it feels more like trying to sing with no tune.

      “Jasalie, I really think you need to work on your career issues.”

      “You sound like my therapist.”

      Mindy, my most recent therapist, recommended I try journaling letters to my abandoning mother. I promised her I’d try once I got to Arizona, but now that I’m here, I’ve been avoiding it. Instead, I’ve been spending all my free time wondering how to help my mother out of her financial jam.

      Lilla’s rambling drags me out of my head. “I’m just saying, you think your sculpture sucks because you’ve made sculpting into work.”

      I stare at her. “What do you mean?”

      “Ever since you’ve started trying to sell your stuff, all you’ve done is complain about your sculptures,” she says.

      I can’t believe it, but Lilla’s spot-on. Not that I want to admit that. I wash my hands to get the clay off and pick up my purse. “Okay, I’m all set. You ready?”

      Lilla grabs my free hand with both of hers. “We’re going to see Mr. Dylan Wild again! I never got to introduce myself last week. I know meeting Dylan is old news for you, but…” She collapses into giggles.

      I smile at her teasing, but inside, I’m cringing. “Please don’t remind me. I made such an ass of myself. But it’s fine. I’ve moved on.”

      Hopefully, by the time we get downstairs, that declaration will actually be true.

      “Oh, Jasalie, where’s your passion?” Lilla asks me. “Not just for sex but for life? Where’d it go? Did you even know what an important cultural figure hit on you? Probably not—you never read magazines, and you seem like the type who hardly turns on the news.”

      Of course I know who Dylan Wild is. The California Cougars are the hottest team in America right now. They’re the newly-crowned kings of the sporting world. And being their quarterback, Dylan Wild is the hottest guy—in every way—in the league.

      I clear my throat and brush past Lilla to open the hotel room door for us.

      “Like I said, I’m not interested in sleeping with a player.” I let Lilla walk out ahead of me. “Nothing wrong with that.”

      “Okay, but you’re sure you reviewed all the names and faces from the Cougars media guide?” she says as we walk down the hallway.

      “Of course. It’s business. I always take my work seriously. But remember,” I warn her. “A lot of the players have significant others. So don’t just start randomly hitting on anyone with a penis. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

      “I’ll be fine. Besides, you never know with these athletes. Usually, they’ll sleep with anyone.”

      “Sounds like a dream come true,” I say sarcastically.

      “Shut up.” She swats at my arm with her purse.

      Lilla’s too young and naïve to be suspicious of love. She still thinks it’s fun and exciting. And part of me wants to feel that way, too.

      We reach the elevator bank, and I press the down button.

      “Plus,” she adds. “I checked the Apex employee guidebook, and as long as they’re not contract clients, I can sleep with any of the players I choose. So if Dylan Wild and I end up falling in love and start a relationship—”

      She giggles, but my stomach lurches for some unknown reason. I almost feel…

      Jesus Christ. I’m freaking jealous.

      “I heard Dylan Wild has a girlfriend,” I announce.

      “How can you be sure? Those gossip magazines are always wrong,” she argues.

      “Lilla, he was just on Hollywood Now! with her. Even I saw it.”

      “Well, maybe it’s not serious. Jase, do you think my hair looks okay?” she asks me nervously, looking at herself in the wall mirrors.

      “Your hair always looks gorgeous. That’s why I told you to go easy on the hairspray. You don’t need it.” Lilla’s red hair is so shellacked with spray it’s hard to imagine it ever moving again.

      “What about my dress?” she asks next.

      “The dress is adorable, but I don’t know if it’s appropriate for a work function. That’s why I suggested you wear your navy skirt remember?”

      I probably worried for nothing. Bill is no ordinary boss. He’s too much of a sexist pig to care about what’s appropriate.

      “You were right to suggest that skirt, but I wouldn’t have had any fun wearing it! So, I took the risky route. You look nice too, Jasalie,” Lilla says, but she averts her eyes when she says it.

      I’m wearing black dress pants and a pink blouse that’s too informal for a business function, and I know it’s not my best look. But the cream blouse I had picked out fell into the sink while I was in the shower, and I panicked and threw on this top. At least my black pumps only add an inch to my giraffe-like height.

      “Bill will probably try to flirt with you on sight,” Lilla says as we step into the waiting elevator and press the lobby button.

      “I think my last dismissal of him may have finally done the trick,” I say without much conviction.

      Bill is definitely a crappy boss, but if I can get promoted, that means a new supervisor, more money, and more security.

      As the elevator reaches its destination, the doors open wide. Lilla grabs my arm and practically pulls me out of the elevator and into the lobby bar. “Oooh, look at all that testosterone!”

      Anyone could spot the testosterone—it’s freaking everywhere. In fact, Lilla and I are the only women here. Tonight is a team-only function, and according to Bill, wives and girlfriends don’t arrive until tomorrow. I pause just inside the doorway and stare at all of the huge men walking around with hors d'oeuvres in one hand and a beer or mixed drink in the other.

      “The food seems to have been delivered properly,” I say.

      “Yeah, thank God,” said Lilla. “Bill might have had my head on that one. You know how he is.”

      “Ladies, how are you?” Bill comes up behind us and puts a hand on my shoulder.

      I wrestle myself free and turn to greet him with my feigned politeness but really saying “keep your distance” smile.

      “Hi, Bill. How’s it going here?” I say.

      Bill’s stylish gray hair is perfectly manicured, his always-shifty eyes are bright, and he’s sporting yet another pair of brand-new shiny black shoes, which look like they couldn’t stand to have a speck of dirt on them.

      “Great.” He gives me the once-over and whistles. “Still don’t understand why you never tried modeling. Could have made a killing with those legs.”

      “Because my legs are here to get me from point A to point B,” I say. “Not to give anyone a peep show.”

      “Modeling is not porn,” Bill says in a stern voice.

      “Well, I’m nobody’s pretty face. Or pretty legs,” I add as Bill smirks.

      “I’m just saying you could play up your sex appeal with Hal Cotton, the Cougars’ owner. We need the account, and he wants to sign us. Sometimes it just takes a little push.”

      I glare at him. “We need an account. We should never need this one if landing the account means me using anything other than my brain.”

      “I just meant it could be a mutual good thing. A win-win.”

      “I don’t think owners like win-win situations. They prefer win.”

      I turn back to Lilla, but she’s no longer next to me. I scan the room and spot her talking to…shit. She’s already found Dylan Wild. His back is to me, but that just gives me a better view of his ass, which is…really hot. Not to mention his broad shoulders, which fill out his dress shirt perfectly. His jet black hair is short but styled, and he raises his hand at something Lilla said. The gesture causes her to bend over in convulsive giggles.

      I wonder how long before she pulls out a condom and propositions him. Thank God we have separate hotel rooms.

      “You seem especially testy this trip, Ms. Gordon,” Bill says.

      I force my attention back to him.

      “Is it the breakup you had recently?”

      “I’m fine. The breakup will not affect my job performance I can assure you.”

      “Is everything else all right?”

      I exhale. “If you must know, I’m from Arizona. Tucson, in fact. And things didn’t work out so well for me in the parents’ department. So I didn’t ever plan to come back here.”

      “Well, happy homecoming,” he growls. “Get your mind in the game. Because we need this account, you hear me? And I won’t have my top assistant screwing it up. Or else you can forget about that promotion I know you want so badly.”

      My hands go ice cold.

      He wouldn’t. Would he? Of course he would. It’s Bill, the man we call Mr. No-Heart.

      “Let’s go, and I’ll introduce you around.” Bill beckons me to follow him.

      I smile faintly and give him the thumbs-up as I trail along behind.

      He goes straight for Lilla and Dylan. I stay slightly behind Bill with my eyes trained on the carpet. If Dylan Wild thinks he’s going to get another flailing female fan out of me, then he’s sorely mistaken.

      Bill’s already talking to him. I can hear a buzzing over my head as I concentrate on the floor in front of me.

      “So anything we can do to help you out, sir. Just ask. And this is my other assistant, Jasalie Gordon.”

      I get my face ready—smile in place and jaw relaxed—and with my right hand extended for the requisite handshake, I step around Bill and look up.

      My eyes lock with Dylan Wild’s.

      And I freeze.

      Dylan’s face breaks into a surprised smile, all the way up to his dark eyes, which crinkle at the corners.

      My breath catches, and I smile without planning on it. He’s still gorgeous. The TV seriously mattes his features. And he smells so fucking good—manly and natural with a hint of musk.

      “Hey, Jasalie. It’s nice to put a name to the face.” His eyes are warm as he takes my hand.

      “Hi, Mr. Wild.” I struggle to ignore the softness of his palm but the firmness of his grip.

      “Nice to officially meet you.” His smile widens.

      “Same here.” I grin at him like a fool before tearing my gaze off of him to glance over at Lilla who’s staring at me open-mouthed.

      I turn back to Dylan as he says, almost like he’s checking to make sure I remember, “We met briefly last week.”

      “Yes. Thank you,” I say like an idiot. And once again, I do the mature thing. I mumble an, “excuse me,” and walk away before I become even more frozen to the spot.

      As soon as I get to the bar, I order up a vodka and cranberry while I lean my ever-sinking weight against the counter. He took my breath away. I can’t fucking believe this. Dylan Wild actually took my breath away.

      “Jasalie!” Lilla throws her arm around me and scoots up next to me at the bar. “Oh, my God! Is Dylan Wild like in love with you or what?”

      “Lilla, don’t be ridiculous. He doesn’t even know me.” I take my drink and begin walking—to where I don’t know, but I feel the need to keep moving.

      “Did you see the way he looked at you?” Lilla trails along behind me as I dodge past body after body of hard muscle and make my way to the window. “Jasalie! Are you listening to me?”

      “Uh-huh.” I look out at the mountains. They’re beautiful, absolutely beautiful. At this hour, with the sun setting, there’s a red hue around them. They make me feel lonely, though. But I’m always lonely. I always have a yearning in my chest. But I feel it more intensely right now that I’m back here in Tucson again for the first time. Maybe it’s the vodka.

      I put the drink down on the windowsill and turn to face the still-yammering Lilla.

      “I mean I read Dylan liked brunettes, and you’re a blonde—a natural blonde even, which is very rare, especially these days—and I thought he liked blue eyes and yours are gray. Stormy gray if you’re counting, which, no offense, but I’m not; plus, his current flame is petite, no more than five feet two. I mean she’s an actress, so what’s the surprise there right—they’re all tiny bugs, but here you are at six feet tall! I mean what…”

      “Lilla!” I take a deep breath. “Please. Thank you for the information. I just need a minute to…”

      Lilla stares at me. “Collect yourself?”

      “Yes. Exactly.” I give her a gentle push. “Like we decided earlier, I’ll take care of the schmoozing with all the personnel staff. In fact, I’ll go introduce myself to the owner right now. You can talk to the players.”

      “I don’t know, Jase. I don’t want to stand in the way of true love,” she says. “But if you’re sure you don’t want the players…”

      “I don’t,” I manage to get out. “Go. Have fun.”

      Once Lilla’s gone, I take another sip of my drink. Then another. Then one more for good measure. So much for that freaking men’s deodorant Lilla and I had to get from the hotel because we both left ours at home. It didn’t do shit. I pull at my shirt to try to subtly air dry my armpits, and set off with my most-professional, most polite, most fake-friendly smile in order to chat it up with the Cougars’ owner.
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        * * *

      

      Twenty minutes later, and I still can’t focus on my job.

      Maybe a fresh drink will help.

      As soon as I get to the bar, I freeze. Dylan’s leaning casually against the far end of the bar with one hand around a beer and the other in his pocket. I’m positioned behind a pole, so there’s no way he can see me. And for just a moment, I relax and allow myself to ogle him. His strong jawline, arm muscles that stretch out his shirt, and confident nature cause my heart rate to go into overdrive. He’s laughing hard at something Colton Wild is saying. Now that I’ve learned more about the team, I know that Colton and Dylan are cousins. It must be amazing to have family around you in such an overwhelming profession. Dante Robinson, the wide receiver, is grinning too, and they all look like they’re having the time of their lives.

      I turn away to order my second vodka and cranberry. At this rate, I’ll be wasted within the hour. I tip the bartender, grab my drink, and walk away in the opposite direction.

      “Do you think he’s like a general in a real army?”

      I jump at the whispered question coming from behind me. “Lilla, where did you come from? And what are you talking about?”

      “Football’s the closest thing to sanctioned war we have,” Lilla says. “And the quarterback’s the general. He calls all the shots, my dear.”

      “Okay, you need to seriously calm down.”

      “Distraction won’t help you this time!” she calls out too loudly.

      I wave and head over to a large group of old, white-haired men in suits to snuggle up to.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      Dylan

      Where is she? Every time I turn the corner, I’m looking for her. I’ve barely paid attention to any conversation I’ve been a part of since I locked eyes with Jasalie Gordon. I’m laughing at jokes I didn’t even hear, nodding at questions, having no clue what they were.

      When her dickhead of a boss introduced us, I couldn’t believe the woman I tried to find at the Super Bowl party is actually right here in town. Feels like the stars aligned for me this weekend. The first time I saw her, she knocked my world on its axis, and I haven’t stopped thinking about her since.

      Yes, Jasalie looks like a model. But she acts the opposite, like she doesn’t want anyone noticing her. But she’s real without a fake bone in her body. She’s also a walking fantasy with blond hair I want to wrap around my fingers and gorgeous legs that never end.

      And her eyes hooked me.

      Not the warm gray color with a hint of purple. It was what she gave me with her eyes—she almost seemed to be asking for something. Like she wants—needs—something, but she can’t verbalize exactly what.

      I just know that I want to be the man to give it to her.

      Dante wanders away and Colton taps his beer to mine before saying in a low voice, “So. She’s here. Your mystery server from last week, the one who shot you down cold.”

      I grimace as my cousin calls it like it is, as usual. With his blond head of hair and blue eyes, Colton Wild looks my opposite, but we’re more alike than we appear. We both love football far more than we love the fame that comes with it, and he’s the only person I truly trust in Los Angeles. Being teammates in this crazy league has been a damn blessing and one I never take for granted.

      “You recognized her?” I say to him.

      Colton cocks an eyebrow. “I may be married to the most perfect woman in the world, but I’m not blind. She’s not someone you can easily forget. Honestly though, it was your reaction to her that made me notice her most of all. I’ve never seen you knocked off before, man. It was fun to watch.” He frowns. “Until you told me what Green did to her. The asshole—he’s lucky Coach forbid him from coming this weekend. If he were here, I’d have to kill him.”

      “Well, you’d have to get in line.”

      Colton glances out at the crowd of people. “So you’re going to talk to her again?”

      “I’m going to try. I want to make sure she’s okay. Plus, she’s the only one I want on my arm this weekend.”

      Colton’s eyes brighten with amusement. “You do realize she has to say yes first right? The potential photos of you two together, all lovey-dovey—none of that can happen if she feels the same way she did last week. I think her exact words were something like, ‘I don’t care about celebrities, or money, or whatever you think I’m going to fall for so you can try to get laid.’ She was boss, man. And you didn’t stand a chance.” He whistles. “She’s beautiful, though.”

      “Hey.” I tilt my head in the direction of the elevators. “You broke the ‘no females in town until tomorrow’ rule, didn’t you?”

      Colton shrugs, utterly unconcerned. “Yeah. Of course I did. Sky and I are going on our honeymoon in Hawaii straight from this event, and I hate spending a night apart from her. So why should I?”

      Why should he is right. Colton and Skylar are meant to be like they were born to be together or something. It sounds corny as shit, but the moment I saw them together, I couldn’t deny how perfectly they fit with each other. “So where is your wife?”

      “Upstairs, enjoying whatever she wants off the room service menu.” Colton breaks into a dopey smile. “And when I get done here, I’ll be upstairs making sure she enjoys anything else she desires.”

      I slap his back. “Good for you. If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to risk take two with Ms. Jasalie Gordon.”

      “Hold up, dude.” Colton lifts his chin. “What’s your plan with her?”

      I shrug. “No plan. I’m only asking her for a few days of her time. It’s not like I can give her anything serious.”

      “And why is that exactly?” Colton frowns at me. “I thought you wanted to meet someone real this time.”

      “I do. But I can’t promise anyone anything. You know that.”

      “I know why you think that’s your only option.” He pauses. “What happened was years ago, and it wasn’t your fault. Don’t let it…”

      “Stop.” My tone is sharper than I mean for it to be.

      “Dyl.”

      He’s pushing me, and it’s pissing me off.

      “Look at my life,” I say to him. “My life now, not even back then. Right now, if I’m not dealing with one asshole reporter printing lies about me, then I’m canceling dinner with you and Sky because I don’t want you to have to deal with the crowd of people asking for selfies. As hard as I would try to, I couldn’t protect any woman from what comes with my job. It’s just a fact.”

      “Sky would call you sexist, and you know it.” Colton grins at me.

      Asshole.

      But he has a point as much as I hate to admit it. “You’re saying the right woman will want to be a part of my crazy life.”

      “Of course I’m saying that.” He holds up his left hand

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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/dylan---hiresusat.jpg
'SA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR Ml

A
BELLE ‘







OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/aip3.jpg





