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Chapter One



ZACH ANDERSON WAS in New York City again, and he wasn’t happy about it. He wasn’t big on crowds as a rule, except for the ones that spent Sunday afternoons six months a year cheering for him as he flattened yet another offensive lineman on his way to taking out the guy’s quarterback. He also wasn’t big on having four people fussing over his hair, spraying him down with simulated sweat, and trying to convince him that nobody would ever know he was wearing bronzer in the resulting photos.

Then again, he was making eight figures for a national Under Armour campaign for two days’ work; maybe he shouldn’t bitch. The worst injury he might sustain here would be a muscle pull running away from the multiple women hanging out at the photo shoot who had already made it clear they’d be interested in spending more time with him.

He was all dolled up in UA’s latest. Of course, he typically didn’t wear workout clothes that were tailored and/or ironed before he pulled them on. The photo shoot was now in its second hour, and he was wondering how many damn pictures of him they actually needed. There were worse things than being a pro football player who looked like the cover model on a workout magazine, being followed around by large numbers of hot young women, and getting paid for it all.

“Gorgeous,” the photographer shouted to him. “Okay, Zach. I need pensive. Thoughtful. Sensitive.”

Zach shook his head briefly. “You’re shitting me.”

Zach’s agent, Jason, shoved himself off the back wall of the room and moved into Zach’s line of vision. Jason had been with him since Zach signed his first NFL contract. He was also a few years older than Zach, which came in handy. He took the long view in his professional and personal life and encouraged Zach to do so as well.

“Come on, man. Think about the poor polar bears starving to death because they can’t find enough food at the North Pole. How about the NFL going to eighteen games in the regular season? If that’s not enough, Sports Illustrated discontinuing the swimsuit issue could make a grown man cry.” Even the photographer snorted at that last one. “You can do it.”

Eighteen games a season would piss Zach off more than anything else, but he gazed in the direction the photographer’s assistant indicated, thought about how long it would take him to get across town to his appointment when this was over, and listened to the camera’s rapid clicking once more.

“Are you sure you want to keep playing football?” the photographer called out. “The camera loves you.”

“Thanks,” Zach muttered. Shit. How embarrassing. If any of his four younger sisters were here right now, they’d be in hysterics.

CAMERON SMILED INTO the camera for the last time today. “Thanks for watching. I’m Cameron Ondine, and I’ll see you next week on NFL Confidential.” She waited until the floor director gave her the signal the camera was off, and stood up to stretch. Today’s guest had been a twenty-five year old quarterback who’d just signed a five-year contract with Baltimore for seventy-five million dollars. Fifty million of it was guaranteed. His agent hovered off-camera, but not close enough to prevent the guy in question from asking Cameron to accompany him to his hotel suite to “hook up.”

Cameron wished she were surprised about such invitations, but they happened with depressing frequency. The network wanted her to play up what she had to offer—fresh-faced, wholesome beauty, a body she worked ninety minutes a day to maintain, and a personality that proved she wasn’t just another dumb blonde. She loved her job, but she didn’t love the fact some of these guys thought sleeping with her was part of the deal her employers offered when she interviewed them.

The sound techs unclipped her lavalier microphone and the power pack in the waistband of her skirt. She waited till they walked away and gave Jake Eisen a brisk pat on his upper arm.

“I’m really flattered, but I have several appointments later today. I’m not going to be able to make it.” She didn’t add that she was a few years older than he was, she’d been married before, and above all, she wasn’t interested. “Thank you, though. I hope you’re enjoying the visit to New York.”

“I’d like it a lot more if we could get together, Cameron. How about tomorrow? I don’t go back to Baltimore till Saturday morning.” He gave her what she was sure he thought was a seductive grin. “I’ve had it bad for you since you signed with PSN. Make my dreams come true.”

She resisted the impulse to barf all over his prototype Reebok shoes. “That’s quite an offer, but no,” she said.

She reached out, briefly clasped his hand, shook once, and walked away. She heard the name he called her under his breath. It wouldn’t be the first time a guy called her that, and it sure wouldn’t be the last.

Cameron rushed down the hallway to her dressing room, peeled off the loaner clothes she wore for a taping, and washed the TV makeup off in record time. She applied makeup with a much lighter hand, added swingy silver chandelier earrings, and bent from the waist to run her fingers through the long, blonde, highlighted hair that cost a fortune to maintain. She flipped it back into the just-out-of-bed tousle the show’s hair person had spent forty-five minutes working on this morning. She stepped into black, strappy stilettos, a knee-length fuchsia floral sheath with a bow at the waist, and threw the items she needed into an evening bag: Cash, credit card, house keys, lip gloss, breath mints, and smart phone. She pulled a lightweight silk wrap around her shoulders.

A knock at the door announced her assistant, Kacee.

“Cameron, you need to be here at eight am tomorrow morning for hair and makeup. It’s the Zach Anderson interview.”

“Got it.” God give her strength. She could think of a thousand things she’d rather be doing than spending an hour with Zach Anderson tomorrow, or any other day. She gave Kacee a quick nod. “Thanks for your help today.”

“So, have you seen him yet? He’s in the building this afternoon at a photo shoot.”

“Seen whom?”

“Zach Anderson.” Kacee gave her a look as if she’d grown another head.

“No.” Cameron frowned at the noise and vibration coming from her bag. Her phone was going nuts. If she stopped to figure out what it was she’d be late, and she couldn’t be late.

“Every woman in the building must have been in the studio during his photo shoot.” Kacee let out a sigh. “He’s beautiful. Have you met him before?”

“Yes.” Oh, they’d met before. She’d spent the past ten years avoiding him. She had no interest in dating a professional athlete, especially in her line of work. Female sportscasters had a difficult time with some male colleagues in professional sports as it was; she wasn’t going to add to the existing problem.

Cameron glanced up from her still-buzzing handbag to catch Kacee’s eye as she hurried toward the door.

“If you’re interested in talking with him, I’ll make sure you get introduced tomorrow,” she said.

“Oh, God. I’d love that. Thanks, Cameron!”

“You’re welcome. Listen. I’ve got my phone if something happens, but it’s Paige’s rehearsal dinner—”

“And Paige will have a fit if you leave in the middle of it,” Kacee finished. “Hopefully, nobody in the NFL gets arrested or traded over the next four hours or so.”

ZACH SHOWERED OFF everything he’d been coated with over the past several hours, ran his fingers through the hair he kept short enough that it wouldn’t curl, and pulled on jeans and a sports shirt. Jason made himself at home on the dressing room couch. Zach was used to having people in the locker room while he was showering and getting dressed, so it wasn’t a shocking occurrence.

“You have an interview tomorrow with Cameron Ondine of PSN. The car’s picking you up at nine am for makeup and prep. It should be fairly quick. We’ll drop you back at the hotel, and you’ll be picked up again to fly home at six pm,” Jason said.

“The ice queen,” Zach muttered. Some of the other guys on the team would give their left nut to spend time talking with her. He wasn’t interested.

Jason glanced up from his smart phone with a grin. “It’ll be an easy interview. Try not to stay out too late tonight, big guy.”

He was going to have to learn to keep his voice down when other people were around, even somebody who was always on his side. “I’m going straight to bed. No clubbing for me,” Zach said.

Sure he was. He was having dinner with a New York Mammoths cheerleader (and three of her best girlfriends). He would be in bed later, and he wouldn’t be alone. The cheerleader had already made it clear she’d be accompanying him back to his hotel room later. He looked forward to it. If he didn’t move his ass, though, he’d be late to the restaurant.

“You might try that one on someone who believes it,” Jason said.

Zach just laughed. Being young, handsome, single and wealthy was a bitch, but someone had to live the life. It might as well be him.

Jason got up from the couch, shook Zach’s hand, and walked out the door. “I’m out of here. See you tomorrow, old man.”

Zach shoved his wallet into his back pocket, picked up his jacket, and jammed his feet into shoes. He yanked the dressing room door open and strode down a seemingly-endless hallway to the exit. Blowing through the front door, he ignored shouts of “Zach! Zach!” He saw people with Sharks paraphernalia out of the corner of his eye and felt vaguely guilty. Already late, he threw one of his arms into the air as he approached the curb and gave a piercing whistle. He needed a damn cab. The limo was nice, but he’d prefer to be somewhat anonymous.

The rush hour traffic of New York City didn’t immediately yield a cab. He moved closer to the curb as a car stopped for him. A flash of hot pink and black appeared in his vision, just before a woman with luxuriant, long blonde hair, great legs, and a nice ass whipped the door open and hurled herself onto the seat inside.

She stole his damn cab!

“Hey,” he shouted. “That’s mine. Get out of my cab!” He reached out to grab the door.

“Too late.” She didn’t look up at him. “Gramercy Tavern, please.”

“No. This is my cab!” He was now running alongside as the guy tried to pull into traffic. The woman in question glanced up, looked shocked for a split-second, and rearranged her features into a glare.

Jesus. It was Cameron Ondine. She’d been avoiding him for ten years now, but she was about to have another encounter with him if she didn’t get the hell out of his cab. He knew he would see her tomorrow morning. He thought he’d have hours to pretend like she didn’t matter. Her suddenly materializing in front of him felt like a punch to the heart.

She was trying to shut the car door. He pulled it open, shoved her over on the seat with his hipbone, and threw himself inside with one smooth motion. He slammed the door behind himself, and turned to look at her.

“What the hell are you doing? Get out!” she said. She clenched her hands together as she stared at him. He watched a flush spread on her chest, up her neck, and over her cheekbones. She tried to push herself further into the opposite corner of the cab seat.

“Scared?” he said.

“N-No!”

Her pupils expanded. Her dark-chocolate brown eyes were blazing. Their color didn’t appear in nature. It must have been contacts. She was even more beautiful after losing the heavy TV makeup, too. It was ten years later, and she still made him wish he could pull her into his arms and kiss her.

“We can share the ride. Cabbie? Orsay, please.”

“It’s in the opposite direction from where I’m going. This will never work. I am already late,” she said. Maybe he imagined the panic he saw on her face. She’d edged away from him, but she couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of him, either.

“So am I. You stole my cab. You’ll have to live with the consequences.” He settled onto the seat, and slung one arm over the back. She shrank away. He pulled a money clip out of his front pocket and shoved a fifty into the little slot in the Plexiglas separator. “Orsay,” he repeated for good measure.

She unzipped her purse, produced a few folded bills, and shoved them into the little slot as well. “Gramercy Tavern, please.”

The cab driver finally spoke up, in heavily-accented English. “I cannot drive while people are fighting in my cab.” He glanced over his shoulder at them. “Work it out between yourselves, or I will pull over and kick you both out.”

They spoke in unison.

“He can wait.”

“She stole my cab.”

“Okay. That’s it.” The cab driver crossed three lanes of traffic, came to a screeching halt at the curb, and braked. “Get out. And don’t think I’m giving your money back.”

“You can’t do this,” Zach insisted.

“Yes. I can. Get out, or I’m calling the police,” the cabbie said.

“I’m noting your cab number,” Cameron said to the cabbie, and snapped a picture of it with her cell phone.

“I do not care,” the cabbie snapped. “Get out.”

Zach and Cameron scrambled out of the back seat. The cab screeched away the moment her feet hit the pavement. She gave Zach a look of barely contained disgust, but he noticed she didn’t try to move away from him this time. She bit her lower lip and shuffled her feet a bit as she twisted her hands into the soft-looking wrap she held.

He remembered how it felt to rest his chin against the top of her head and how she felt in his arms. He moved a bit closer to her, just to see if she’d move away from him. She didn’t.

“It’s five-fifteen on a Friday night in New York City. What do you think the chances are of obtaining another cab?”

He raised one eyebrow. “Maybe you should show them some leg. I’m sure they’ll pull right over, blondie.”

Cameron whirled on him, and he saw a lightning-quick flash of hurt in her eyes. “You. You haven’t changed at all. I thought I could be professional and give you the benefit of the doubt. Maybe the people I was hearing it from were wrong. But ohhh, noo.” She stuck one arm in the air, shouted, “Taxi!” and scanned the traffic in front of her as she continued her tirade. Her voice shook. He wondered if she realized it. “You are the biggest ass I have ever met, and that’s saying a lot.”

“Is that so?” Zach said, giving her a completely insincere smile. People were stopping in the middle of the sidewalk by now to stare. Celebrities walked the streets of Manhattan every day, but to watch a prominent, nationally-known sportscaster and a pro football player engage in a loud public argument—if he wasn’t careful, he’d wind up on TMZ.com. With his luck, cell phone video would be showing up on Twitter and elsewhere online in minutes, too, which he needed like a hole in the head. He wanted to stand and stare at her, but “You’re the coldest, most unpleasant woman I’ve ever met” came out of his mouth instead. He took a breath. “You haven’t changed at all, either.”

She turned her back on him.

Cameron should call herself the Cab Whisperer; another car screeched to the curb. She opened the door, threw herself inside, called out, “Gramercy Tavern, please,” and slammed the door in his face.

He’d rather miss his date entirely than spend one more minute with Cameron Ondine.

AN HOUR LATER Cameron sipped her second sidecar and pretended she was listening to her sister Paige’s recitation of everything that had gone wrong that day. She was still trying to regroup from her unexpected encounter with Zach, so she wasn’t exactly giving her sister undivided attention.

Paige had a wedding coordinator, and their mother was taking an active role in making sure the wedding came off without a hitch. What on earth did Paige have to complain about, anyway? Cameron shoved down her impatience with brute force and acted like she was riveted.

Paige broke off mid-sentence and tapped her finger on the back of Cameron’s hand. “Hey. Where are you, anyway?”

“What do you mean? I’m right here.”

“You haven’t heard a word I’ve said for the past twenty minutes. What’s going on?”

“Nothing.” Nothing but the fact she’d traded insults with a man who still made her heart pound. She hoped he didn’t notice she’d been drinking in his closeness and his deep voice in her ear, or the fact she still felt protected standing next to him.

“Try that with someone who believes you. Maybe you should tell me what happened.”

Cameron took another sip of her drink. “I just had to deal with a guy who makes Deion Sanders look reasonable.”

Her sister’s expression was blank. Of course Paige didn’t know who Deion Sanders was. Cameron sometimes wished she didn’t, either. “Football commentator,” she explained.

“Cameron, why do you put up with these guys? Is the job really that good? Why don’t you try to get on one of those entertainment magazine shows or maybe get a talk show? You wouldn’t have to deal with them anymore.”

Cameron almost rolled her eyes. “Oh, no. Nobody in the entertainment industry has an ego.” She took a breath to calm herself. “Paige, I know you don’t understand why I do this. I love sports. I love the job. I don’t love some of the guys I have to deal with, but that comes with any job, and I’m fine. Let’s talk about something else.”

“Well, I don’t understand. Mom would give you a job in the design firm any day if you asked for it. You can’t love the traveling, either. Wait until I have kids. I don’t want them watching Aunt Cameron on TV as they grow up instead of spending time with her. How do you expect to see them at all when you’re constantly gone? I just think—”

Cameron smiled and nodded when Paige slowed down to take a breath, but she’d heard all of this before. Her job was an imposition on the family. After all, those from “old money” families were supposed to live quietly and get married after they graduated from college to someone who also wanted to live quietly. They certainly were not supposed to show up on nationally-televised broadcasts of sporting events. Cameron wanted something more from her life than appearing at whatever social or charitable function was the most pressing, according to her mom and dad. She loved Paige, but some days, she felt like they hardly knew each other. Her mother regarded Paige with an adoring smile from across the room. After all, Paige did everything her parents wanted.

“I need to excuse myself for a moment,” she finally said, breaking into her sister’s tirade. “I’ll be back.” Cameron put her nearly-full glass down on a waiter’s passing tray and hurried out into the hallway. Maybe a few minutes in the ladies’ room would help her collect herself. She was so tired of being reminded that no matter what she achieved in her career, her parents still believed the best use of her time was settling down, marrying well, and giving them an acceptable number of grandchildren.

The bathroom proved to be a poor decision. Cameron ran cold water over her wrists after refreshing her lipstick. A rail-thin, dark-haired, early-twenties woman in a spray-paint-tight teal satin mini dress approached.

“Hi. Aren’t you Cameron Ondine?”

Cameron forced a smile she didn’t feel. “Yes, I am.” She quickly dried her hands on a paper towel, and extended one to the woman. “Nice to meet you.”

The woman took her hand. “My boyfriend would be pissing himself if he was here right now.” She smacked her gum. “You’re the wallpaper on his phone. He wore out the issue of Maxim you were in.”

Cameron wasn’t sure what to say to this, but there probably wasn’t a great comeback. The other woman extended a dry paper towel in her direction. “Would you sign this for him? His name’s Marty.” She gave Cameron an ingratiating smile. “Write something dirty, okay? He’ll get a big kick out of it.”

“I don’t have a pen right now. I’m sorry,” Cameron told her. “If you’ll visit the PSN website and send me an e-mail, though, I’ll make sure he gets an autographed photo.” Signed with just her name: She wasn’t about to “write something dirty” that would end up on an online auction site or scanned and uploaded to a sports fan site in moments. She picked up her evening bag, and edged toward the bathroom door. “Thanks for your interest and tell him I said hi.”

“Just sign it in lipstick!” the woman shouted after her, but Cameron darted into the hallway. The best thing would have been to walk out the front door of the restaurant, hail a cab, and go home, but dinner hadn’t even been served yet. As the maid of honor, she was expected to make a toast. She was heading toward the private room once more, when a burst of loud feminine laughter brought her up short.

Zach Anderson was lounging against the Gramercy’s bar, surrounded by four women who looked like they’d just crawled out of his bed. He must have decided he wasn’t interested in Orsay after all. He caught Cameron’s eye, winked, and turned back to his companions.

What an ass. He’d followed her here? She turned on her heel and walked away.

AT TEN O’CLOCK the next morning, Cameron clipped her microphone on, sat down in the plush on-set chair she used for interviews, and referred to the questions for Zach she’d printed onto index cards one last time. She was thankful to lose herself in work before Paige’s wedding, which would be held over the coming weekend. She’d escaped the rehearsal dinner by sprinting out the back door of the restaurant ten minutes after the dessert course.

She glanced up at movement across the set. Zach strolled toward her as if he had all the time in the world. The hair and makeup people had worked their magic with him, too. One would think he spent last night reading a book and turning in early instead of tearing it up with four women at a New York City landmark. His buzz-cut dark honey blond hair was a testament to the artistic use of hair products, and he’d obviously been overdosing on the Visine. There wasn’t a wrinkle or stray thread in sight. He treated her to a smile so dazzling it should come with eye protection.

Her palms were instantly sweaty. Her heart rate sped up. It didn’t matter if they’d stood on the sidewalk squabbling with each other last night; she still wanted him, dammit. She did her best to freeze her features into a politely disinterested expression and told herself not to fidget.

“Good morning, Ms. Ondine.” Zach lowered himself into the chair across from her, crossed his legs, and slung one arm around the back. He eyed her with a smirk. “Did you enjoy your evening?”

Cameron resisted the impulse to grind her teeth. Despite the fact she couldn’t tear her eyes off of him, he was just plain annoying. She couldn’t understand why women like her assistant, who was currently regarding Zach with an expression which should be reserved for infallible religious figures or Ryan Gosling, found him so alluring. He was one more entitled, egomaniacal pro athlete, and she wasn’t buying into his crap ever again. She smiled innocently.

“Yes, I did. Would you like to get started?”

One side of his mouth twitched. “Let’s do this.”

Cameron heard the floor director counting, saw the cameraman move for a tighter close-up, and gazed into Zach’s hazel eyes. Oh, they were definitely doing this. He lifted a brow. Of course he thought she was flirting with him. She recrossed her legs, shifting the four-by-six notecards in her lap.

“We’re happy to have a few minutes with the Seattle Sharks’ All-Pro defensive tackle Zach Anderson today. Welcome to NFL Confidential, Zach.” She tossed her hair over one shoulder and leaned forward a bit. “You’ve been in the league ten years now. What are you looking forward to this season?”

“I’m looking forward to the same thing I do every season. Winning.”

She saw something lurking behind the careless smile he gave her: smugness. He thought this was going to be just another softball interview, like so many others he’d had before. She ignored the carefully researched and previously agreed on questions on the cards in her lap. She had a few questions of her own.

Less than a minute later, she saw the happy-go-lucky smile melt off of Zach’s lips.

“How do you respond to those who say you’re ‘slow,’ ‘too old,’ and ‘overpaid’? The Sharks retain your services to plug the center of their defensive line. You weren’t able to do it last season. Do you think you can turn that around this year?”

Zach’s mouth opened and shut repeatedly, like a salmon that found itself impaled on the end of a long, shiny fisherman’s hook. She swung one leg, just a little, and resisted the impulse to smile. “You’ve had injury problems. Why should the team believe that’s going to improve? As an aging member of the Sharks’ defensive line—”

Zach interrupted her. “I’m not ‘aging.’”

“You’re older than many of the players in the league, especially those who play your position—”

“They’re full of shit.” He took a rapid breath.

Cameron heard her producer through the earpiece she wore. “Careful,” Ralph said. “Don’t piss him off.”

“The injury rate in the NFL is one hundred percent. I’m not any different than anyone else,” Zach said.

“Wouldn’t you agree that the Sharks should expect more?”

“What the hell?” Zach’s eyes widened. He sat up in his chair. “Listen, you don’t have the first idea what it’s like to play in the NFL. I give everything I have, every play. It’s obvious to anyone who’s actually watching—”

“Are you suggesting that the Sharks and their fans don’t deserve an answer?”

Zach ran a hand through his hair and let out a long breath in exasperation. “I’m bringing it this season.”

“Maybe you should try something other than clichés, Zach.”

His eyes narrowed, and he didn’t respond. She saw the corner of his mouth move into a smirk. He didn’t take her questions—or her—seriously, and she saw red. She took a deep breath, took another, and tried to calm herself. It didn’t help.

She glanced down at the cards on her lap. She pretended to read for a moment. Seconds later, she brushed them off her lap. They hit the floor next to her chair with a soft splat. She knew she’d spent the past ten years concentrating on professionalism, but right now she was teaching him a lesson.

She lowered her voice and concentrated on appearing calm. “Do you think your well-publicized and turbulent love life is contributing to your woes on the field?”

The color drained out of his face, replaced by a flush that climbed up from his neck and over his cheekbones, and Cameron watched his fists clench on the chair’s arm rests. Both of his feet hit the floor. He abandoned the relaxed pose he had when the interview started, leaning forward to shove his face inches from hers. His king-of-the-world, trouble-free demeanor had given way to obvious wrath. He shook his head, once, sharply.

“I’m not going to answer that. That question is beneath you, don’t you think?”

Her voice dripped insincere concern. “Maybe I need to jog your memory.”

They stared at each other. She leaned forward a bit more in her chair, too.

“I thought we were talking about football today, Ms. Ondine.”

“Oh, we are, Mr. Anderson,” she assured him. “Your personal life is affecting your on-field performance.”

Her producer was talking through the earpiece. “Cameron, have you lost your mind? What the hell’s going on here?”

She continued, ticking the bullet points off on her fingernails. “You’ve been linked with multiple actresses, models, and other high-profile women throughout your career. You went to Hawaii on the bye week last year with three of them instead of staying in Seattle with the team. The question is, Zach, why don’t you take your career seriously?” She concentrated on forming the perfect concerned expression, despite the fact she knew the camera was on him. “How do you think that affects your teammates?”

His eyes flew wide open in shock. His lips were a solid, bloodless line. His voice was barely above a whisper as he bit out the words. “This interview is over.” He jerked the microphone off, pulled the power pack out of the back of his pants, and got to his feet.

“You don’t want to answer a few questions?”

He didn’t speak. He was momentarily yanked backward by one wire; he ripped it out of the equipment, and walked away. She saw movement behind the camera. Several people followed Zach out of the studio. In the meantime, Cameron’s producer was shouting into her earpiece.

“For God’s sake, Cameron. What was that?”




Chapter Two



ZACH STORMED INTO the dressing room the show had provided for him, picked up his jacket, and shoved both arms into it. His agent Jason was talking. Zach heard the words, but they weren’t processing.

“Listen. We’ll take a breath, get you some water and a bite to eat, and we’ll try this again with somebody else. I don’t know what happened out there, but this interview has been teased all week. We don’t want to be the ones pulling out of it.” Jason took a few steps toward Zach. “Hey, buddy. You okay?”

No, he wasn’t okay. He’d sent the cheerleader and her three girlfriends he had drinks with last night home in a cab after seeing Cameron in the restaurant he deliberately followed her to. He didn’t have the heart to close the deal with anyone else, because he couldn’t forget how he felt when he saw her again. He was torn between frustration and fury. Lust played a part, too. Despite the fact she jumped up and down on his last nerve a few minutes ago, he still wanted her more than he’d wanted any other woman he’d ever met.

“Everyone else on her damn show gets the softball interviews, the hair tossing, the endless leg crossing-and-recrossing, and the ‘take me home tonight’ lip licking.” He was pacing by now. “She’s attacking me? What did I ever do to her, anyway?” He knew damn well what he did to her, but he wasn’t going to admit it, even to Jason. He was wearing a hole in the carpet. Right now, he was beyond caring. “She’s never played the game. What could she possibly know about it?” Zach crossed the room to the window that looked out over Times Square, but he wasn’t interested in the view. He jammed both hands into his pockets.

“For someone who never played the game, she had your number,” Jason said.

“Whose side are you on?”

“Yours,” Jason reassured him. “We need to figure out how to contain the damage, buddy.”

“Damage? What are you talking about?”

“You need an interview. We promised Under Armour that their launch was going to get maximum publicity, and PSN is a major contributor toward that effort.” He frowned at the screen on his phone. Not coincidentally, it rang. “Edwards,” he told the person calling.

Zach continued to pretend he was staring out the window. His mind whirled. She couldn’t still be mad over the cab thing. She wouldn’t put him on blast for something that happened ten years ago, would she? Last season was tough for everyone in Seattle’s locker room. It wasn’t just him. A team that had expected to win the division handily had finished six and ten. If she still had a personal thing with him, it might have been nice if she’d mentioned it beforehand. One thing’s for sure. He’d rather be dragged buck naked over broken glass than spend any more time with her at all at the moment.

Then again, who was he kidding? If she walked through the door right now, it would be all he could do to not pull her into his arms and kiss her breathless.

Jason’s voice broke into his reverie. “They what? This happened half an hour ago. What the hell! Let me talk to him. I’ll call you back.” He pulled a bottle of water out of the stocked mini-fridge. “Zach, we’ve got a problem.”

CAMERON’S PHONE HAD been ringing for the past fifteen minutes as she sat in her producer Ralph’s office with the door shut. He’d spent the first ten minutes alternately shouting at and scolding her over the disastrous interview. He’d finally exhausted himself somewhat, and now he was perched on the corner of his desk with arms folded across his abdomen as she read off the identities of those texting or calling to inquire about what had just happened. She wasn’t calling anyone back until she figured out what to do next.

Zach Anderson’s agent had called. Her agent had called. Cameron’s assistant texted one line: “Do I still have a job?”

She couldn’t believe she’d lost it like she had. It was the smirk. He smirked at her, and she couldn’t control what came out of her mouth. She should have ended the interview, gotten herself under control, and tried again. He was the only man she’d ever met that could get under her skin like he had.

Ralph heaved a long sigh. “Well, Cam, when you screw up, you really screw up. What was all that?”

She shook her head. Her phone rang again. It was one of the guys she regularly talked with at NFL Network. News traveled fast.

“Ralph, I wish I had a better explanation than the fact I let him get to me.” She did. She was keeping the information to herself as long as she possibly could.

“What happened to the interview questions we discussed earlier in the week?”

“They didn’t work.” She took another breath. “He stole my cab yesterday. Did I mention that?”

Ralph raised an eyebrow and recrossed his arms. “So, you two have met before.”

“I wouldn’t call it a meeting.”

He moved to the chair next to hers, sat down, and stared into her eyes. “Listen, Cameron. You’re a professional. We need to fix this. What do you suggest?”

“Maybe Mark should interview him.”

“Mark’s on paternity leave.”

She might have remembered that on her own, if she’d thought about it. Mostly, she wished she were anywhere else in the world but right here, right now. Today’s festivities exhibited the most unprofessional behavior in her ten-year career. She’d love to blame it on the stress of Paige’s wedding, PMS, the fact that Chanel was discontinuing her favorite shade of lip gloss ... No. Truthfully, she’d love to blame it on his behavior in the cab, or the way he showed up at a restaurant with four women in tow and taunted her as a result.

To say she disliked Zach Anderson would be an understatement. She loathed him. But she still desired him, and that fact horrified her. There wasn’t a woman on the planet who would blame her, either. She guarded the secret of why she detested Zach like her own personal Fort Knox, a fortress she would protect with all weapons at her disposal. A breach would be catastrophic.

She rubbed her forehead to banish the beginnings of what she imagined would be a major-league headache.

“Fine. I’ll handle it.” Her phone rang once more. It was her agent. She’d better pick up. “Laurie.”

“Cameron, we have a huge problem. Are you in your office? I’ll be over there in ten minutes.”

She felt an icy fist grip her stomach. “I understand I lost my temper, but we can fix—”

“The video of your interview with Zach Anderson is already up on YouTube,” Laurie interrupted.

“It can’t be.”

“Oh, it is. You’re nationwide. It’s on YouTube, it’s on TMZ.com, and it’s trending on Twitter. There’s a banner headline on Deadspin.com. ESPN just called to verify the story. I’m in a cab. I’ll be there as quickly as I can.” Laurie disconnected.

Cameron closed her eyes and tried to breathe. She was going to have a full-scale panic attack, right here, right now.

She took a chunk out of the man—she’d been dying to for the past ten years—but it was at a horrific personal price. If things weren’t bad enough already, her career was over.

THE STORY OF Cameron Ondine’s going after a NFL player during an interview spread faster than anyone involved could have imagined, especially Zach. He was a bit dumbfounded by it all, too. Twenty-four hours and one million YouTube views later, it was all anyone could talk to him about. After all, men (and more than a few women) spent their spare time online looking for photos of Cameron. She was nicknamed “Cameron Online” for a reason. This was something else they couldn’t stop looking at.

Public reaction was fueled by the fact that Zach was known to be a bit full of himself at times, and probably needed to be taken down a peg or two. Who the hell knew, he mused. The sports world was split between admiring Cameron’s guts, and wondering if she should be allowed within a city block of a football broadcasting facility. He’d talked with more than a few guys over the past few days who asked him what he did to piss her off so much. Cameron brought to mind the icily perfect, blonde movie stars of days gone by, and obviously he’d failed to score.

Zach’s representation sent flowers and an apology to Cameron. He couldn’t figure out why he was apologizing—he hadn’t gone after her like a starving dog would pursue a big, juicy steak, had he?—but a large delivery was dispatched to the PSN studios the next morning. The text of the card was composed by a public relations consultant Jason commissioned to do so. The same PR consultant authored an apologetic statement from Zach that was released to the media. The phone was still ringing. At least Zach could sit on the couch in his house while he did the fifteenth interview this afternoon on whatever sports radio station wanted to talk to him now.

He was so tired of talking about this. He was angry. He was embarrassed. He couldn’t stop remembering what it was like to be so close to her again, and he still remembered her perfume. He wanted it all to go away, but it wasn’t going away until someone else in the league had a catastrophic screw-up. He didn’t like to wish ill on others, but hopefully he’d get wiped off the front page sooner than later.

“Hey, now, Miami. We’re here with Zach Anderson of the Seattle Sharks, otherwise known as the guy that won’t be having dinner anytime soon with the lovely and talented Cameron Ondine of PSN. Zach, what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Damned if I know.” Zach smiled into the phone receiver. “I’m just looking forward to training camp.”

“Sure, you are,” the interviewer laughed.

“Zach, we got some news this morning we’d like to ask you about. Is it true that the night before your ill-fated adventure with Ms. Ondine, you two fought over a cab in New York City?”

Nice to know the cabbie must have sold his story to a tabloid or something. “I don’t know where you got that from, but it’s not true,” Zach said.

“The cabbie had a video camera in his dash, guy.”

“I’ll comment after I’ve seen his tape.”

“Gotcha. Let’s talk about something else. Cameron Online—oops, Ms. Ondine—accused you of being ‘old, slow and overpaid.’” How about setting the record straight? You’re still in the Sharks’ plans this season, aren’t you?”

“Of course I’m in their plans. We’re looking forward to retaking the division crown on the way to the Super Bowl. If Ms. Ondine thinks I’m ‘old and slow,’ she’s welcome to strap some pads on and meet me on the practice field.”

This brought a cacophony of laughter from the other end of the phone, and one of the guys said, “Got it. Well, Zach, best of luck, and we’ll look forward to seeing you during our ‘Thirty-two Days at Training Camp’ programming.” There was a moment of silence, and then the main program host came back on the line. “So, Zach, how many hundreds of dollars of flowers went to the PSN studio this morning?”

“Hey, Mike, I’m laughing my ass off over here.”

“She’s on the show tomorrow. Want us to patch you in? You could apologize in person.”

Zach rubbed his face with one hand. “Thanks for the offer, but I’ll pass. I’ll see you next week at training camp.”

“Yeah, you will. Bye, guy.”

Zach heard the call disconnect, and he shut off his cell phone. Everyone wanted to get into the act. His grandma had scolded him a bit over the breakfast table this morning, too.

“Zachary Anderson, you’re a better person than that. Why did you take her bait, honey?”

“She pissed me off, Grandma. I don’t have a better reason.”

She shook her head. “You know you’re going to have to apologize in person for your behavior. Flowers and a note from your agent aren’t good enough.”

He rose from the table. “I have to go.” Ten minutes later he was in his SUV, speeding away from his house and the disappointed look in his grandmother’s pale blue eyes.

He let out a long sigh. He hated training camp, but he was going to have to make an extra-special effort to kick ass this year. He’d make Cameron eat her words, too.

WHILE ZACH PUZZLED over his current problems, Cameron was in Hell: population one. She was at her parents’ house in the Hamptons, getting ready for Paige’s wedding. The wedding coordinator was nowhere to be found. Now that she was finished listening to Paige’s hysterics and her mom’s nagging about when Cameron was going to give up her career and settle down, she’d found a pin-prick sized ink spot on the front of her matron of honor gown.

Paige’s wedding was in less than two hours. The church was only ten minutes from the family’s summer home, but Cameron knew the family was in an uproar. Even her normally unruffled father was in the section of the backyard that wasn’t taken over by the massive reception tent with a driver, a bucket of golf balls, and the portable net he used when he couldn’t get to the driving range. The high-pitched feminine cries Cameron could still hear in the hallway outside her bedroom were punctuated by the rhythmic thwack of a golf club hitting a ball at full speed.

Cameron’s mother flew into her room in a swirl of pale gold taffeta.

“Why aren’t you dressed?” she demanded.

“The zipper’s stuck. I’m afraid I’ll break it. Dad’s trying to put a hole through some golf balls out there,” Cameron said.

Olivia Ondine studied the zipper for a moment, hesitantly tried to move the pull and attempted to frown at it. Her forehead did not move.

“The wedding planner will know what to do. I’m not breaking a nail on this.” She glanced out of the bedroom window. “Your father will be fine. I’ll get him a scotch.” She walked toward the door, only to turn back to Cameron. “Pictures are in less than an hour, and you’ll need to fix this.” The door shut with a click behind her, and Cameron resisted the impulse to scream.

The zipper and the spot on the dress were the tip of the iceberg as far as she was concerned. It wasn’t even the wedding. It was dealing with her family. Her mother and sister made a career out of being helpless. Her father catered to them. She was the weirdo here, the one who insisted on making a living, especially while doing something that horrified her parents and their old-money, country-clubbing friends.

There wasn’t as much old money anymore, she mused. The financial crash of 2008 had left a few of her parents’ friends “rich” instead of “wealthy.” There was less conspicuous consumption, and more “evenings in,” at least among those who weren’t willing to gamble again on the quirks of the stock market. Her parents were affected by the initial destruction of her father’s portfolio, too, but their fortune had rebounded. They spent lavishly on Paige’s wedding. After all, standards must be upheld. Today was an embarrassment of riches.

Paige’s wedding was nothing like Cameron’s wedding. Cameron was twenty-two and less than a month from getting her degree. She was facing a lifetime of correct social behavior and scheduling her life around designer trunk shows and opening nights at museum exhibits. She loved her parents, but she wasn’t interested in living their lives. She’d wanted something more.

So she had walked out of her Upper West Side apartment one afternoon during spring break with an overnight bag, hopped a jet to Vegas, and danced till the wee hours of the next morning in the hotel’s night club. Shortly afterward, she found herself walking up the aisle of a seedy Las Vegas chapel. She was blissfully buzzed. The groom she’d met six hours ago and danced and drank all night with was drunk too.

She wore a limp bridal veil that must have been worn by a thousand other brides before and carried a bouquet of silk flowers, also previously used. The groom put a simple gold band on her finger and gave her a kiss that tasted like whiskey and lust. An Elvis impersonator pronounced them husband and wife, and launched into an off-key rendition of Can’t Help Falling In Love With You, a song that still made her flinch.

She and Zach Anderson were married for seventy-two hours ten years ago, and she still wasn’t over it.



Chapter Three



CAMERON’S SMART PHONE vibrated as she hurried toward Pro Sports Network’s studios in Manhattan three days after her sister’s wedding. She asked the cab driver to drop her a few blocks away so she could walk. The weekend had been full of rich food and too much alcohol, she would be hitting the gym later as a result. She pulled the phone out of her pocket, took a look, and groaned aloud.

It was never good news when Kacee called before eight AM. Cameron hit the “talk” button.

“Hi, Kacee. What’s up?”

“Where are you right now?”

“About a block away.”

“Ben wants to see you the minute you arrive in his office.”

Cameron’s heart rate picked up. Ben was the executive program director of PSN. “Did he say anything about what he wants to discuss?”

“He just told me to tell you to see him immediately when you get here.” Kacee’s voice dropped. “There’s several people in the meeting. They ordered food and coffee, so they’ve already been there a while.”

Cameron swallowed hard with whatever moisture was still left in her mouth. “I’ll get there as fast as I can. Thanks, Kacee.”

“You’re welcome.” Kacee took a breath. “Good luck, Cameron.”

“Is everything still in my office?”

“Yeah. Hurry.”

Cameron disconnected and forced herself to put one foot in front of the other as a sick feeling of dread skittered over her skin.

Ten minutes later Cameron knocked at Ben Levine’s office door. “Come on in,” she heard him call out.

She glanced around the room. The ten upper-level executives in the organization she’d met when she was hired were sitting at the conference table in Ben’s office, and the HR director was there, too. People appeared to be taking notes on paper or via electronic tablet. This could not be good.

“Good to see you, Cameron,” Ben said. “How about some coffee? Bagels and schmears are over there.” He inclined his head toward the breakfast spread on the credenza behind the head of the table.

“Thanks. Maybe in a few minutes. Good morning, everyone,” Cameron called out. She heard various responses. More importantly, though, everyone looked her in the eye. Maybe she wasn’t fired. She sat down in the only empty chair in the room, which was next to Ben’s.

“So, Ms. Ondine, you’re probably wondering why we’ve invited you here.” Ben got up from the table, and crossed to the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked over Manhattan behind them.

Cameron took a breath and resisted the impulse to either cry or throw up.

“It’s a good chance to clear the air. I’d also like to apologize for the incident with Zach Anderson the other day. It was unprofessional, and I’m sorry. It won’t happen again,” she said.

“Your apology is nice, but it isn’t necessary.” Ben turned his back on the view. “Part
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