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BUDDY TORE OUT THE page in Celebs ‘R Us magazine. He smoothed his hand over the gorgeous photo of the stunning rock star, Emerald. After a glance at his watch, he pushed to his feet. Trotting through the hallway, he made it to the locker room with ten minutes to spare.

“Whatcha got there, shrimp?” Bullhorn Brodsky asked, grabbing the paper.

“None of your fuckin’ business,” Buddy said, plucking the paper from the meaty hand of the linebacker and laying it on the shelf in his locker.

Before he could close the door, Brodsky, six four, two hundred and thirty pounds, shoved the five foot ten player aside. The big man stuffed his massive paw in the narrow space and snatched the picture back. He held it high, so Buddy couldn’t reach it.

“Lookie, lookie, a pin up of Emerald. In a bikini, too.”

The players hooted and hollered.

“Like she’d ever look at you, shrimp. Jack off material?”

“Shut the fuck up, you fat asshole. Gimme that,” Buddy snarled.

“Who you callin’ fat?” Strong fingers crumpled the page.

“The guy with three inches hangin’ over his belt, dickwad.”

Bull’s eyes widened as he went for the nimble runner.

Griff Montgomery, starting quarterback, stepped between the two men. “Come on, guys. Give Buddy his picture, Bull.”

The big man handed it over. “I hear she’s gonna pose for Playboy. Now that’d be jack off material.”

Buddy got sick to his stomach at the thought of Bull leering at a naked Emerald while jerking off. He flew at the linebacker. His fist connected with his teammate’s nose.

“Hey! Hey, break it up!” Griff tried to get between them again. Trunk Mahoney and another large linebacker entered the fray and pulled the men apart. Buddy’s nose was bleeding. So was Bull’s.

“Somebody’s got a crush,” Bull teased, in a sing-song voice.

“Shut the fuck up,” Griff said. “Assholes. You could get fined for this. Both of you.”

“The way he’s actin’, you’d think she was his girlfriend.” Bull gently touched the bridge of his nose.

“Yeah? Wouldn’t you be surprised,” Buddy muttered, grabbing a towel and his shoulder pads. After wiping off his face, he finished getting suited up to play. But his thoughts were far from the gridiron. They were squarely planted in a bus station in Willow Falls, New York, five years ago, where he said goodbye to the girl they now called “Emerald.”

Emmy Meacham, her name before she became famous, had been Buddy’s girlfriend in college. Though they had parted ways before she hit it big, his love for her had never died. She looked the same, except for a streak of bright green in her now-short dark hair. His blood heated simply looking at her petite, well-endowed frame.

Her mischievous smile practically winked at him off the page. Her eyes glowed with promise, promise that she and Buddy had fulfilled in college. His fingers tingled at the memory of her soft skin. He’d slept with a mountain of women in the last five years, but none could compare to Emmy.

Still miffed that the badly wrinkled clipping wouldn’t be worth saving, Buddy decided to reorder last month’s issue, so he could get a pristine copy of the amazing photograph.

When he remembered that she had dumped him immediately following their tender goodbye, his jaw stiffened. She had turned her back on him the minute she left. He hadn’t heard from her since. Now, little Emmy Meacham was Emerald, a big rock star. The wound, still painful after five years, refused to heal.

“Focus, Buddy. We’ve got a game,” Griff said, patting his pal on the shoulder.

“Yeah, yeah, I know.” Buddy put his feelings for Emmy into the cold storage section of his heart and turned the key. After a deep breath, he shook out his arms, twisted his neck to loosen the muscles, and knocked off a bottle of water. Griff tossed him a jersey with number fifteen on the back. He smiled. “Ready.”

The warmth of understanding in his friend’s smile made Buddy uneasy. He didn’t want anyone to know about Emmy. Only his mother knew of his heartbreak. The team all thought he was a womanizer with a heart of stone. He liked it that way. Fewer questions, fewer lies, and he kept his secret well hidden.

His teammates joined the others heading for the field. They lined up and stopped. Standing next to Tony Hastings, back-up quarterback, Buddy rested his hand over his heart, like his mother had taught him, waiting for the National Anthem. Hastings looked like he didn’t know what to do. Buddy nudged the young recruit and motioned the boy to follow his lead. The newbie grinned. Buddy gave his head a shake.

A sexy female in very high heels trotted out onto the field, and the crowd went wild. Buddy rubbed his eyes. His brow creased. He stared in disbelief. “It can’t be.”

* * * *
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EMMY HAD NEVER SUNG the Star Spangled Banner in public as a solo before. She was nervous singing such a challenging melody. She glanced toward the left and saw The Kings in their dark turquoise and white uniforms. The opposing team was clad in dark blue and white. 

She waved to the fans as they cheered her, but her eye kept perusing the Kings’ players, searching for Buddy. He’s gotta be here. Two military men raised their trumpets, and Emmy began to sing. She transformed from sweet Emmy Meacham to Emerald as the emotion behind the song gripped her guts.

When she finished, the spectators went crazy, cheering. She took her bow and raised her arms. The players put their helmets on, destroying her chance to catch a glimpse of her old boyfriend. Without knowing what his number was, she’d never recognize him with all the padding and the face mask.

Stash Mullins, Emerald’s manager, appeared at her elbow. “Come on. We’ve got V.I.P. seats for the game.”

He ushered her to a box seat in the front row. Her heart did a flip-flop when she realized she’d be watching Buddy play. It had been years since she had last seen him.

She fingered her locks. Last time Buddy had seen her, her hair was long and a mahogany brown, not black. And it didn’t have that distinctive streak of emerald green. Only five years, yet it seems like a lifetime.

Emmy thought back to the insecure, little girl she had been at twenty-two when she had left school, eager to start a career as a rock singer. Buddy had been her world, and she had been his. Or so she’d thought.

The memory of the tender moment they had shared at the bus station brought emotion to her chest. If she closed her eyes, she could still feel his fingers the last time he had squeezed her hand and hear the promises they had made. As the vehicle had ferried her down the road to her new life, she had looked back until she couldn’t see him anymore. She wondered if his hand in hers would feel the same now. What about those declarations? They were long gone.

Stash Mullins, the guy who landed her the first gig, had been by her side. But it was Buddy she had wanted. His career had been uncertain. She had left one month before the NFL draft. That was the last time she had seen or heard from him. Clearly, the big NFL star had no longer wanted anything to do with a nobody, country girl trying to find fame.

She shook her head to push the painful memories away. He’s probably got some double D cheerleader warming his bed. Forget him. Yet, she didn’t believe her own rationale. The only thing that would erase Buddy from her heart was if he was married. And even then, deep down inside, she wasn’t sure.

Curiosity piqued her interest. She had to find out if he was unattached and why she had never heard from him. At the time, Stash had told her Buddy wanted to start life with a clean slate, but Emmy needed convincing. She wanted to hear it from the wide receiver’s own mouth.

Stash escorted her to their seats. It was like being on the field. Excitement filled her veins at being able to watch Buddy play again. Emmy had cheered the loudest for him at Kensington State. This time, it was big leagues, pro, not college. Everything was on the line, and in her gut, she knew he’d be amazing. 

A voice caught her attention. “Emmy!” Then, “Emerald!”

She shook her head. When she raised her gaze, she noticed a player running toward the stands. Son of a bitch. It’s Buddy. Despite her wishes, her eyes filled. Her hand trembled as she fished in her bag for a tissue.

Stash whipped out his handkerchief. “Don’t get all sentimental. That douchebag is still an asshole.”

Stash’s harsh words brought her back to reality. But before she could harden her heart, Buddy was taking her hand in both of his, his gaze connecting with hers. “Wait. After the game. Please. I need to see you. Talk to you.”

She nodded, tears blurring her vision. Buddy lifted her hand to his lips before returning to the bench.

Stash made a clucking sound with his tongue. “Is this jerk gonna mess up your career?”

“I can see him if I want,” she said, dabbing her cheek.

“Don’t think I’m gonna hang around, while you fuck your brains out with that idiot.”

“Watch your mouth. We’re in public.”

“Don’t want to tarnish the golden image of ‘Emerald’?” He made a face.

“That’s right. That image pays you plenty. Don’t forget it,” she whispered.

He folded his arms across his chest and clamped his lips together. The whistle blew, signaling the Kings to kick off to the Nevada Gamblers.

“Watch the game. You might learn something,” Emmy hissed.

* * * *
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ON THE BENCH, BUDDY couldn’t keep his attention on the game. He watched Emmy instead.

Tony Hastings, back-up quarterback, whispered, “Emerald. Shit, she’s hot.”

Buddy glared at him.

“Don’t tell me you wouldn’t bang her.”

Buddy growled. “Shut the fuck up, asshole.”

Tony raised his palms. “Okay, okay. Like you saw her first?”

“You don’t know how close to the truth you are.” Buddy’s chest tightened. He could hardly breathe. His heart pumped so fast he could hear it. His palms sweated, like a twelve year old at his first dance. A thousand images of them together during college flashed through his mind like a music video. 

He narrowed his eyes as he spied Stash put his arm around Emmy, his hand on her knee, and whisper in her ear, making her smile. What he feared most, that her relationship with Stash had morphed into something sexual, obviously had happened. Every time the guy touched her, Buddy’s gut clenched.

Tony nudged Buddy. “Go on. Our ball.”

Buddy’s attention snapped back to the action. Although the Gamblers were good, the Kings were better. The Gamblers set up to punt. He ran out onto the field. His teammate, Caleb Turner, stopped the ball in the end zone and took a knee. Buddy was grateful it hadn’t come to him.

“Get your head back in the game, Buddy,” Griff said in the huddle. “It’s coming to you.”

Buddy took his position, forcing himself into the zone, mentally, where nothing existed but the play. He noted the big linebackers for the Nevada team and trained his gaze on the quarterback as the ball was snapped.

The wide receiver took off. One defender quickly became two, heading for Buddy, who sped ahead far enough to catch the ball rifled by Griff. One big, defensive paw grabbed his jersey, but Buddy twisted away. Ramping his leg muscles into overdrive, he gained twenty yards before a lunging Gambler linebacker nabbed his ankle and took him down. He hit the ground hard, but rolled into it, so there was no damage. Bullhorn Brodsky offered him a hand. Buddy sprang up, full of energy, and trotted to the huddle.

His successful run pulled his mind back into football, and he forgot Emmy was there. Buddy got two more punt receptions for gains of ten and fifteen yards each. He snatched three passes out of the air to run one for a touchdown and the other two for thirteen and twenty-five yard gains. Though he got banged up some, he didn’t feel the bruises. The wide receiver ran on adrenaline and determination.

When the final whistle was blown, the Kings had won, twenty-eight to twenty-four. Sweaty and smiling, Buddy headed for the locker room, anxious to dip his sore leg muscles in the icy bath waiting there.

“Yeah, you know Emerald. Right,” Tony said, wiping his face with a towel as he walked off the field.

“Shit! Emerald. I almost forgot.” Buddy doubled back to where she was waiting in the stands.

Her jaw set, her eyes hooded, she rested her fists on her hips.

“I’m sorry. So sorry. I got into the game. Can you meet me just under that arch there?”

She nodded.

“I stink. Please wait fifteen minutes until I shower and dress.”

“I can smell you from here,” Stash put in, pinching his nose.

“Fifteen minutes. One minute more, and I’m gone,” she said.

Buddy nodded and took off, running full speed toward the locker room. He showered in record time. After throwing on clothes, he was combing his wet hair with his fingers as he rejoined Emmy and Stash.

She looked good, dressed in a form-hugging dress and spiked heels. His gaze wandered over her, stopping on her chest and hips to drink in her delicious curves.

“There’s something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time,” she said, approaching Buddy.

He grinned. Kiss me, baby. Go ahead. He closed his eyes.

The sound preceded the sting of a sharp slap, stunning him. He fell back a step or two, grabbed his cheek, and stared at her. “What the fuck was that for?”

Her eyes became sharp points of emerald green ice. “For leaving me. Dumping me. The little nobody, wannabe singer wasn’t good enough for the pro football star, eh? Well, who’s not good enough now?” She crossed her arms over her chest.

“What are you talking about?” Buddy stepped closer, his knees bent, ready to duck.

“For all the calls you didn’t make. For all the nights I cried myself to sleep because you wouldn’t talk to me.”

“I must have left a hundred messages on your phone. You never called back. Who wouldn’t talk to who?”

“Stash told me you’d say that.”

“It’s not what you think.” Buddy shot a hostile glance at her manager.

“Oh? Then, what is it?”

“I can explain.”

“Sure, sure. And the way you’re whoring around. I see the gossip columns. You’re sleeping with anything in a “D” cup that breathes. You did me a favor.” She turned to walk away.

Buddy grabbed her arm. “It’s not like that. I’d leave ’em all behind in a second for another chance with you.”

“Right. Like I believe that.” But a flush stole into her cheeks. “Now that I’m successful, you want to get back together? That’s the lowest of the low. Never happen.”

Buddy held up his hand, fingers spread. “Five. Five minutes is all I ask.”

Stash took her arm. “Come on, Emerald. You don’t have to take his shit.”

“Oh, I get it. I get it now,” Buddy said, nodding, as he rubbed his cheek. “You traded me in for him. He could do something for your career, and I was just a worthless piece of crap.”

“Fuck off, Buddy. You’re history.” Stash pushed by the wide receiver.

Buddy grabbed Stash’s collar, and drew back his fist, but Griff called out from the shadows, “Don’t, Buddy. It’s not worth it.” The quarterback sprinted toward his friend and put his hand on Buddy’s shoulder.

Buddy spat on the ground. “You’re right, Griff. Trash like him isn’t worth it. Drop dead, Stash.”

They stood in heated silence. Emmy and Buddy stared at each other.

“I guess I misjudged you. The girl I knew always wanted the truth. The absolute truth, no matter how painful.”

“I have the absolute truth. You didn’t want to have anything to do with me. That’s the truth.”

“Not exactly.”

Emmy looked at her watch. “Two minutes.”

“Don’t even need that much. Here’s the deal. I didn’t get picked in the draft. Didn’t have a fat football contract.”

“What?” Her eyes widened. “But you’re here?”

“That’s right. I had to become a free agent. Undrafted is what they call it.”

“I didn’t know.” She put her hand on his arm.

“Didn’t you? I figured since I wasn’t worth anything anymore, you weren’t interested. You were too big for me. A star. Not interested in a lowly, undrafted wide receiver who had to work his way up. I called you a hundred times and left messages.”

“That’s a lie. I checked my messages a thousand times a day.”

Buddy turned a cold stare to Stash. “Then someone erased them.”

Emmy also faced her manager. “Tell me you didn’t.”

“I don’t know what he’s talking about.” Stash said, shifting his weight. “We gotta go, Emerald. We’ve got a show tonight.” He pulled on her hand.

She snatched it away. Her angry face reddened. Huge tears leaked from her eyes to her cheeks. “Tell me you didn’t do that,” she whispered.

“Come on, come on. He’d just slow you down, anyway. Hey, who built your career? Him or me?” Stash straightened his shoulders.

Emmy covered her eyes with her hands. Her shoulders trembled. Buddy stepped up and closed his arms around her, drawing her into his chest. He kissed her hair.

Stash grabbed her elbow, yanking her away and shoving Buddy aside. The wide received fisted Stash’s lapels and pulled him up nose-to-nose. With a snarl that was almost inhuman, Buddy responded. “Keep your hands off her. If you ever grab her like that again, I’ll kill you!”

“Buddy,” Griff said, trying to separate the men.

Emmy wiped her cheeks. “We really do have a show. I have to leave.”

Buddy dropped his hands. “When can I see you again?”

“I don’t know. We’re going on tour for nine months.”

“That’s too long.”

“It’s been five years. Why now?”

“I need you.” Buddy closed his fingers around the back of her neck and drew her to him. He planted a gentle kiss, then, when she didn’t pull away, he deepened it. Emmy put her hands on his shoulders. When he stood back, applause and war-whoops from his teammates who were looking on startled him.

“Come on, Emerald,” Stash said, taking her hand.

“Wait!” Buddy whipped out his phone. “Your number.”

She waited for him to enter it. “And if I don’t hear from him, Stash, I’ll know why.” She glared at her manager.

Stash held up his hands, palms out. “I’m innocent.”

“Bullshit,” Buddy growled. “Got it. Be safe.”

She nodded then threaded through the crowd, stopping to sign a few autographs on her way. Buddy let out a breath and thrust his hands in his pockets.

“You really do know her,” Tony remarked.

“Yep.” Buddy blinked rapidly for a moment then moved toward the door, his gaze trained on the ground in front of him. Griff put his hand on his friend’s shoulder and squeezed once as he accompanied him to the parking lot. “What am I going to do, Griff? It took me five years to find her. I can’t lose her again.”

“You’ll figure out something, Buddy. You always do.”

“Hell, this isn’t some Goliath defenseman in my way, it’s thousands of miles between us all the time. How am I going to fix that?”

A limousine waited by the team entrance. Emerald stood by the door, signing autographs and chatting with the team. Buddy stopped in the shadows, waiting for the men to dissipate. Gradually, they moseyed on to their own cars. Stash got in the backseat, leaving the door open.

Emerald raised her gaze and turned her head, as if she was looking for something. The wide receiver headed toward the vehicle. She moved to meet him. Taking his arm, she steered him out of earshot of the car.

“Emmy, hey, can I still call you ‘Emmy’? Or do you want me to call you ‘Emerald’?”

“Emmy’s fine.”

Buddy shifted his weight from foot to foot, his glance skipped around from the ground to the limo, everywhere but her eyes.

“What is it? I have to leave.”

Sweat broke out on his forehead. Buddy swiped his sleeve across his face. Now or never, asshole. Don’t waste any more time. “I still love you,” he blurted, moving his weight to the balls of his feet.

“What?”

“I still love you. That hasn’t changed. I got why you’d dump a guy who couldn’t even get drafted. Your career took off, and you didn’t need me dragging you down. But things are different now. I’ve led the league in receptions for the past three years. I’ve got a solid contract. I make a shitload of money, Emmy. But it doesn’t mean crap if I can’t be with you.”

“I’m booked solid for months. I’ve signed contracts I can’t get out of. What do you want me to do? Quit? Follow you around like a damn groupie? No.” She shook her head.

“Do you still care for me?”

Now, it was her turn to lower her head. “What difference does it make what I feel?”

He raised her chin with a finger. “Makes a difference to me.”

There was silence.

“Okay. I get it. You don’t feel the same.” Humiliation flooded through him, and he sensed color rising to his cheeks. Great, dumbass, you declare yourself, and she could give a shit. Smooth move.

Emmy looked up. “That’s not it.” She cupped his cheek and moved closer, until their bodies were touching.

“Then, what is it?”

She pulled him down and kissed him. He rested his hands lightly on her waist, resisting the urge to crush her to him.

“Of course I still care about you. But with Stash around. Well...it’s complicated.”

Buddy stepped back. “You bangin’ him?”

“Do you really want to know?”

The wide receiver shook his head.

“He’s been with me for five years. Promoting me. Taking care of everything. I need him.”

“You can hire someone else to do that.”

“Can’t hire someone to believe in you, love you, in his own stupid way.”

“Do you love him?”

“What does it matter? I need him.”

Buddy ran his fingers through his hair. He hadn’t expected this. “Can’t he still be your manager, without sleeping with you?”

“Of course.”

“You still didn’t answer my question.” Buddy grabbed her upper arms, pulling her up to face him. “Do you love him?”

“Ow! You’re hurting me. No, I don’t love him.”

Buddy released her, rubbing his palms up and down her arms. “Sorry.”

Emmy rested hers against his chest while they stared at each other.

“Okay, he’s your manager. I get that. But you gotta stop sleepin’ with him.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m back. And it’s you and me now.”

“Really? A thousand miles away?” She slid her hands down and away from him.

“Two thousand miles away. I don’t care. You’re my girl again.”

“Am I?”

“Don’t play games with me. We’re back. If you want it. And if you don’t, say so now. This is your last chance. If you tell me ‘no,’ I’m gone forever.”

“So, I have to decide this minute? After five years? I don’t even know who you are now.”

“I’m the same crazy guy you used to love.”

“Nobody’s the same after five years. Life changes people.”

“You’re the same beautiful, sweet girl I fell for.”

“Not really. Life’s changed me. I’m not so sweet anymore.”

“There’s a difference between sweet and stupid. You were never stupid.”

She laughed. “Some compliment.”

He colored. “You know what I mean.” Time to go for the touchdown.

“Yeah, I do.” She smiled.

Buddy leaned down to kiss her. “If you don’t want me, I promise not to bother you again.”
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Chapter Two
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EMMY’S HANDS GRIPPED his shirt, holding him against her. “Don’t you dare. Don’t you dare disappear again.”

“Tell me you love me,” he whispered.

“I love you. I need you, Buddy.” Her voice caught and tears flowed.

He folded her into his embrace and stroked her hair. “Don’t cry, baby. Don’t cry. We’ll find a way. You’ll see. I’m back, and it’s gonna be okay now.”

“Emerald!” A harsh voice from the limo broke them apart. “Get your big ass in this car right now. We’ve gotta be on stage in Boston in three hours!”

“‘Big ass?’ I’ll kill him.” Buddy started toward the car.

Emmy put her hand on his arm. “Don’t. Relax. It’ll be okay. I gotta let him down easy.”

“Then, it’s us?”

She nodded.

“Forever?”

“Well, maybe. We’ll see.”

“I won’t let you down. I promise.” He picked her up, twirled her around, and then led her to the waiting vehicle.

Stash had gotten out of the car and was pacing, glaring at them. “You,” he said, pointing to Buddy. “Stay away from her.”

“Fuck off, asshole.” Buddy kissed Emmy. “Goodbye, baby. Until next time.”

“There ain’t gonna be a next time, fucker!” Stash shouted at Buddy.

“That’s what you think, dickwad.” Buddy headed for his Mercedes. He turned at the sound of a door slamming and watched them pull out of the parking lot.

The wide receiver slid behind the wheel and put his vehicle in gear. Emotions whirled through his body like a tornado. Happiness fought with sadness, hope tangled with fear, and all the time, he wondered how he could make thousands of miles disappear.

When he got home, he popped a can of beer and threw some leftover pizza in the microwave. While the food was reheating, he ambled into his den and plucked a folder from his bookcase. He put the pizza on the small table in the kitchen and opened the folder. The paper with his travel dates was right on top. He set that aside then opened his laptop. He clicked on the Emerald Fan Page then on her concert schedule and printed it.

As he ate, he compared Emmy’s to his. Bingo! Thousands of miles becomes hundreds of miles. He retrieved a pen and pad from his desk and returned to the kitchen. After scooping out a huge bowl of chocolate chip ice cream, he sat down at the table and wrote.


Emmy plays Chicago in two weeks. I’m playing there, too.

Emmy plays Los Angeles in two months. I’m playing in San Francisco.



Over the next six months, Buddy found five cities where they were close enough to get together. He smiled as he put away his notes. He popped another beer and filled the bath with cold water.

At eleven, after a good soak in hot water after the cold, he got ready for bed before sending a message to Emmy.


I’m in Chicago in 2 weeks when ur in Chicago. Let’s meet.



He sloughed off his clothes and slid, naked, under the covers. Rolling over, he stared out the window at the moon. A ding alerted him to a text. He smiled. That was fast. She must be anxious to see me. But his smile froze when he read.


Join me and my parents tomorrow night for dinner.



It was from Chrissy, one of the team cheerleaders. Buddy ran his hand over his rough cheek and chin. He had forgotten about his occasional girlfriend. She had been hinting about getting serious. Buddy tried to discourage her. He had explained he had no plans to settle down. That was a lie, as he had always wanted a monogamous relationship, but only with Emmy.

Chrissy persisted. So, Buddy had gradually cut down their dates, from three times a week to twice, then once. While he missed the sex, he wasn’t about to lead her on or make a commitment he didn’t feel. She protested, but Buddy came up with plausible excuse after excuse. Now, she was attempting to tighten the noose, and he rebelled.

Sure, he screwed around on the road. But he always told the girls it would be a one-night thing. There were enough groupies who didn’t care. They were sure that after one roll in the hay with them, Buddy would fall in love, marry them, and lavish all his money on them. He never thought, for one minute, that they were interested in Buddy Carruthers, the man. They were after whatever they could get and were willing to trade almost anything to trap him. Buddy figured it was an evenly-matched game.

He lay in bed, staring at the moon and wracking his brain for an excuse to get out of dinner with Chrissy’s parents. Meeting family was over the line, especially if you planned to dump the chick. He wondered what explanation would make Chrissy back off.

Before he conked out, one word came to him—“Mom.” He fell asleep with a smile on his face.

* * * *
[image: image]


ON THE RIDE TO BOSTON, Emmy could hardly contain her anger at Stash. “You manipulative bastard.”

“Let’s not rehash this.”

“Rehash? We haven’t been through it once! We’re done.”

“Done? Me? As your manager?”

“No, as my boyfriend.”

“That’s been over for a long time.” Stash stared out the window.

“Oh? And sleeping with me doesn’t count?”

“A mercy fuck.”

“You shithead,” she hissed. Pain knifed through her heart, but she recalled what Buddy always said, “The best defense is a good offense.” 

“Since that’s the way you feel, you’re making this easy,” she said, her tone icy.

“Hey, there are plenty of groupies to keep me warm at night.”

She turned to look at him, her mouth open. “You’ve been screwing groupies all this time?”

“Did I say that?” He avoided her
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