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      Jackson Aldridge has been deemed the second most eligible bachelor in Seattle, Washington three years running. He's an intelligent, handsome billionaire at the top of his game who lives by a strict set of rules. But when a high-risk investment goes South, Jackson will need to re-evaluate his lifestyle and his rules to prevent his glass house from shattering into a million pieces.

      

      
        
        Rule No. 1: Business always before pleasure

        Rule No. 2: Time is money

        Rule No. 3: No long-term relationships because they're time consuming and emotionally draining.

        Rule No. 4: Never fall in love because love hurts, and

        Rule No. 5: Never, ever get married because divorce is inevitable

      

      

      

      Eve Scott owns Pick of the Litter until the bank unexpectedly sends her an eviction notice. She needs to either come up with the next balloon payment in thirty days or she's out on the streets. In dire straits, Eve asks for help from the one person she's avoided for years--Jackson Aldridge--a womanizing, emotionally bankrupt, commitment phobe, who just happens to be her best friend's scandalous brother.

      

      Jackson needs to recoup his losses before their company goes belly up. Eve needs to keep Pick of the Litter afloat or lose her life's work. They say opposites attract, but can these two find enough common ground to prevent life as they know it from imploding before their very eyes?

      

      Two lives in upheaval, one fake marriage, and a set of rules meant to be broken. What could go wrong?
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          THE VALENTINE’S DATE FROM HELL
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      The cold February wind whipped at Jackson Aldridge's tailored suit as he stepped out of his sleek black sedan, a frown etched on his handsome face. Valentine's Day – the one day he dreaded more than anything, and yet here he was, about to walk into Le Amour, Seattle's trendy restaurant, to break up with his girlfriend.

      "Get it together, Jackson," he muttered under his breath, inhaling deeply as he strode toward the entrance, his polished leather shoes clicking on the pavement. He could feel the weight of his decision bearing down on him like an anchor, but he couldn't shake the nagging fear of commitment that had haunted him for years. No, he wasn't looking for a wife – not after witnessing the emotional carnage left behind from his parents' disastrous marriage. Business, not love, was his top priority.

      The warm atmosphere of the restaurant enveloped Jackson, as he pushed open the heavy door, but his attention remained glued to his phone screen. He searched for any missed calls or messages from his elusive financial advisor, Nixon Martin, whose silence only added to the turmoil brewing inside him. Jackson almost didn't notice the maître d' until he nearly collided with the man, forcing him to take a step back and finally assess his surroundings.

      The restaurant was awash in varying shades of red and pink, delicate rose petals strewn across crisp white tablecloths while clusters of heart-shaped balloons floated lazily above the tables. The overpowering scent of roses intermingled with the tantalizing aroma of the restaurant's exquisite dishes, a sensory cocktail that would have been perfect for any romantic evening – just not this one. Couples sat cozily in the dimly lit space, their murmured conversations barely audible over Whitney Houston's "I Will Always Love You" playing softly in the background. All except Giselle, who sat by herself near the window, her dark eyes flashing with fury as she checked her watch for the umpteenth time.

      "Ah, Mr. Aldridge, we've been expecting you," the maître d' said, his voice dripping with false sweetness. "Your table is this way," pulling Jackson from his digital world.

      "Thanks," Jackson grumbled, sliding his phone into his pocket as he followed the man to Giselle's table. He could feel the intense internal conflict tightening his chest, clenching his jaw, but he steeled himself for the conversation that lay ahead.

      "Jackson, you're late!" Giselle spat as soon as he sat down, her voice a mix of irritation and hurt. But Jackson didn't have time for apologies – not when his business empire was on the line.

      "Sorry, Giselle," he said, forcing a smile onto his face. "You know how it is – business before pleasure."

      "Business before pleasure, right?" Giselle replied icily, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "You could have at least called to let me know you'd be late."

      "Look, I'm sorry," Jackson insisted, signaling the waiter to come over. "Let's just order and enjoy the evening, shall we?"

      The silence between them was oppressive, a tangible fog of discomfort hanging between the hushed voices and clinking cutlery. Jackson fiddled with his silverware, his thoughts a whirlwind of what to say and how to say it.

      Finally, the waiter, sensing an opportunity, glided to their table, his well-rehearsed smile firmly in place. "Good evening. May I interest you in our special wine selection tonight?"

      Jackson glanced at Giselle, her expression unreadable, a veil of pretense masking the inevitable. He sighed, "A bottle of your finest Merlot for the lady, please."

      "And for the gentleman?" The waiter's eyebrows rose slightly, as he turned his attention back to Jackson.

      "Scotch," Jackson paused, swallowing hard, his gaze meeting the waiter's, "On the rocks. Make it a double." His voice was more of a murmur, a plea for an anchor in the storm that was about to break.

      "As you wish," the waiter nodded, taking their orders back to the bar.

      Jackson ran a hand through his hair, steeling himself. Each ticking moment heralded the confrontation to come. His eyes met Giselle's and, in a breathless whisper, he started, "Giselle, there's something we need to discuss…"
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        * * *

      

      Before long, the waiter returned, skillfully navigating through the maze of tables with a tall bottle of Merlot and a glass of Scotch balanced on a silver tray. He placed the bottle on the table, allowing the label to face Giselle, while simultaneously sliding the glass towards Jackson.

      "Shall I pour, madam?" The waiter's question cut through the tension, his professional demeanor unwavering despite the palpable unrest.

      Giselle merely nodded, her face a neutral mask.

      Jackson's eyes mirrored the dance, his thoughts swirling in chaotic patterns, as the wine swirled in the crystal glass. The rich amber liquid of his Scotch shimmered in the dim light, each ice cube a small fortress against his consuming apprehension.

      Jackson took a deep breath, his heart pounding against his ribs like a frenzied drum, his hands clenching and unclenching. He lifted the glass, the cold touch of it grounding him, anchoring him amidst the emotional turmoil.

      The waiter cleared his throat, turning his attention back to the couple. "Are you ready to order, or do you need a few more minutes?"

      Giselle maintained her silence, her gaze drifting from the wine to Jackson. Her eyes were pools of uncertainty, their depths revealing a tumult of questions. Jackson's heart clenched at the sight.

      He squared his shoulders, forcing himself to maintain eye contact, "I believe we are ready. The lady will have the fillet mignon, medium-rare, and I'll take the salmon."

      The waiter nodded, quickly jotting down their orders before retreating to the bustling kitchen, leaving the two in their fraught solitude.

      Savoring the taste of the Scotch on his tongue, Jackson glanced at Giselle, the truth of their situation hovering on his lips. His voice dropped to a whisper, the four words he dreaded saying lingering in the air, “We need to talk…”

      His words hung in the air like a declaration of war, a chilling silence settling over them in the aftermath. Jackson took another sip of his Scotch, his throat dry, his mind scrambling to form a response.

      Giselle's gaze held his, her bright eyes sparkling with anticipation. She reached for her glass, the ruby red wine reflecting in her eyes, and took a delicate sip, her lips curving in a gentle smile.

      "Five months, Jackson," she started, placing her glass back down with an air of certainty. Her fingers danced along the stem, tracing the elegant curve, her eyes never leaving his.

      Jackson felt his heart drop, his hand freezing mid-motion, the glass of Scotch hanging perilously between the table and his lips.

      "We've been dancing around each other for five months now." Her voice was steady, filled with resolve. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she met his gaze head on, a challenge within her stare. "Don't you think...maybe...it's high time we change the music?"

      Jackson's heart pounded in his chest, the fear within him rearing its monstrous head. He could hear the unspoken words between her lines, feel the anticipatory energy radiating from her, mistaking his silence for agreement. His mind raced as he sought to rectify the misconceptions brewing within her, his horror amplifying with each passing second.

      Giselle's smile broadened, a warmth spreading across her face as she reached across the table, placing her hand over his.

      "We need to move forward, Jackson. We can't keep spinning in circles forever," she whispered, her fingers lightly squeezing his, a silent plea hidden within her words.

      Jackson's mind screamed at the contrast in their perceptions, the reality of their impending breakup lost amidst her expectations of a bright future. He wished he could match her enthusiasm, match her vision of their relationship, but the truth was as bitter as the Scotch on his tongue. As he looked at Giselle, her face illuminated with hope, but he felt a heaviness pull at his heart, knowing that he was about to shatter her world.

      Jackson took a slow gulp of his Scotch, the burn offering a brief reprieve from the tension at the table. "Giselle, we've talked about this before. I'm not looking to settle down."

      "Come on, Jackson. We're perfect for each other," she insisted, her voice taking on a pleading quality that made his stomach clench with guilt. "Together, we could be a powerhouse in both business and life."

      He couldn't help but wrinkle his nose at her words, feeling a surge of irritation at her insistence on pushing for a commitment. "Giselle, are you even listening to yourself? This isn't about us – it's about your own ambitions."

      "Is it so wrong for me to want more for us?" she shot back, her eyes flashing with anger. "Or are you just too afraid to admit that maybe you care about something deeper than your precious rules?"

      Each word clawed at Jackson's heart, threatening to dismantle the carefully constructed barriers he had built around himself. He thought back to his parents' bitter divorce, the pain and heartbreak it caused his entire family. He would not let history repeat itself.

      "Five months," she said again, her words punctuating the air like staccato notes on a piano, jarring against the smooth melody of A Great Big World and Christina Aguilera’s "Say Something" playing softly in the background.

      "I know it’s been five months, Giselle," he finally managed, his throat dry and his voice strained. He forced a tight smile, attempting to maintain an air of nonchalance. "You know how I feel about commitment. This…"

      He was all too aware of the dangers of love, the heartache that inevitably followed in its wake. His parents' hostile divorce had left him scarred, unwilling to risk his own happiness for the sake of fleeting passion. And his rules – those precious, unbreakable rules – were the only thing standing between him and emotional chaos.

      "Love is a battlefield, Giselle," Jackson said, his tone cold and detached as he desperately tried to hold on to the walls he had built around his heart. "And I'm not willing to fight that war."

      "Is that it, then?" she asked, her voice trembling with emotion. "You're just going to walk away?"

      "Rule number three, Giselle," Jackson replied, his eyes locked onto hers as he recited the words he knew so well. "No long-term relationships because they're time-consuming and emotionally draining."

      "Rules can be broken, Jackson," she whispered, tears glistening in her eyes like uncut diamonds.

      "Maybe," he conceded, staring into the depths of his Scotch as if searching for answers. "But not mine."

      "Then you'll lose me, Jackson," Giselle warned, her words a sharp dagger piercing his carefully guarded heart. "And I won't come back."

      "Rule four," he said, choking back the bitter taste of regret. "Never fall in love because love hurts. And rule five – never, ever get married because divorce is inevitable."

      With those final words, Jackson Aldridge sealed his fate, pushing away the one woman who dared challenge his beliefs, who threatened to tear down the fortress he had built around his heart. The choice had been made; business would always come first, and love, that tender, treacherous thing, would remain forever out of reach.

      Giselle stared at him, her eyes filled with a mix of disbelief and pain, as the silence descended upon them. Jackson could feel the weight of his decision heavy in the air between them. He knew he had hurt her deeply, but in his mind, it was the only way to protect himself.

      "Are you breaking up with me?" Giselle whispered, her face pale and stricken.

      "Look, Giselle, I'm sorry," Jackson replied, the words tasting like bile in his throat. "But I can't let my past dictate my future.

      "Even if it means losing me?" she choked out, the tears streaming down her cheeks unchecked now.

      "Even then," he confirmed, his heart aching at the sight of her pain. "I'm sorry."

      "Fine, then," Giselle said, her voice barely a whisper. She wiped her tears away, determination replacing the sadness in her eyes. "I hope your rules keep you warm at night, Jackson."

      With that, she rose from her seat and walked away, her heels clicking on the polished floor as she left him alone at the table. Jackson watched her go, torn between the urge to chase after her and the knowledge that he couldn't risk letting her back in.

      As the night wore on, the once-romantic atmosphere of Le Amour became increasingly oppressive, weighing down on Jackson like an unwanted burden. When the check arrived, he paid it quickly, eager to escape the suffocating confines of the restaurant and his own guilt. The pitying looks from the staff made him scowl. He had no patience for judgment or sentimentality.

      Jackson stood in front of Le Amour waiting for his car, the icy wind biting through his tailored suit as he took a deep breath. It was done - the breakup, the adherence to his rules, the choice he had made to prioritize business over love. It was time to move on. Around him, the bustle of Valentine’s Day carried on–couples walking hand in hand, flowers and gifts exchanging hands. The familiar knot in his chest tightened. He was right to end things. This was for the best.

      Still, he couldn’t deny the hollow ache inside. By the time Jackson reached his penthouse, exhaustion weighed down his limbs. He fixed himself a drink and stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows, gazing out at the Seattle skyline. The truth was, he already felt alone. Had felt that way for as long as he could remember. Giselle’s absence only made it official.

      With a humorous laugh, he raised his glass in a mock toast. “Happy Valentine’s Day to me.”
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          STOP FIGHTING THE CURRENT

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Seattle slumbered under a veil of pre-dawn darkness, the city's soft breaths barely audible amidst the hush of night. Stars scattered like diamonds across the inky sky, their faint glow casting a ghostly sheen upon the streets below. The Space Needle pierced the skyline, an unwavering beacon with its sharp lines and gleaming metal, steadfast against the encroaching morning.

      Jackson ran a hand through his hair and sighed, the chilly air clung to him like a second skin causing him to shiver involuntarily. His breath pluming in the icy air. Inhaling deeply, he welcomed the faint scent of saltwater from the nearby ocean, an aroma that mingled with the earthy fragrance of damp soil and dew-kissed foliage. His eyes followed the tendrils of mist that snaked their way through the trees, a tangible representation of his own tangled thoughts.

      He stood at the railing of Kerry Park, his knuckles turning white from his grip. To his right, the Pacific Ocean murmured quietly, its rhythmic cadence providing a soothing soundtrack to his internal turmoil. Foamy waves tumbled toward the shore, their crescendos building before dissolving into a symphony of crashing water and swirling surf. Each ebbing tide left behind a delicate lace of white foam, only to be claimed by the next surging wave.

      The salty mist in the air felt cool against Jackson's flushed cheeks, a fleeting reminder of the world outside his racing mind. An occasional seagull would fly overhead, its lonely cry cutting through the silence as it searched for an early meal among the driftwood and seaweed.

      His world was crumbling around him, the empire he'd spent over a decade building threatening to collapse. Betrayal and deceit had wormed their way into the very heart of his company, and now the wolves were at his door, seeking to hold him accountable for the sins of another.

      The loneliness was a physical ache, a hollow void that had taken up residence in his chest the moment he'd ended things with Giselle. His rules—the damnable rules that had always kept him safe—now felt like a prison of his own making.

      He leaned against the railing and closed his eyes, listening to the rhythmic beat of the waves. Somewhere in the distance, a foghorn sounded its mournful call.

      After everything he'd been through, he was back where he'd started. Alone.

      The realization pierced him with startling clarity. He'd clung so tightly to the illusion of control for so long that he hadn't seen the truth. His rules hadn't protected him at all. They'd only ensured he remained alone, adrift and anchorless against the vastness of the sea that stretched endlessly before him.

      Jackson closed his eyes and drew a steadying breath, allowing the comforting sounds and scents to momentarily anchor him in the present, as the ocean continued its whispered serenade. Despite the beauty of the predawn solitude, the weight of his worries bore down on him, threatening to shatter the fragile peace he'd found in the quiet hours before the city awoke.

      He opened his eyes and glanced at the ocean once more, a wry smile curving his lips. Perhaps it was time to stop fighting the current and let it carry him to uncharted waters. What did he have left to lose?

      Jackson pushed off from the railing and resumed his jog, his strides eating up the path before him. His muscles burned and his chest heaved with the effort, but he embraced the pain. It was a reminder he was still alive, still fighting, still moving forward. His jaw clenched and unclenched in tandem with the rhythm of his footsteps, betraying his restless mind. The furrows etched into his brow deepened with every passing moment, reflecting the storm that brewed within him, fueled by financial troubles and an aversion to commitment.

      The soft crunch of footsteps on gravel alerted him to Connor's presence before his friend spoke. "You're up early."

      Jackson shot him a sideways glance, noting the concern etched into the frown lines on Connor's forehead. His friend knew him too well. "I couldn't sleep."

      "Giselle again?" Connor matched his pace easily, his longer legs giving him an advantage.

      Jackson grunted. "Among other things."

      "Want to talk about it?" Connor offered, his tone gentle yet probing, knowing full well that there was more to Jackson's restlessness than just insomnia and his latest fling.

      "Nothing much to say," Jackson shrugged, forcing a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Just a lot on my mind."

      "Come on, man. You know you can tell me anything," Connor pressed, not willing to let Jackson brush aside his concerns so easily.

      Jackson sighed, relenting under the weight of his friend's concern. "It's just... I've been feeling stuck lately. Between work and everything else, I don't know if I can keep up this facade any longer."

      "Facade?" Connor questioned, curiosity piqued. "What do you mean?"

      "Never mind," Jackson dismissed quickly, regretting his momentary vulnerability. "It's not important."

      "Jackson, we've been friends for years, and business partners almost as long. I can tell when something's bothering you," Connor insisted, his voice firm yet understanding.

      "Alright," Jackson conceded, slowing to a brisk walk as he tried to gather his thoughts. "I guess I'm just worried about... well, everything. My future, my relationships, the decisions I've made. It's all starting to feel like too much."

      "Have you considered talking to someone? A therapist, maybe?" Connor suggested gently, his eyes filled with genuine concern for his friend's well-being.

      "Therapy isn't for me," Jackson replied stiffly, his jaw clenching once more.

      "Okay, but you do need to find some way to work through these feelings, or they'll consume you," Connor warned, his voice laced with both empathy and urgency.

      "Thanks, Connor. I appreciate it," Jackson managed to say, feeling the weight of his friend's unwavering support.

      The comfortable silence stretched between them as they started jogging along the winding path. After a few minutes, Connor broke it. "So, when are you going to stop running from relationships and settle down?"

      Jackson stiffened, his stride faltering for a split second. "I'm not running. And I have no intention of settling down."

      "Really?" Connor arched a brow. "Then what do you call your track record? You burn through women faster than wildfire and the moment things get serious, you're gone."

      "I have a system." Jackson straightened his shoulders, his rules like a shield against the accusation. "No commitments. No expectations. No complications."

      "And you don't think that's a problem?" Connor shook his head, exasperation etched into his frown. "You can't live your life avoiding intimacy. Sooner or later, you have to stop running and take a risk."

      "I took a risk once," Jackson bit out. "And it nearly destroyed me." The bitter taste of old betrayal coated his tongue, the shadow of his parents' ruined marriage darkening his mood. "Love is messy and cruel. It's not worth the pain."

      "So, you're just going to close yourself off?" Connor demanded. "Pretend you don't need anyone? We're wired for connection, Jack. You can't outrun that."

      "Watch me." Jackson quickened his pace, his jaw clenching against the urge to argue. Connor didn't understand. He hadn't been there to see the wreckage love could leave behind.

      "You're going to end up alone!" Connor called after him.

      "I'm fine with that!" Jackson shouted over his shoulder, his throat tightening against the lie. He wasn't fine. But alone was better than broken.

      It had to be.

      But Connor wasn't ready to give up on him yet. He knew that there was more going on beneath the surface, and he was determined to help Jackson work through whatever it was that was plaguing him so deeply.
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        * * *

      

      Connor caught up with Jackson, his longer strides allowing him to match his friend's pace. As he drew closer, he could feel the tension radiating off of Jackson in waves, as if his inner turmoil was threatening to bubble over. The strain in Jackson's voice grew more pronounced as they rounded a bend in the path, the weight of his conflicting desires making his every word seem like a battle. His eyes, once sharp and focused, now held a shadow of worry that refused to be chased away by the rhythmic pounding of their feet against the pavement.

      "Connor, have you ever felt... trapped?" Jackson asked hesitantly, his voice barely audible over the sound of their heavy breathing and the distant crash of waves against the shore.

      "Trapped? I guess everyone feels that way sometimes," Connor replied, his brow furrowing as he glanced at his friend with concern. "Why do you ask?"

      Jackson hesitated, his mind racing as he considered whether or not to confide in his best friend about the financial troubles plaguing him – troubles that had begun to feel insurmountable. But something held him back; perhaps it was pride or fear, or maybe it was just an unwillingness to admit to anyone – even himself – just how precarious his situation had become.

      "Nothing, never mind" Jackson muttered, shaking his head as though trying to physically dislodge the thoughts that tormented him.
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        * * *

      

      FLASHBACK: Two Weeks Earlier

      

      His phone buzzed in his pocket, shattering the tenuous peace of the morning. Jackson fished it out with trembling fingers, dread pooling in his stomach at the sight of his financial advisor's name.

      "Nixon." He cleared his throat, attempting to mask his unease. "Any news?"

      Silence greeted him, stretching out into a yawning chasm of uncertainty. "The investments are tanking." Nixon's voice was flat, devoid of emotion. "We're hemorrhaging capital at an alarming rate. If we don't stop the bleeding soon..." He trailed off meaningfully.

      Jackson's breath caught, panic and disbelief warring for control of his thoughts. This couldn't be happening. Not now. Not when he was already teetering on the edge of a precipice, struggling for balance against the winds of change. "What do you mean the investments are tanking?" He grasped for understanding, his mind reeling. "How is that possible?"

      "I'm sorry, Jack." Contrition colored Nixon's tone, though Jackson suspected it was more for being caught than for orchestrating the crisis. He'd trusted the man for years, only to be betrayed. "There were risks I didn't adequately hedge. The market is volatile and—"

      "Don't give me that bullshit!" Jackson snarled. "You said our portfolio was diversified. You promised this wouldn't happen!"

      Nixon fell silent again, leaving Jackson to grapple with the implications. His empire was crumbling, the ground shifting beneath his feet, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. Failure loomed, his worst fear come to pass in a single phone call.

      Everything he'd worked for was slipping through his fingers. But he couldn't tell Connor and Roger that. His best friends would never understand.

      Jackson was on his own. Again.

      

      END OF FLASHBACK
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        * * *

      

      The memory of that call haunted Jackson as he jogged through Kerry Park, his feet pounding out a rhythm to match the frantic beat of his heart. He hadn't been able to reach Nixon since, each unanswered call ratcheting his anxiety higher.

      His empire was burning while Nixon fiddled. Jackson ground his teeth, frustration and dread churning in his gut. He couldn't lose everything he'd built. Not after all the sacrifices, the risks, the years of toiling to achieve his goals.

      Failure wasn't an option.

      The familiar mantra ran through his head, a steadfast refrain that had seen him through every struggle. He'd overcome impossible odds before and he could do it again. All he needed was a plan.

      "Are you all right man? " Connor asked.

      Jackson paused, bracing his hands on his knees as he dragged in deep, steadying breaths. The crisp air cooled his overheated skin, the pale light of dawn casting muted shadows over the empty park.

      In the stillness, an unwelcome thought crept in. Maybe this was the wake-up call he needed. A chance to reevaluate the path he'd chosen, to consider there were more important things than chasing status and wealth. Things like love, family, relationships—all the things he'd denied himself in pursuit of success.

      He straightened with a scowl, shaking off the fanciful notion. Now wasn't the time for a midlife crisis. He had an empire to save, and the only way to secure his future was by safeguarding his assets.

      Even if it meant sacrificing his chance at happiness. Even if it meant confronting the loneliness that had become his closest companion. He'd been alone in the fight this far. He could make it the rest of the way on his own.

      "Yeah, I’m fine," Jackson murmured.

      Squaring his shoulders, Jackson began jogging again. The road ahead would be difficult, but he would persevere.

      He always did.
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        * * *

      

      The quiet solitude of the park was both a balm and torment. In the stillness, he couldn't escape the maelstrom of worries churning in his mind or ignore the hollow ache in his chest.

      One crisis after another had battered his defenses, leaving him raw and exposed in a way he despised. He was used to being in control—of his emotions, his relationships, his life. Now everything seemed to be slipping through his fingers like sand.

      Jackson paused, dragging a hand over the back of his neck. When had things gone so wrong? He'd been careful, meticulous, building safeguards into every aspect of his business and personal life. But all his precautions hadn't been enough to shield him from the biggest threats of all: greed, corruption, and his own foolish naiveté.

      The jagged skyline of Seattle stretched before him, cold and indifferent to his troubles. He envied the city and its stoicism. If he couldn't master his emotions, he'd never survive what was to come. The future loomed, vast and uncertain, and for the first time he felt unequal to the challenges ahead.

      Fear and self-doubt warred within him, emotions he tried to swallow down like bitter pills. He couldn't afford to waver now. Not when so much was at stake.

      With grim determination, Jackson ignored Connor’s concerned look and began running again. The path to success had never been easy. If he wanted to salvage his dreams, he'd have to fight for them.

      The question was, did he have the strength for the battle ahead? Or would he falter at the first sign of defeat?

      Shaking off his doubts, Jackson and his best friend continued running through the empty park. The coming dawn held both promise and peril.

      He could only hope he'd have the courage to face them both.

    

  

OEBPS/images/seattle-skyline.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






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/thescandalousbillionaire-ebook.jpg
THE ZERO CHANCE BILLIONAIRES' CLUB





