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      “How about a rom-com?”

      Kimberleigh Cress looked up from tying her shoelaces and scowled at her assistant. “No way. Pass.”

      “Why do you hate rom-coms so much?” Luna shook her head as she shifted aside the stack of scripts she’d been pawing through. There were scripts piled all around her on Kimberleigh’s couch and covering the surface of the coffee table, sorted by some mystifying system that only Luna understood. Her eyes glinted with wry humor as they lifted to her boss. “Is it because your heart is a shriveled husk of dark matter that’s incapable of either absorbing or emitting light and therefore impossible for most humans to detect?”

      In addition to being her assistant, Luna Marquez was one of a very small group of people who Kimberleigh trusted enough to consider a friend. They’d been friends for years before Kimberleigh started making enough money to hire her as her assistant, which meant Luna felt free to shit-talk her to her face.

      Some people might consider that a downside of having a friend in your employ, but Kimberleigh had always considered it a bonus. There were enough people in her life devoted to kissing her ass and fawning over her. She liked having someone around who wasn’t afraid to piss her off by telling the truth.

      “I don’t hate rom-coms,” Kimberleigh said, suppressing the urge to smile. “I just don’t want to be in one.”

      “Sure.” Luna nodded, tucking a strand of raven hair behind her ear as she reached for another stack of scripts. “Who wouldn’t want to be part of the magical formula of romance and comedy joined together in a cinematic perfect storm of happiness? Oh, that’s right—” She directed a raised eyebrow at Kimberleigh. “You.”

      “Name the last rom-com you saw in a theater.”

      Luna scratched her head, frowning as she thought about it.

      “I rest my case,” Kimberleigh said.

      Luna licked her finger and flipped through the next script on the stack. “I’m telling you, rom-coms are about to make a comeback. I’ve seen at least two dozen in here, which is more than you’ve ever gotten before. Everything’s a cycle, right? You could lead the new rom-com boom.”

      “Do you know what the shelf life is for actresses who get pigeonholed into rom-coms?” Kimberleigh shook her head as she adjusted her boobs inside her sports bra. “I’m practically too old already.”

      Luna rolled her eyes. “Whatevs.”

      To the rest of the world, Kimberleigh Cress, one of Hollywood’s hottest young actresses and star of the smash hit Otherwhere franchise, was a mere twenty-two years old. But Luna was privy to all of Kimberleigh’s secrets, including her real name, Leah Krasny, and the fact that she was actually twenty-seven.

      “I need to take on some roles that aren’t about my looks.” She’d gotten famous by playing teenagers, but she needed to move into adult roles, and she needed to do it strategically in order to maximize her career longevity. Lying about her age had bought her an extra five years, but those five years would be gone in the blink of an eye.

      “This is the movie biz, my dude. There’s no such thing.”

      Kimberleigh stood up and dropped into a hip flexor stretch. “You know what I mean. A part with weight to it where I can stretch myself and do some real acting. I have to remind people there’s more to me than a pretty face and a pair of perky tits shoved into a tight costume.”

      She didn’t just want to be the next Emma Stone or Jennifer Lawrence. She wanted to be the next Charlize Theron or Amy Adams—someone who was still landing primo roles well into her forties and hopefully beyond.

      At Luna’s uncharacteristic silence, Kimberleigh turned her head and caught her friend frowning at her. “What?”

      “Are you sure you should be doing this run today?”

      “I’m fine.”

      “You just got back from three weeks of nonstop press tour appearances immediately after wrapping up a brutal four-month shoot in London. You’re jet-lagged, peopled out, and I’ll bet you haven’t slept more than ten hours total over the last three days. You are definitely not fine. I think you should bail.”

      Kimberleigh shook her head as she switched legs to stretch her other hip. “It’s for charity. Bailing is a bad look.”

      “We’ll tell them you strained your Achilles tendon or something. It’s no big deal.”

      “It’s a leisurely three-mile jog along the beach, not an Ironman triathlon.” Kneeling on the floor, Kimberleigh pushed herself up into downward-facing dog to stretch her calves. “It’ll be relaxing.”

      “Yeah, just you and a few thousand strangers all crushed together and running in a giant pack while a nonzero number of them try to creep on you. Sounds super relaxing.”

      “It’s not that bad. And I’ll have Syed with me.”

      Syed was part of Kimberleigh’s security team. She didn’t always take bodyguards when she ventured out in public, but given the crowd expected at the run today, her trusted assistant had insisted on it.

      Luna chewed on her lip, clearly not mollified. “At least skip the afterparty tonight. You don’t need the hassle of doing full hair and makeup after the race so you can stand around in heels and Spanx making small talk all night. Come home and change into pajamas instead. Go to bed early. Get some actual sleep for a change.”

      Sitting back on her heels, Kimberleigh directed a resolute look at her friend. “People paid a lot of money for tickets to this gala so they could socialize with celebrities. I made a commitment to attend and I plan to honor it.”

      She’d acquired a reputation for being chilly and unapproachable, which didn’t ordinarily bother her. It could be useful, especially as a young, attractive woman, for people to be a little afraid of her. But she couldn’t afford to be seen as unprofessional on top of that. That would get her labeled as difficult, which was the kiss of death for a woman.

      In order to earn her perceived arrogance, Kimberleigh needed to be flawless. Reliable. Unimpeachable. So she didn’t flake on her commitments. Ever.

      Luna arched an eyebrow. “You realize that ballroom will be crawling with fans trying to get a piece of you?”

      “I’ll only venture out of the VIP area long enough to give a few hugs and pose for a few selfies before making an early exit.” The doorbell rang, and Kimberleigh tossed an eye roll over her shoulder as she went to let Syed in. “Stop worrying about me, Mom. It’ll be fine.”
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      Nothing said Christmas in LA like a run along the beach with three thousand people wearing Santa hats and battery-operated twinkle lights. It was sunny and sixty degrees in Santa Monica on the late December day chosen for the Tinsel & Tatas 5K, perfect weather for a little exercise in the great outdoors.

      Unfortunately, Luna might have been right about Kimberleigh pushing herself too hard lately. She hadn’t been sleeping well—but then when did she ever?—and the nonstop travel, interviews, photo calls, and press junkets of the last few weeks had taken a lot out of her. Possibly more than she’d appreciated. It probably didn’t help that she’d skipped breakfast this morning as well.

      Kimberleigh chose to blame low blood sugar for the unexpected dizziness and nausea she began experiencing in the last half mile of the race.

      “You need to walk?” Syed asked, cutting a worried glance her way as her pace began to falter.

      Kimberleigh shook her head, waving off his concern. She did not need to walk. She was in excellent physical condition, goddammit. She would not be undone by a short run to the pier and back. Not when she was out in public surrounded by cell phone cameras.

      The faster she finished this godforsaken race, the faster she could get out of the public eye. She’d be fine as soon as she got somewhere there weren’t so many people looking at her. And maybe ate a protein bar.

      To add insult to injury, Spencer fucking Devlin—entertainment reporter, television personality, and all-around slimeball—jogged past her as easily as Usain Bolt doing a hundred-yard dash at an elementary school field day. Looking infuriatingly fit and perky, not a perfect hair out of place or a hint of sweat on his camera-friendly face, he had the nerve to offer her a jaunty wave as he left her in his dust.

      Asshole.

      The last time Spencer had interviewed Kimberleigh, during the press tour for the first Otherwhere movie, his questions had focused exclusively on her body, the diet she’d used to achieve the “perfect shape,” and her sixteen-year-old character’s form-fitting costume—including the type of undergarments she’d worn with it. His obnoxious interrogation had baited her into sniping back, and clips of their verbal sparring had gone viral, turning an uncomfortable question about her underwear into a trending topic.

      After the interview, she’d instructed her publicist to blacklist Spencer Devlin, and hadn’t spoken to him since. Kimberleigh nursed her grudges like the children she never planned to have. There was no way she’d let a sleazy dickhead like that show her up, whether it was during an interview or at a charity race.

      Digging into her reserves of stubbornness, she put on a burst of speed and forced a smile onto her face for the last eight hundred yards of the course.

      As soon as she crossed the finish line, she bent over and propped her hands on her thighs, trying to catch her breath. Syed helpfully positioned his sizable body between her and most of the photographers, though some of them had no doubt managed to snap a few unflattering shots of her that would probably appear in the tabloids alongside breathless speculation about her “secret illness” or some other made-up garbage.

      “You okay?” Syed asked.

      Kimberleigh straightened, ignoring the resulting head rush and surge of queasiness as she forced another smile. “Just a little dehydrated is all.”

      “Dehydration’s no joke. Do you want me to flag down a paramedic?”

      “God no.” She could imagine the headlines. Fragile starlet’s dramatic collapse fuels rumors of eating disorder/too much partying/secret addiction/etc. Take your pick of the favorite malady du jour. “Just point me toward the hydration station.”

      Kimberleigh felt a little better after she’d had some coconut water and a few bites of a Kashi bar. She even pulled herself together enough to pose for selfies with some of the other runners and race volunteers until the crowd started to get overwhelming. When a pushy middle-aged man draped a sweaty arm around her and leaned in too close for comfort, she gave Syed the silent signal to get her the hell out of there.

      The burly bodyguard extricated her from the growing cluster of fans, calling for the car to pick them up as he guided Kimberleigh away. His forbidding glare and no-nonsense manner deterred further fan interactions until she was safely inside the car. Sinking into the back seat with a long exhale, she let her eyes fall closed as Syed shut the door on the crowds outside.

      “You don’t look so great,” he said as the car pulled away.

      Kimberleigh opened one eye and made a half-hearted attempt to glare at him. “Flatterer.”

      Syed’s stone-faced expression didn’t change. It was useless trying to intimidate these security guys. They weren’t scared of anything. Least of all her.
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      “Last chance to cancel,” Luna said as she watched the stylist help Kimberleigh into her shoes.

      “After all this effort? Not a chance.” When the stylist released her ankle, Kimberleigh paced across the suite she’d booked at the Ocean Avenue hotel where the Tinsel & Tatas Gala was being held.

      Pausing in front of the full-length mirror, Kimberleigh struck a series of poses before doing a test spin. She’d spent the last three hours being smoothed, curled, contoured, highlighted, and stuffed into a sleeveless Alexander McQueen lace gown. Other than the built-in corset—which made her figure look amazing—the champagne-colored gown wasn’t even that uncomfortable. She especially liked that it fully covered her chest so she didn’t have to worry about accidentally popping a tit.

      Luna handed Kimberleigh the metallic leather clutch she’d packed with essentials. “Do you want me to stick around in case you need anything tonight?”

      “No need.” Kimberleigh gave her friend’s arm a squeeze. “Just leave my overnight bag in the suite, and then you can go home and relax. You deserve it.”

      “Whew.” Luna swiped a hand across her forehead. “I’m not gonna lie, I’m relieved to hear that. Your girl could use some quality PJs and Netflix time.”

      “Enjoy it,” Kimberleigh said. “I’ll be doing the same thing in just a few hours.” She leaned in close to Luna and murmured, “Tell the prep team they did a good job.”

      “You could tell them yourself, you know.”

      “And ruin my mean girl mystique? I think not.” Kimberleigh never yelled or complained or made unreasonable demands on anyone she worked with, but she preferred not to encourage familiarity—and nothing did that faster than letting people think she was nice. It was much easier to keep everyone at a safe distance when they were intimidated by her.

      Stacie, the associate Kimberleigh’s publicist had sent to escort her through the red carpet portion of the event, looked up from her phone. “Ready to face the public?”

      Kimberleigh breathed as deeply as her corset would allow, put her game face on, and followed Stacie downstairs and into the fray.
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      By the time she’d navigated the red carpet set up in the lobby of the hotel, Kimberleigh was already feeling drained again. Her head rang from the barrage of strobing camera flashes and the relentless clamor of voices shouting her name, vying for her attention, and bellowing contradictory instructions to look one way or turn the other as she posed for photos.

      Stacie deftly shepherded Kimberleigh through the media gauntlet, where she was hammered with inane questions about her outfit, her recent breakup with a rising B-list actor, and the newest Otherwhere film opening on Christmas Day. Fortunately, thanks to the press tour, she was able to field them all on autopilot, murmuring the same carefully crafted responses she’d been giving to the exact same questions for the last three weeks.

      It was a relief when Stacie disengaged her from the last reporter and guided her around the line of ticket holders and through the VIP entrance to the gala. Thank god this was her last public appearance until the Golden Globes in two weeks.

      One end of the ballroom had been partitioned off to allow the celebrity guests a safe space to socialize without having to mix with the general public, who’d paid five hundred dollars a head to get in the door. There were no press or paparazzi allowed inside the gala, other than the official event photographers, so Stacie left Kimberleigh to navigate the remainder of the evening on her own.

      Kimberleigh’s corset had begun to feel like it was strangling her, and white spots still floated in her vision from the camera flashes—either that or she was developing hypoxia from the compression of her rib cage. Hoping a drink would relax her enough to get through the next couple of hours, she headed for the bar.

      Annoyingly, the very first person she encountered was Spencer freaking Devlin. While she was waiting for the bartender to open a bottle of prosecco, Spencer sidled up beside her and unleashed the pretty-boy smile and soft Southern drawl he used to disarm the subjects of his television interviews. “Kimberleigh Cress, as I live and breathe. Fancy meeting you here.”

      She didn’t bother to hide her irritation, both at his cheesy affectation of charm and at the fact of his existence in general. “I thought your kind were being stopped at the door.”

      “Reporters, you mean?”

      “Reptiles.”

      Spencer smirked, unruffled by the insult. “You can put your claws away. I’m off the clock tonight.”

      The bartender set Kimberleigh’s glass of prosecco in front of her. Snatching it up, she marched away from the bar, determined to put as much distance as possible between herself and Spencer Devlin.

      Unfortunately, like so many in his line of work, he was as relentless as a mosquito and impervious to social cues. He closed the distance between them in two strides of his long legs and stepped in front of her, forcing a halt to her retreat. “I have to say, I’m surprised to see you here.”

      Kimberleigh leveled an impatient glare at him. “Why is that?”

      “I wouldn’t have taken you for the charitable type.”

      “I could say the same about you.”

      “As a matter of fact, I’m heavily involved with several charities. I try to lend my support to good causes whenever I can make the time.”

      She rolled her eyes as she sipped her prosecco. “Good for you.”

      “I have a question.”

      Her gaze narrowed. “I thought you were off the clock.”

      “This is off the record. Merely for my own edification.”

      “Big word.”

      His cheek dimpled in an annoyingly attractive smirk. “It was featured last week on my Big Word of the Day calendar.”

      She ignored his attempt at humor. “Any questions you have for me can be posed through my publicist, who will gladly relay that I have nothing to say to you today or ever.”

      “You really don’t like me, do you?”

      “Does that surprise you?”

      He shrugged. “Most people like me. I’m a likable guy.”

      Kimberleigh’s lip curled. “I find that difficult to believe.”

      “Maybe you should give me another chance.”

      “Why? So you can ask me about my underwear on national television again?”

      He frowned, and if she didn’t know better, she might almost think there was a hint of contrition in it. “Is that what this is about?”

      “Among other things.” There was also the matter of his interview with actress Poppy Carpenter last year. Spencer had ambushed her on-air with a series of invasive questions about her abusive father that hadn’t been cleared in the pre-interview and ended up making her cry. Kimberleigh had worked with Poppy early in her career and felt a certain amount of loyalty to her, especially given her troubled past. She didn’t deserve to have her private struggles made public without her consent.

      Spencer’s eyes narrowed slightly. “How many reporters asked you similar questions about your costume on that press tour?”

      “Too many,” Kimberleigh was forced to concede. It had come up a few times on this recent press tour as well, but her publicity team had gotten better about shutting down that line of questioning. “But you’re the only one who did it live on a national network morning show.”

      Spencer nodded. “Would it help if I offered an apology?”

      The offer took Kimberleigh by surprise, but she had no interest in an apology. She didn’t give a crap about Spencer’s feelings or his opinion of her. She simply wanted him and every other reporter to stop talking about actresses as if they were thoroughbred horses rather than human beings. She’d wanted to punish him so he’d learn a lesson and do better with the next young actress who wound up in his interview chair. But she’d also enjoyed punishing him because he was a shallow jackass who’d embarrassed her and humiliated someone she liked.

      She gazed at him coolly, refusing to let any emotion into her expression. “Like I said, any questions you have for me can be posed through my publicist.”

      Spencer opened his mouth, but before he could say anything they were interrupted by Robbie Scarborough.

      “Kimberleigh! You look stunning as usual.” The handsome actor and former teen heartthrob leaned in to kiss her cheek. When he turned to address Spencer, the smile left Robbie’s eyes. “I’m not interrupting, am I?”

      “No,” Kimberleigh answered. “Spencer was just leaving.”

      Spencer met Robbie’s taut smile with one of his own. “Apparently I was just leaving.” His gaze dropped to Kimberleigh, and his expression softened. “Kimberleigh. Always a pleasure talking to you.”

      “I hate that fucking guy,” Robbie muttered as soon as Spencer was out of earshot.

      Robbie happened to be Poppy Carpenter’s ex-fiancé, so he had good reason to dislike Spencer Devlin. Poppy and Robbie had been Hollywood’s favorite couple four years ago when Kimberleigh had landed her second feature-film role playing Poppy’s younger sister. Not long after that movie had wrapped, Robbie and Poppy went through a public breakup that got messy after a gossip site claimed Poppy had cheated on Robbie with his best friend.

      The gossip site that had started the rumor? Hot Hollywood Nights—the same one Spencer Devlin had been writing for at the time, back before he’d landed his first on-camera job with the Hot Hollywood Nights television show.

      “So say we all,” Kimberleigh murmured as she watched Spencer disappear into the crowd.

      Robbie turned back to her, flashing the boyish grin that had launched a million millennial preteen crushes. “I saw him corner you and thought you might need a rescue.”

      “I appreciate that.” Kimberleigh offered Robbie a sincere smile. The two of them went back a ways, and he’d been nice to her before she was anyone important. “I could have taken out the trash myself, but it’s nice to have an assist.”

      “How’ve you been?” Robbie asked. “I haven’t seen you in forever.”

      “Working nonstop. You know how it is. Trying to capitalize on the momentum while it lasts.”

      Robbie nodded. “Nice work if you can get it.”

      His career hadn’t exactly been going gangbusters lately. He’d made some bad calls and starred in a couple of back-to-back flops. It had been a while since he’d headlined a box office hit, which meant he probably wasn’t getting offered the big projects anymore.

      When Kimberleigh looked at Robbie, she saw what her future could be in ten years if she didn’t do everything exactly right. It was daunting to realize how easily you could go from superstar to afterthought. That was the reason she drove herself so hard. She didn’t want to be another forgotten has-been.

      They chatted for a few minutes before Robbie excused himself to go say hi to someone else. As they’d talked, the ballroom had filled up, and Kimberleigh felt the curious eyes of the general admission attendees on her and the others in the roped-off VIP area. It was like being an animal on display at the zoo—stared at and photographed, but protected from the gawkers by the bars of the cage they inhabited.

      Still, she’d come here for a reason, and it wasn’t to hang out with other celebrities. The prosecco she’d drunk while chatting with Robbie had helped take the edge off her frayed nerves. She considered another glass, then thought better of it. It was wiser to keep her wits sharp if she was going to be mingling with the public.

      She recognized quite a few celebrity guests chatting it up with the ticket holders on the other side of the ropes. The attendees seemed to be on their best behavior so far, and there were plenty of watchful security personnel stationed around the room, ready to intervene if anyone got too brazen. Best to get this over with now, before too much alcohol had been consumed and people began to forget their manners.

      Depositing her empty glass on a table, Kimberleigh put on her most becoming smile and ventured out of the VIP area. She spent the next hour working the room. Moving from group to group and introducing herself as if she didn’t expect to be recognized. Shaking hands with breathless strangers, answering their questions about her movies, and posing for dozens of selfies.

      This part of fame didn’t come easily for her. She’d always found the parasocial relationship between celebrities and fans difficult to navigate. It was unnerving talking to total strangers who felt like they knew her because they’d seen her face on-screen and read a lot of half-truths about her on the internet.

      Unlike a lot of actors, Kimberleigh wasn’t a natural people person. She wasn’t an extrovert and she didn’t thrive on attention. It took a lot of effort to be “on” for people. To smooth all her rough edges and be the perfect embodiment of the person they wanted her to be. The ideal fantasy they’d created in their heads instead of the messy, flawed human she actually was. It felt like walking on a tightrope above the circus floor. The better she got at it, the higher they moved the rope—and the farther she had to fall if she made a wrong step.

      As more people poured into the ballroom, the din grew louder and more oppressive. Kimberleigh’s smile began to feel more wooden, and it became even more of a struggle to retrieve the appropriate social niceties and keep the small talk flowing smoothly with tongue-tied fans.

      “Enjoy the rest of the night,” she said to a pair of wide-eyed teenage girls after posing for what must have been her hundredth selfie of the evening. “It was lovely to meet you.”

      This damned corset had been a mistake. Her chest felt tight, like she couldn’t get enough air, and her heart was racing so fast it was difficult to think straight.

      Deciding she’d done enough for the cause, Kimberleigh made her way back inside the VIP section. Instead of another prosecco, she asked for a glass of ice water. Her face felt hot and itchy even though it was freezing in the ballroom. She pressed the cold glass to the inside of her wrist, wondering if she was having a reaction to the makeup they’d put on her.

      “Look who it is! Little Kimmie!”

      Hiding a wince, Kimberleigh turned around to face the former professional wrestler who’d greeted her. “Hello, Chuck.”

      Chuck Hammer grinned as his massive arms enveloped her in a suffocating hug. Kimberleigh tolerated the middle-aged action star’s embrace, then stepped back as soon as he let her go. She’d done her very first film with him, playing his

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/star-bright-full-page-print-copy.jpg
A Starstruck Romance

Buight

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SUSANNAR N

Haver Street Press





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.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/star-bright-final-jpeg-high.jpg
. MY
A g(arstruck Romance

ml ‘

USA TO AY BESTSELLIN AUTHOR

SUSANNAH N






