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      Welcome to the Spring Training series by USA Today best-selling author Becca Jameson. Spring Training follows the lives of several major league baseball players as they deal with the fame and reality of life and love.
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        She has no idea who he is…

      

        

      
        Zia’s main passion in life is art. And she’d gladly spend days on end sketching the hunky man who stops to admire her work while jogging through the park one sunny afternoon.

      

        

      
        He unwisely keeps her in the dark…

      

        

      
        Brett has been ogling Zia for days. The sketch in her lap provides the perfect opening. When it’s immediately obvious she has no idea he’s a major league baseball player, he relishes the opportunity to take a gorgeous woman out on a normal date.

      

        

      
        Will she give him a second chance? What about a third?

      

        

      
        What Brett doesn’t know is that Zia grew up with a compulsive liar, and his omission is more than she can tolerate. Second chances are rare in this life, and somehow Brett manages to squander that one also. He’s got an uphill battle if he wants to fight for this strong-willed woman.

      

        

      
        This first book in the series, Catching Zia, features the second baseman and his desire to meet a woman who isn’t after him for his money or his celebrity status.

      

        

      
        **This is a full-length novel with 63,000 words, a happily ever after, no cliffhanger, no cheating, and super hot sex scenes.**
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      “Oh my God. That’s amazing.”

      Zia twisted around in her seat, nearly dropping her sketch pad on the ground at the voice coming from behind her. “Wha… What?” Her heart raced as she jerked one earbud out. She’d been in her own world. The place she went when she wanted to escape and simply sketch the scenery.

      Greynolds Park was the best place in the world to hone her skills.

      Her gaze landed on the enormous hunk of man leaning over the back of her park bench. His face was inches from hers. But he wasn’t looking at her. He was staring at her sketch.

      He jerked his gaze to hers and grimaced. “I’m so sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you. Or interrupt. Or…eavesdrop.” He righted himself, standing tall and then pointing at her sketch pad. “But that’s awesome. Are you an artist?”

      Zia swallowed, trying to catch up. It was difficult. The guy was huge. And fit. And sweaty. And out of breath. He’d obviously been running. In fact, he lifted one leg behind him and stretched it as he studied her face.

      “I’m… Well, sort of.” She bit her lip. Would she describe herself as an artist yet? Yes. Yes, she would. She sat up straighter and met the man’s gaze.

      Why is he talking to me?

      He dropped the leg and lifted an arm over his head to stretch that elbow back. He was glistening with sweat, but it only made him sexier. His chest was rock solid and bulging with muscles. The gray T-shirt he wore was sleeveless—the sleeves having been torn off haphazardly. It was tight. Some sort of baseball logo on the front. His face was slightly red from the run, but chiseled to perfection. Strong jawline. Perfect dimples when he turned his mouth up into a smile.

      “I guess you’re an artist no matter how you slice it, judging from what I can see.” He pointed at her sketch pad, the one slowly slipping from her lap.

      She gripped it tighter to keep it from sliding to the bench alongside her. Then she lowered her feet to the ground. She’d been sitting with her heels on the bench, her pad against her knees.

      His smile got brighter, and he wiped a hand on his damp T-shirt and then lifted it toward her. “Brett.”

      She let her gaze fall from his sun-bleached hair to his hand. He was introducing himself?

      The socially appropriate thing to do is to lift your hand and shake his and state your name. She did just that, feeling quite proud of her ability to behave like a normal human being after the sudden disruption, and in light of the fact that he was unbelievably attractive. “Zia.” She cringed when she saw her fingers were nearly black from graphite.

      “I see you here sometimes.” He glanced at their surroundings and then looked back at her. “I can see why. It’s gorgeous. And you obviously have plenty of material to work with.”

      “Uh…yeah.” He's noticed me before? Have I slipped into another dimension? Zia was certain she wasn’t the sort of person people noticed. Ever. She liked it that way.

      “I hope you get paid well for those pictures.” He pointed at the sketch pad again.

      She scrunched up her face. “These? No. These are just sketches.”

      “What?” His voice rose. “You’re like Picasso or something. Tell me you’re kidding. I know at least a dozen people who would pay a fortune for that.” He tapped the edge of the pad, careful not to smudge her work, which wasn’t necessary. This was a practice pad. Nothing important.

      A rush of pride raced through Zia’s body. How often did someone notice or comment on her work? Granted, she hadn’t put herself all the way out there yet, but she was close. “I do have some paintings in a gallery. I’ve sold a few. I’m hoping to have enough work soon to have my own show.”

      He smiled. “Awesome. I’d like to see that.”

      The man caused her brain to freeze. She didn’t think she could possibly pull together enough sentences to continue this conversation. Should she tell him where her paintings were available? Was he really interested?

      Or was he hitting on her? That thought made her mouth dry. Men didn’t typically hit on her like this. Especially gorgeous specimens who looked like they owned a gym.

      “If you’re just getting started, do you have another day job?” he asked.

      “I’m a nanny.” She smiled broadly, even though she didn’t bother to mention that her charges were weeks from not needing her anymore, and she was about to become a starving artist.

      “Impressive. Anyone who can work with kids is amazing. They’re…” he waved a hand through the air, looking for the right words, “…confusing and…sticky.”

      She giggled before she could stop herself. “They’re adorable small people. You just have to give them a chance.”

      The sexy hot guy is still talking to me…

      “Mmm.” He snapped his fingers. “Do you do murals by any chance? Like wall murals?”

      “I have, on occasion. I did some for the kids I watch. And some of their friends.” You need some teddy bears on a wall in your house? Suddenly she jerked her gaze to his left hand to see if he was married. Maybe he had kids and needed to hire someone to paint their rooms.

      Nope. Or at least he didn’t wear a ring. There wasn’t a tan line or an indentation either, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. Some people didn’t like to wear a wedding ring.

      Surely he wouldn’t have made a flippant statement about kids being confusing and sticky if he had his own, though.

      Before he spoke again, he reached over his shoulder with one hand and tugged his scrap of T-shirt over his head.

      Holy mother of God. He was so freakishly built. His damn chest was like a sculpture. If she had some clay, she would love to have him pose for a day and let her recreate him. Or maybe it would take two days. She might even be able to drag it out longer.

      Brett wiped the sweat off his face with his wadded T-shirt. “My sister’s about to have a baby,” he beamed. “It’s a girl. She’s been looking for someone to do a mural on one wall of the nursery. Fairies or something. Could you do it?”

      Ah, so there was a reason this man was speaking to her. Bingo. It wasn’t because he thought she was cute or beautiful or gorgeous or sexy or whatever men needed to think to ask a woman out. It was because he needed her services.

      She blew out a breath and let her shoulders fall. This was more comfortable territory than thinking he was attracted to her.

      Wasn’t it?

      Or maybe it was actually disappointing deep down.

      He stared at her quizzically.

      Shit. He’d asked her a question. “Uh, I suppose. Yes. Does she live near here? When does she need it?”

      He nodded. “Close, yes. And she still has a few weeks. How long does a mural usually take?”

      “Oh, it depends. But often not more than a day or two. I can do it on my days off. Usually over a weekend.”

      “Cool. Do you have a card or something? I could have her call you.”

      This conversation was more bizarre than any she’d ever had. She didn’t know this man. He could be a serial killer for all she knew. Although that wasn’t likely considering how normal he seemed—if you overlooked his physique. That part was not remotely normal.

      “No.” She felt a flush race up her cheeks. “Haven’t really needed one. But I’ve got a website if she wants to see some of my previous work. It’s not much, but it’s there.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a coffee shop receipt. Flipping it over, she wrote her web address and phone number on the back side and then handed it to him.

      Who in their right mind would contact her after that most unprofessional exchange? She really did need business cards if she ever expected to make a go of her art career.

      Who was she kidding? An art career? She’d been slowly accumulating pieces for the last few years. But the reality was she didn’t have the savings to take a risk and go all in. She needed a backup job to keep the rent paid. So, she’d been scouring the want ads for another family needing a nanny.

      Maybe she was selling herself short? She sat up straighter, smiled warmly, and made a mental decision to expand her job focus. “I’d be happy to meet with your sister sometime to discuss the possibilities. If she’s interested.”

      Brett tucked the receipt in his shorts pocket and smiled back at her. “Perfect. I’ll let her know.”
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      “So let me get this straight.” Monica laughed, setting her hand on her enormous belly while she did so. “You saw this girl in the park a few times, introduced yourself, and then asked her to paint my nursery?”

      “Yep.” He really didn’t want the third degree from his sister. He still couldn’t believe he’d approached Zia in the first place. Starting conversations with random women wasn’t his forte.

      Nope. Usually they came to him. Well, always. They had ever since he’d been about twelve and realized people considered him attractive.

      But he ran the Greynolds Park path every day in the baseball off-season. He’d seen Zia sitting on that bench several times. There was something about her that caught his eye. The way her wavy brown hair was always pulled back in a loose ponytail. The way she tucked it absentmindedly behind her right ear every so often. The intensity in her expression.

      The world around her ceased to exist from the moment she took out her sketchbook and pencils. She saw nothing and no one except the subject of her sketch. Admittedly, he saw her a few times before he realized what she was doing. But once he did, he knew he would find a way to use it as an opening line. He was pretty proud of that line too.

      Unfortunately, he doubted Zia even heard his first statement. He hadn’t factored in that she always wore a pair of earbuds and wouldn’t likely hear him.

      At the last second, he’d leaned closer and spoke louder than intended. And prayed she heard him.

      Monica shook her head. “This seems like a bad idea. You know nothing about this woman.”

      “I know she’s a nanny, and she’s an amazing artist.” He grinned widely, setting his elbows on the island in his sister’s kitchen.

      “Uh-huh. And she’s attractive.”

      “Well, yeah.”

      Monica chuckled. “Since when do you pick up women like that? Your phone must be ringing off the hook. You’ve never had a shortage of people to date. You feeling like you need the challenge?”

      Brett shrugged. Honestly, he had no idea what he was thinking. She was right. He almost never pursued a woman. He’d never even had a chance. And meeting someone who didn’t see dollar signs and publicity first was even more difficult. If he went out with one more fake chick, he would lose his mind.

      That’s why he hadn’t been on a date in months. Not one since the previous baseball season ended last October. And it had been a relief.

      “I don’t know what it is about her, but I’m drawn to her. I want to get to know her. Will you do it?”

      Monica narrowed her gaze. “Does she know who you are?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t think so. I’d rather keep it that way.” He truly didn’t think Zia recognized him, and the idea was refreshing like an ocean breeze.

      “Brett, I’m not going to lie for you.”

      “Not asking you to lie. Just don’t specifically mention my profession if you can avoid it. Please?”

      Monica groaned, rolling her shoulders. “What if she does a horrible job and I hate it, and you marry her and I’m stuck with her stupid mural on my wall for ten years?”

      It was Brett’s turn to laugh. “That’s a bit of a stretch, don’t you think?”

      “I’m never home. I’m not even here now,” she stated as she grabbed her keys from the counter and settled her purse on her shoulder. She glanced at her watch. “I need to be in the office for a meeting in fifteen minutes. How would I supervise a stranger for two days in my home?”

      “I could do it.” He wiggled his brows at her. “What are brothers for?”

      She rolled her eyes. “How altruistic of you.” Then she headed for the door. “Lock up when you leave.”

      “Will you call her?”

      “Lord…okay. I’ll call her. Tomorrow.”

      “Thanks, Monica.”

      She opened the door to step into the garage when he stopped her one more time. “Oh, and Monica?”

      “Yes?”

      “Please, for the love of God, don’t hit on her. Let me have a stab at this one.” He batted both eyes, glad she didn’t have anything close to throw at him.

      He could still hear her laughter after she shut the door.

      He was half teasing, but only half. There had really only been one instance about four years ago when he introduced a woman he was dating to Monica and quickly found out the woman swung the other way.

      Within an hour, Monica had sheepishly snatched her out of his clutches.

      It had only happened one time. And of course, he realized Monica had no control over the woman’s attraction to her, but he never let her forget. It was way too fun teasing her.

      What Brett learned was that both he and his sister were attracted to the same type of woman. Not the flashy, gold-digger sort, but the down-to-earth, genuine sort.

      He finally pushed off the island and headed for the front door. He had a website to peruse.
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      Zia was sitting in her car, waiting for Haley to finish soccer practice, when her phone rang in her hand. She glanced at the number and hesitated. It wasn’t a number she knew, but it was local.

      She took a chance and answered. “Hello?”

      “Hi. Is this Zia?” the woman asked tentatively.

      “Yes.” Zia was seconds from hanging up, assuming this was a sales call.

      “This is Monica Michelson. You spoke to my brother the other day? At the park? About the mural?”

      “Oh, right.” Zia was stunned. She hadn’t expected the woman to call.

      “I looked at your website. You’ve done some amazing jobs. I was wondering if you’d be interested in working on a mural for me.”

      “Thanks. Absolutely. I’d be happy to come by one evening and take a look at the space and get an idea of what you want.”

      “Sounds great. I’ll be home Thursday night by about seven. Does that work for you?”

      “Perfect.”

      “I’ll text you my address.”

      “Okay. See you then.”

      Huh. Interesting. And surprising. Brett was his name. She didn’t catch his last name, and it wasn’t likely to match his sister’s. But she was certainly curious as to why he was doing her this favor. Surely he wasn’t interested in her. Right? There were better ways to pick up women than to arrange for them to do a mural in their sister’s house.

      Besides, she was so not in his league. He was buff, and sexy, and blond, and sculpted like a model.

      She was, well, Zia. Not that she thought she wasn’t attractive. Her self-esteem was fine. She dated on occasion, when she had the inclination to give someone a chance. But not often and never seriously.

      A permanent relationship had never been on her radar. Not after watching what her mom went through for eighteen years before Zia moved out, got her own apartment, and landed a good enough job to make ends meet.

      She shuddered, remembering her mother’s parting words. “Zia Marie Sharpley, if you think you can make it out there on your own with just your looks, you’re sadly mistaken. Do not come crawling back here when you find out how hard the real world is. I’m done with you.”

      Zia was so done with her mother it wasn’t funny. The door didn’t hit her in the ass, and she never looked back.

      Carmen Sharpley lived in a warped world in which she was the center of the universe and no one else mattered. Including her illegitimate daughter, who—to hear her tell it—ruined her mother’s perfect body by being born.

      The woman spent every moment of her life fixated on her looks and her body—her hair, her skin, her nails, her face. Made Zia nauseous. And the parade of men she dated was worse. All any of them saw was a temporarily pretty face and body. All Carmen ever saw was dollar signs. And she used any means she could to snag one man after another—including lying her way into their lives. Deception was her forte. She had perfected it with decades of practice.

      Years of therapy in Zia’s early twenties helped her realize all the things her mother spewed at her when she was growing up were lies. She was nearly her mother’s twin in the looks department, if the woman could strip away the fake façade. But apparently, Carmen hadn’t wanted the competition. So she spent most of Zia’s childhood pointing out how unlucky Zia was to be so ordinary and drab.

      The constant put-downs exacted their toll—at least in the short run.

      Zia had one important detail in her favor, however. She didn’t want to put on a mask like her mom. She didn’t want the attention it brought or the fake life the woman led with a steady stream of fake suitors.

      Zia was in her twenties before she realized she wasn’t the ugly duckling her mom told her she was, but by then, she preferred her life the way it was. It wasn’t that she hid from her looks. It was that she enjoyed anonymity. She wasn’t shy. She was introverted. And she was perfectly content when people walked right by her without noticing her.

      She had no time for disingenuous people who only cared about the surface of things.

      That’s why she loved children.

      When the car door opened, she nearly jumped in her seat. Her mind had wandered until the world ceased to exist around her.

      “Hey, Zia.” Haley leaned in the passenger side and grinned. “Can I drive home?”

      Zia smiled back. “Of course.” She climbed out of the driver’s seat and traded sides with Haley, the act a constant reminder that in a few weeks, Haley would be sixteen. The girls didn’t need Zia anymore—Tasha was thirteen—but neither them nor their parents had wanted to let her go until it was absolutely necessary.

      Zia had pride in knowing that. She’d been with the girls for almost ten years. Before she became their nanny, she had been babysitting for them at least once a week in the evenings for three years, and then Mrs. Wilkenson decided to go back to work. At nineteen, Zia was a little younger than the average nanny, but she’d been on her own for almost a year and was desperate for a full-time job. Since the girls loved her, the Wilkensons had hired her, and the rest was history.

      Zia had been saved from the possibility of crawling back home with her tail between her legs or homelessness.

      For the first few years, she lived with the Wilkensons. Then she’d gotten an apartment and started taking college classes while the girls were at school.

      Now, things were winding down. It was time to move on. She’d finished her art degree but had no idea what to do next. Find another family and do what she was comfortable with? Or step out of her comfort zone and search for an art-related job? Could she stay afloat as an artist? She had very little savings.

      Both prospects were scary. At twenty-nine… Ugh.

      Haley was an excellent driver. She would do fine when she got her license. And though no one had specifically set a date for Zia to move on with her life, in her mind, Haley’s birthday was the best day to end her employment.

      As she watched the young almost-woman navigate the Miami streets, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of pride. She was partially responsible for the wonderful women Haley and Tasha would be.

      “You’re quiet,” Haley commented.

      “Just thinking.”

      “About what?”

      “What a great driver you are.”

      She giggled as she made a right turn, looking carefully both ways. “You mostly taught me.”

      “Your dad worked with you a lot. Don’t give me all the credit.”

      “Yeah. He did. Some. But not every day like you.” She grew quiet again, and then she whispered, “You’re going to leave us, aren’t you?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I don’t want you to.”

      “I know, but you don’t need me anymore. You’re almost a grown woman. I need to move on. It’s time. It’ll be sad at first, but we’ll always be in touch.” Zia swallowed the ball forming in her throat that threatened to bring tears.

      “What are you going to do?” Haley asked as she made another turn.

      “Not sure yet. I have lots of decisions to make, don’t I?”

      “Art? You worked so hard for your degree. Maybe something in design or a magazine or something?”

      “Maybe.” The truth was Zia had avoided facing this fact. It was time, though. She needed to pull up her big-girl panties and tackle the future.

      “Does your friend Lily have any ideas? Maybe you could work in her gallery or something?”

      Zia shrugged. “I prefer actually making art over selling it.”

      “Yeah. I can see that.” Haley sighed. “I’ll miss you.”

      “I’ll miss you too, sweetie. More than you know.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “What did you have in mind?” Zia asked Monica as she stared at the blank wall in what would be her baby’s nursery. “Brett said something about fairies?”

      Zia liked this woman. They hit it off immediately. She was warm and friendly, like her brother. Not the least bit pretentious, even though she lived in an expensive house in an equally wonderful neighborhood—a gated community.

      Monica hadn’t mentioned her husband yet. No one else seemed to be home. But that didn’t matter. She doubted any man cared much about the color schemes of a nursery.

      “Yeah. Can you do something like that? I’ve always had a fascination with fairies and their magical mysticism. Oh…” She turned around quickly and grabbed a book off the lone piece of furniture sitting in the middle of the room. “I have pictures. Just an idea. I’m open to suggestions.”

      Zia stepped closer and leaned over to watch as Monica flipped through the pages slowly. “No problem. I love the idea. I can do it.”

      Monica beamed. “Really? That would be so awesome.”

      “If you want, I could come over tomorrow night and do some preliminary sketches on the wall to give you an idea. See if you like it. I’ll sketch something up on paper too. You can tweak it to fit what you visualized.”

      “I didn’t honestly visualize anything in particular. Just the fairy motif. Maybe greens and pinks and purples and blues?”

      “Sounds perfect.”

      A noise somewhere in the house caused Zia to face the door. Maybe Monica’s husband was home?

      But the person who filled the doorway a few seconds later took Zia’s breath away. For a heartbeat, she stood there blinking. Then she realized this wasn’t Monica’s husband. It was Brett.

      His smile filled the room. “Hey, ladies. You coming up with ideas?”

      “Yep,” Monica responded. “You were right. I looked at the murals she has on her website. She’s really talented. She has a vision already. I’m sure she’ll do a great job.”

      Brett cocked his head to one side, still smiling. “You doubted me?”

      “Never.”

      Zia cleared her throat. “I hardly think you had much to go on. A glimpse at my doodling in the park.” She didn’t mean to make light of her abilities, but honestly, Brett had no idea what she could do from what he saw. He hadn’t even flipped through her sketchbook to see any other examples.

      “Don’t sell yourself short. I saw your website. I also visited that gallery where you have several items on display.” He strolled slowly into the room, his fingers tucked into the edges of the pockets of his jeans, his navy polo stretched tight across his chest, his blond hair hanging slightly too long in ringlets across his forehead. Holy mother, he was hot.

      Zia fidgeted in her spot, switching her weight from one leg to the other several times. Her hands were sweaty, and she wiped them on her thighs. Suddenly she was hyperaware of the fact that she had on worn, faded jeans, a white tank top, and flip-flops.

      Since when did she care what she looked like?

      And why hadn’t it occurred to her she might see Brett here tonight? After all, it was his idea.

      Wait… He went to the gallery and saw her work? She hadn’t even told him which gallery exhibited her paintings.

      She lifted one shaky hand and tucked an errant curl behind her ear. Her long thick locks were pulled back in a clip, but several from the side always managed to escape.

      She hadn’t even put on makeup.

      Again, why do I care?

      It had been a long time since she had the urge to impress someone. Starting with this golden specimen of a man was probably not in her best interest.

      Monica cleared her throat. “Gosh. I’m thirsty. I’m going to grab a bottle of water. You want anything, Zia?”

      “No.” She jerked her gaze to the kind woman. “I’m fine. Thanks.”

      Monica fled the room as if it were on fire, her cute baby bump leading the way.

      Brett inched closer. “What do you think?”

      “About what?” Her mind was foggy with him so close. He looked different tonight. With clothes on. He was tanned. Perfectly tanned. But not nearly as red as he had been after running the other day.

      One corner of his mouth lifted. “The mural?”

      “Oh. Right.” She turned to face the wall to avoid staring at him. As if the mural spoke to her, she commented. “It will be a fun project. I’m looking forward to it. Thanks for the referral. That was kind of you.”

      “Zia.”

      She jerked her gaze back to his, meeting his deep blue eyes. “Yes?”

      “You don’t seriously believe I didn’t have ulterior motives when I asked you to do this project, do you?”

      “What?” She hesitated a moment. Shit. Shit shit shit. What was he talking about? She glanced at the door, fearing for half a second that he meant to abduct her or something.

      But that was crazy. She didn’t feel unsafe in his presence. Or his sister’s.

      He slowly reached out a hand and tucked that lock of hair behind her ear again. Then he cupped her cheek for a brief moment before dropping his hand. “Don’t get me wrong. You’re an amazing artist. I’m sure you’ll do an unbelievable job here, but really, I wanted to get to know you.”

      She gasped. Though she shouldn’t have. It’s not like the idea hadn’t crossed her mind. She just found it rather inconceivable. “I don’t think I’m your type,” she blurted before she could stop herself.

      He frowned. “How do you know? I don’t have a ‘type’.”

      She pursed her lips and glanced at the door, willing Monica to return. She didn’t, of course. “So, you never needed me to paint this wall?” That hurt.

      “What? Are you kidding? Of course I want you to paint my niece’s wall. Definitely.” He ran a hand through his hair and looked away. “I never should have said anything. I’m sorry. Can we back up a step?”

      “I don’t think so. No.”

      He sighed and dropped his hands to his sides. “Okay, so obviously what I meant was that I’m attracted to you. I saw you multiple times while I was running. And I manned up and spoke to you. Then I found out you were an incredible artist, and I used that to my advantage.

      “That’s the whole truth. Please paint my sister’s mural. I’ll leave you alone to do it. But then I’m going to ask you out.” He turned around and left the room.

      He left the room?

      Zia couldn’t move or breathe. Everything he said was such a blur.

      Monica returned at the same time Zia heard a door shut. “Everything okay?”

      “No idea. Your brother… He…”

      “Stuck his foot in his mouth?”

      “Something like that.”

      “Yeah. He does that.” Monica winced as Zia looked from the doorway to her.

      “He does that? Invites strangers into your home and then asks them out? Does he do that often?”

      The woman laughed, holding a hand over her belly. “No. Never. Not even once. I meant, he stumbles over his words when he’s nervous. And he likes you.”

      Zia simply blinked at Monica. This was preposterous. “You want me to paint a mural?” She still wasn’t sure that was even a real prospect.

      “Yes. Definitely. You’re starting tomorrow, right?”
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        * * *

      

      Zia was at lunch the following day when her phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID and smiled before answering. “Lily. What’s up? I haven’t heard from you in a while.”

      “I was going to say the same thing about you,” her friend replied. Zia had met Lily eight years ago at the university. Lily had taught the first painting class Zia registered for. She was only five years older than Zia, and the two of them had become friends throughout that semester.

      Lily also owned a gallery in Miami, and she’d graciously put several of Zia’s pieces up for sale. So far, Zia had sold several pieces, and Lily had been nagging her for months to have her own show.

      “Please tell me you sold something of mine,” Zia began. “I could use the ego boost.”

      Lily giggled, her light, tinkling voice making Zia smile. “In fact, I did. I sold that colorful painting you did at the park a few years ago.”

      “The one with the orange sunset?”

      “That’s the one. So get on it, girl, and bring me some more work. You really need to have your own show. Let’s get it on the calendar. Your star is on the rise.”

      “It wasn’t a friend of yours that bought it? Someone you put up to it?”

      Lily laughed. “Nope. A legitimate sale to someone I’d never seen before.”

      Zia had several pieces in her apartment. She could bring a few more to Lily, but she hadn’t put much time into her paintings lately. Maybe the mural would inspire her to get back into it. She’d spent countless hours sketching, but few hours with acrylics.

      “What have you been working on lately? Please tell me you’re putting yourself out there. You went to all that trouble to get your art degree, and now you’re too modest to go for it. Or maybe you’re scared?”

      Lily knew her well. “True on both counts. But there’s also the little matter of rent and utilities and food.” She vowed to get her rear in gear and spend more time in her studio. It wouldn’t be easy keeping a full-time job and painting at night, but if she ever wanted to make it as an artist, she needed to quit stalling and put in the long hours.

      “Eh. Highly overrated,” Lily teased. “Besides, you have nights and weekends.”

      She was right. Zia perked up. It did seem like the world was giving her a sign lately to return to her passion. Reminders were popping up at every turn. “I do have an art job, actually. I’m painting a mural for a baby’s room. Fairies.”

      “Ooh, that sounds like fun. Anyone I know?”

      “Doubt it. The job sort of fell into my lap. Met this guy at the park the other day⁠—”

      “Wait. Met a guy? My Zia met a guy?”

      Zia chuckled. “Okay, maybe that didn’t come out right. There was a guy at the park. He met me really. Walked right up, admired my sketches, asked me to paint something for his sister.”

      “No shit. Did he call you? Are you going out with him?”

      A shiver raced up Zia’s skin. I wish. “I’m not sure it’s like that. I think he genuinely wanted me to do a mural.” Right? Did he really intend to call her after she finished the mural?

      Lily laughed.

      “What’s so funny?”

      “No way some guy introduced himself at the park just to hire you for an art job. Have you looked in the mirror lately?”

      “Ha ha. There are people in the world who aren’t looking to get laid just because they speak to you.” Though Zia winced as soon as the words left her mouth. The guy Lily had been dating for over a year was probably only interested in getting laid any time it suited him.

      Zia was convinced Luke Vandergriff was sleeping with far more women than Lily. She didn’t have any proof, but she’d bet her paycheck on it.

      “Mmm. Not likely. But you go with that. Ten bucks says he shows up at his sister’s while you’re working.”

      “Hmm.” Zia wasn’t about to take that bet. It was entirely possible Lily was right.

      “Let me know how it goes with Mr. Art Enthusiast. And think about that art show, okay?”

      “Yep. Thanks for calling. Nice to hear from you.”

      “It’s been too long. Let’s go out soon.”

      “Sounds great. I’ll call you in a few days.”
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      Zia had one pencil stuck behind her ear and one in her hand when she suddenly realized she wasn’t alone. She spun around, yanking her earbuds out to face whoever was behind her.

      Monica.

      “So sorry. Didn’t mean to scare you.” She lifted her gaze to the wall and inched closer. “My God, you’re amazing. That’s so professional.”

      “Thank you. Glad you like it.”

      “Like it? I freaking love it.” She continued to stare. “My kid’s going to have the best nursery on the planet. Wait until my friends see this. I hope you have a lot of free weekends, because you’re going to be very busy.” She smiled warmly, meaning that in the best possible way.

      Zia flushed. “Thank you. I don’t know if it’s that great, but it’s what I love.” She’d been working all morning. Last night, she’d started sketching, and as soon as Monica saw it, she told her to keep going. She’d worked for hours Friday night, loving the way the sketch turned out. Today she was painting. It would take part of tomorrow to get it done, but she had to admit, it was one of her finest works. It felt so good to be getting her hands dirty again.

      “Trust me. It’s great. I’ll let you get back to work, but you need to stop and eat. I made you lunch.” Monica pointed to the plate of food on top of the dresser still sitting in the middle of the room. It wasn’t a piece of furniture that would probably remain in the room. In fact, it was situated haphazardly in the center as if ready to be moved.

      “That’s so sweet of you. You don’t have to feed me.”

      “Least I can do. It’s just a sandwich.” She waved Zia off and left her alone again.

      By seven o’clock that night, Zia was still wired, but she knew she should stop and finish tomorrow.

      She had paint all over her. Her T-shirt was covered in splotches. Her hair was a sticky mess on her neck. Long strands had escaped to annoy her cheeks for hours. She’d tucked the curls behind her ear so many times there was little doubt she had every color in the rainbow on her face.

      When she turned around with a handful of brushes that needed to be rinsed, she shrieked.

      “Sorry. I didn’t mean to sneak up on you.”

      Brett.

      He held up both hands apologetically from where he stood in the doorframe. “You get so involved in your work that you don’t hear anything around you.”

      “You’re right. Hazard of the job. I get consumed, block everything else out.” She forced herself to smile. She’d worked hard to keep from thinking about Brett, but failed. He crept into the forefront of her mind several times a day. Thoughts of running her hands over his hard muscles made her weak in the knees.

      At night, she’d flipped onto her stomach and then her back so many times it was exercise in and of itself.

      Nothing removed Brett or his smile or his dimples or his body from her mind.

      He let his gaze roam slowly up her body until she shuddered under the intensity. Then he turned to face the mural. “There are no words. I mean, I knew you were talented, but… Lord, woman. Why are you working as a nanny?”

      “I like my job?” She stiffened at his question. The last thing she wanted was for him to insinuate she should be doing anything other than exactly what she was doing. Caring for two kids. Turning them into fantastic humans.

      He met her gaze again. “I didn’t mean to…” He sighed. “I have trouble with words around you.”

      Good. That makes two of us.

      He grabbed the doorframe with both hands and leaned in farther. “Are you done? Can I take you to dinner?”

      Whoa. That was loaded. And so fast.

      She took a second to compose her thoughts and then took the easy road, pointing at her body. “I’m a mess. I’m pretty sure people would look at you funny.”

      He shrugged. “Nothing a change of clothes can’t fix. I’m not high maintenance.”

      “Well, that’s a relief, because if you wanted to go to dinner with me in this lifetime, you’d have to be happy with low maintenance. I’m pretty much like this all the time.”

      “Good.” He smiled. “So we agree. Dinner. How much time do you need? Can I follow you to your place to change?”

      She laughed. “Persistent, aren’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      She cocked a hip out, still holding the brushes in one hand and a paper towel in the other. “Okay, Mr. Tenacious. I can’t imagine why you want to go out with me, but I’ll take you up on it. However, I need more than a change of clothes. I do have some cleanliness standards. A shower is on that list. If you don’t mind waiting…”

      “Perfect. And don’t sell yourself short. Why the hell wouldn’t I want to go out with you?” He spun around and headed down the hall. “Coming?”
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      Brett was in over his head. Out of his league.

      It was ironic that Zia thought she was the one dating “up” as she seemed to assume. What she didn’t realize was the women he dated usually didn’t have brain cells filling the space between their ears. It was a breath of fresh air to speak to a woman who wasn’t after his money and didn’t put on airs.

      She didn’t seem to know he even had money. He hadn’t given her his last name yet, though surely Monica had. On the flip side, knowing his name might not help. He wasn’t so egotistical as to think everyone recognized him by name or sight. It was possible the woman didn’t even like baseball. It would be a bummer, but it wasn’t everyone’s sport.

      For the time being, he simply wanted to have dinner with a gorgeous, intelligent, sexy brunette who didn’t know who he was, what he did, or how much he made doing it.

      Relief. He could cross that bridge later. Much later. If all went well.

      He wandered around her small living room while she showered.

      His cock was stiff just thinking about her standing one wall away, naked and wet. But he mentally explained to his small head for the hundredth time that tonight was about getting to know her, not sex.

      She was quick. No woman he’d ever met, including his sister, was that fast. In under thirty minutes, she emerged. And took his breath away.

      He leaned against the back of her couch to keep himself upright. “Zia. Just…wow.”

      “What?” She glanced down and then touched her face. “Did I miss some paint?”

      “No. God no. You look fantastic.”

      She furrowed her brow. “You need glasses. All I did was shower. I told you I’m low-maintenance. I meant it.”

      She did way more than shower. There was no way he would believe she’d transformed that much in that short of time if he hadn’t seen it. Not that she wasn’t gorgeous before they arrived. She was. He’d thought so every time he’d set eyes on her. And that total now numbered six. He was counting.

      Her thick hair was blow-dried and hanging in long waves down her back. He’d never seen it down. He hadn’t realized it was that long.

      Her dark brown eyes were accentuated with a touch of mascara, he thought. Her lips had an equally modest lip gloss. That was probably all the makeup she wore. And she didn’t need anything else.

      The best part, however, was her sundress. Pale pink. Fitted. The skirt was full and landed barely long enough to be decent. The bodice hugged her chest to the point that he had to force himself to lift his gaze from her ample breasts.

      On her dainty, adorable feet were flat, strappy sandals in the same shade of pink as the dress. She had her hands behind her back, probably locked there to keep from fidgeting. Because everything about her told him she was uncomfortable with compliments and even with her chosen outfit. In fact, she looked as if she might bolt back to the bedroom and change into something she found more comfortable—like jeans.

      But he was glad she’d worn the dress. It told him she cared, and she wanted to go out with him.

      Thank God.

      He pushed off the back of the couch, suddenly unwilling to leave her apartment until he tasted her. Slowly, he ambled toward her, giving her plenty of time to retreat or speak.

      She did neither. Instead, she licked her lips.

      Which was his undoing.

      She even held her head tipped back to meet his gaze as he stepped into her personal space.

      Like he did the other day, he cupped her face, but this time he used his thumb to angle her chin up higher. He lowered his lips toward her, carefully reading her gaze.

      Her eyes were dilated.

      Fantastic.

      He didn’t break eye contact as he touched his mouth to hers. A feather’s touch. Hardly a kiss. Barely noticeable.

      But she kissed him back. And then she stuck her tongue tentatively out to lick her lips again, managing to lick his in the process.

      He moaned, unable to stop himself as he closed the distance so he could really kiss her. Angling his head to one side, he slid his tongue into her mouth and got his first taste of heaven.

      Divine.

      She was hesitant, but she didn’t pull back. She let him in, and then she dueled with him. When her hands landed on his waist, he knew he’d made the right decision.

      Kissing her before dinner had been a gamble, but it also had been slightly out of his control. Like a magnet, she pulled him to her.

      Her fingers dug into his abs as she slid her sweet hands to his belly. He could feel the heat through his carefully chosen shirt. The one he’d put on and taken off three times that afternoon, before finally settling on the pale blue, button-down that hung casually untucked over his best jeans. He wore loafers too.

      All this in the hopes Zia would still be at his sister’s and willing to go out with him.

      Blessed angels.

      Finally, he broke the kiss, setting his forehead against hers. “Wow.”

      “Yeah. Uh. Okay. Uh. Wow,” she murmured.

      He grinned. “Dinner?”

      She smiled back. “Good plan. It’s kinda hot in here.”

      It was hot all right. Smoldering. But not from lack of air conditioning. There was nothing wrong with her unit.

      Threading his fingers with hers, he led her silently from the apartment.

      As they stepped outside, an elderly man with a cane was exiting the unit next to Zia’s. He lifted his gaze and smiled, glancing back and forth between Zia and Brett. For a moment, Brett’s heart stopped. Did the man recognize him?

      Brett quickly realized that wasn’t the case at all. He was simply a kind neighbor. Zia let go of Brett’s hand and rushed over toward the man. “Mr. McCarthy, I’m so sorry. I’m out of my routine today. I never grabbed your mail. Let me get it really fast.”

      Brett watched as she jogged toward a row of boxes next to the street and returned a moment later with a small pile of mail, handing it to the older gentleman.

      “You’re such a sweet girl. Thank you, dear. You two have a great evening.” Mr. McCarthy winked at Brett and then turned around and went back inside. If he recognized Brett, he didn’t say a word.

      “Sorry about that. It’s dark. I didn’t want him to trip over the cracks in the sidewalk trying to get his mail.” Zia was slightly breathless.

      Brett was totally enamored. His heart rate picked up speed as he cupped her face and then slid his hand down to grasp hers and lead her toward the car.

      He didn’t consider what her reaction would be to his sports car until she stopped a few feet short of the passenger door. “This is your car?”

      Shit. Please, God, let this slide. I just want to enjoy the evening. “Yep. I like cars.”

      “What is it?”

      Thank you, God. If she didn’t know what it was, she wouldn’t have any idea what it cost. “It’s just a sports car. Guy thing. Early midlife crisis.” He shrugged and opened the door of his baby. His BMW 6 series.

      She climbed in without another word.

      He breathed a sigh of relief as he rounded the hood and was glad she left that topic when he entered. “You like Italian?”

      “Sure. Who doesn’t like Italian?” She gave him another one of those genuine smiles that flipped his stomach over and left him tongue-tied.

      How had he fallen this hard, this fast for a sprite of a woman who was nothing like anyone he’d ever dated? His teammates were going to harass him mercilessly if he managed to keep her long enough to get through all that explaining and not scare her off.

      Please tell me she likes baseball…

      Baseball had been his life for as long as he could remember. He’d worked his tail off through the years he was too scrawny and small to keep up with kids his own age. He’d continued to work hard all through high school and college when it appeared he had some talent and finally got taller and bulked up.

      Now, he was living the dream. Three years in the minor leagues and six years in the majors. He considered himself one of the lucky ones. He’d never had an injury that caused him to miss a season. He was getting older. But he still had several years left in him.

      He’d also been lucky enough to get traded to Miami two years ago with a four-year contract. That had been a childhood dream. His family lived in Miami. Mom, Dad, Monica. Being closer to them when he played home games was icing on the cake.

      In the off-season, like now, he usually preferred to lay low. Many of the other guys took elaborate vacations to Europe and really took advantage of their time off.

      But Brett liked to go into hiding and stay out of the public eye.

      Not that he didn’t get recognized on occasion, but he worked hard to keep it simple.

      Thankfully, he’d also met two of his best friends since coming to Miami. Dominic Cordes and Xavier Monreal had both been brought up three years ago. Good guys. The best.

      “Okay, we’re off then.”

      He knew the owners of the restaurant where he was taking Zia. They would keep his identity to themselves and give him a private table. He’d called them while she was in the shower, told Angelo he was bringing a date, and asked him to keep it low-profile.

      They rode in comfortable silence, with him unable to stop thinking about the feel of her lips against his. Her hands on his waist. The soft sound she made without realizing it.

      He had no intention of sleeping with her this soon. It was their first date. He wanted to show her a good time, make her see he was a nice guy. Mauling her wasn’t in the cards. Not for weeks. He just needed to convince his dick to get on board with the plan.

      The way she crossed her legs, accentuating her gorgeous thighs, made him glance down and then quickly jerk his gaze away. His mouth was dry.

      When they pulled into the parking lot, he rounded the hood to open her door. Maybe that was a mistake since it was almost impossible for her to take his hand and let him help her out without giving him an amazing view high on her thighs.

      He gritted his teeth to keep from groaning. Then he led her into the restaurant, hoping he wasn’t shaking too badly.

      The owner happened to be up front as they entered. Brett prayed Angelo would do as he asked and not make a big deal out of knowing him.

      He got his wish. “Good evening, sir. Ma’am.” Angelo nodded at both of them. “Table for two?”

      Bless him.

      Within minutes, they were seated in a private corner booth. The lighting in the restaurant was dim, and not a single person seemed to recognize Brett as they made their way through the patrons.

      He breathed a sigh of relief as they slid into the booth. He didn’t like being less than upfront with Zia, but on the other hand, he really wanted to establish a connection with her that didn’t involve fame and fortune.

      Something genuine. Real. Something he could count on. Every second that passed in her presence reassured him further.

      He smiled at her as they picked up their menus. “You like wine?”

      She nodded. “Sometimes.”

      “The house red is fantastic here. Shall we get a bottle?”

      “Sounds good.”

      When the waitress came by, she grinned at Brett for a split second and then sobered as she remembered to feign ignorance about his identity. “I’m Stella. I’ll be your waitress. Can I start you off with something to drink?”

      Again, funny, since she knew he loved the house red. “A bottle of your house red would be great. Thanks.”

      She soundlessly walked away, leaving Brett to return his attention to Zia. He knew the menu by heart, and he knew he would order the ravioli. But he enjoyed leaning on his elbows and watching Zia peruse the menu.

      Finally, she closed it and met his gaze.

      When he realized she was about to ask him a question, he cut her off. He wanted to know everything about her and hoped to accomplish this while giving her nearly nothing about himself. Just tonight. Just this once.

      For one evening. One date. One blissful meal. He wanted to be normal. Anonymous. Regular.

      “So, when you’re not creating masterpieces, you said you work as a nanny, right?”

      She lowered her shoulders. “Yeah. For a few more weeks. The girls are too old. But it’s also hard to leave them. They’re like family. I love all of them.”

      “That must be hard.” He reached across the table and took her hand in his as he held her gaze. Soft. Small. Dainty. Delicate. Her fingers curled into his perfectly. “Are you looking for a new family? Or are you going to go out on your own and try living as a starving artist?” He smiled hugely, hoping she realized he was tossing out the cliché as a joke.

      Her eyes narrowed, but she giggled. “Not sure yet. Tough decision.”

      “I guess you could always try and then switch if it doesn’t work out.”

      “True. But scary. And easier said than done. Gotta pay the rent somehow. Plus, I’ve been in a comfort zone for a long time. Most people would probably consider me a failure, the way I’ve held off starting a real career until almost thirty, but I enjoyed every minute of it. I got to go to college while the girls were at school, spend the mornings and afternoons with them, and then study or paint or whatever I wanted when they went to bed and I went back to my apartment. Win-win.”

      “Sounds like you’ve been really happy. Happiness means more than anything.” He meant that. She clearly loved the family she worked for. He admired that. She was passionate about both art and kids. Just like he was passionate about baseball.

      Maybe that’s why he found her so attractive. The word genuine came to mind once again. A breath of fresh air. How many women had he dated that had no idea what they wanted in life except to get in his pants? Half of them simply wanted to be able to say they slept with a major league player. The other half wanted to dip their hand in his wallet too.

      Why did he get the feeling Zia was also hiding from something? Not hiding something, but hiding from something.

      The waitress brought their wine, took their orders, and discreetly disappeared. Brett would thank her later. And Angelo.

      “You could try to do both,” he suggested as he took a sip of the wine. “I mean, if you were able to go to school while working for the first family, maybe you could find a way to do something artistic while working for another family.”

      “It’s possible. Perhaps. Just tricky working it all out. Not as easy if the next family has young kids, for example. They take up way more time. Though, they do pay better.” She lifted her wine glass, and he watched her reaction as she took the first sip. “Mmm. Really good.” She set it down, specifically not removing her hand from his as she used the other one.

      He liked that. He liked the contact with her.

      “To hear my sister tell it, you could easily jump from one client to the next, painting murals while you looked for something else. She’s so impressed, she’ll have everyone in her office vying for a chunk of your time by Monday morning. And that’s a lot of people. She works for a magazine. The place is crawling with both men and women in her age bracket popping babies.”

      Zia flushed and lowered her gaze. “Thank you,” she murmured. “It means a lot to me that you set that up. I was a little leery when I found out your motives, but I’m going to take your word for it that you aren’t pulling my leg about the quality of my work…even if you did use it as an excuse to ask me out.”

      Heat rose across his cheeks just looking at her. Weird for him. Not a usual response to anyone. He leaned closer. “I mean it. I don’t want you to think for one minute that your work isn’t top notch, even though you’re right, I took the opportunity to get to know you better. I’m not sorry.”

      She exhaled and lifted her face, changing the subject. “What about you? Monica said you’ve been doing some work for her.”

      Holy smokes. Monica said that? There was a God. He would have to thank her later. “Oh, yeah. No big deal. I have an accounting degree. I’m between things right now. Just helping her out. Most boring degree on the planet. No idea why I chose it.” Because I didn’t give two fucks what the degree was at the time, as long as it didn’t involve much English and I got to play baseball morning, noon, and night.

      At least he wasn’t lying. He did have an accounting degree, and he did help his sister straighten out her taxes every year.

      Maybe one day he would be glad he had that degree, but at this point, he doubted it. He was set for life. He’d managed to remain injury-free for six seasons. He made wise investments. And he had more money tucked away than most humans ever saw.

      Besides, he wasn’t a flashy guy. Except for his car, he considered himself rather minimalistic. He had a nice home in a great neighborhood, but not so ridiculous that he needed staff to keep it up. He was only in it about half the time. Sometimes less, during the season.

      The most unfortunate part about finally having the balls to talk to Zia was the fact that he only had three more weeks before he needed to be in Jupiter for spring training. It was less than two hours away, but three weeks wasn’t much time to convince her to continue seeing him after the season started.

      What if he came right out and told her? He could. Just spill it. Take the risk.

      It was too steep. He simply wasn’t willing to open that subject yet. The pure normalness of this evening filled him with more joy than he could ever remember experiencing. One more hour. One more day. One more week. Whatever he could get before he told her, he would take it.

      Apparently, the name Brett Michelson meant nothing to her. She had no idea who he was.

      Good thing or bad thing? On the one hand, it bought him time. On the other hand, it meant she probably didn’t follow baseball.

      Although, maybe he shouldn’t assume that not knowing his name meant she didn’t follow baseball. It wasn’t like he was the star pitcher. He played second base. Started most games, but didn’t have the same level of household name as some other players. Or heck, maybe Miami wasn’t her favorite team.

      “Do you have family in the area?” he asked to change the subject.

      She shook her head. “None to speak of.”

      “Why do I think there’s a story behind that?”

      “My mom is around somewhere. Who knows where. I haven’t spoken to her in over six years.”

      “Yikes.”

      “Yeah. She’s a narcissist. I would have fared better if she’d left me at an orphanage.”

      His eyes grew wide. He didn’t even know how to respond to that.

      “I know that sounds harsh and shocking, but that’s the nicest way to put it. She has no idea which of the men she slept with that week was my father. She had no interest in having a child. And yet she kept me, and then spent the next eighteen years making sure I knew what a burden I was.”

      “God, that’s horrible. I’m so sorry.” He squeezed her hand and drew it closer, curious to note that she didn’t flinch much while telling this horrific story.

      She shrugged. “I’m over it. And her.” She spoke as if it were all simply matter-of-fact at this point in her life. Details. “All she cared about was her fake hair, fake makeup, and fake boobs. She spent every dime making herself look like she had more money than she did so she could catch a series of wealthy suitors who kept her in style. She was a difficult mom and left me pretty unprotected, but I’m over it.”

      Zia was strong. A survivor. He was impressed with the way she had obviously managed to pull herself out of a horrific childhood and showed no signs of suffering as a result.

      “I’m sorry. That was probably more than you wanted to hear.”

      “Are you kidding? Of course not. She shaped who you are today. An amazing, strong woman who rose out of a shitty situation in spite of your mother’s bad choices. I’m in awe.”

      She flushed again. “Thank you.”

      The food arrived, and Brett reluctantly released Zia’s hand so Stella could set the steaming plates on the table.

      For a moment, they sat in silence, fidgeting with napkins, forks, and knives. Then Brett spoke again. “Thank you for sharing that with me.”

      She shrugged it off again. She did that a lot. As if nothing were that important, when he knew for a fact it was. She lifted her knife and fork and cut into her lasagna, but her hands were shaking. “No big deal.”

      He reached across the table and set his hand on hers, wrapping his fingers around the fork over hers. “It is a big deal. And I’m even more impressed by you now than I was earlier. You’re an amazing woman. Inside and out.”

      She didn’t respond, and he released her after a few seconds

      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-94722_ball_512x512.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.
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