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      Paige hated being late. Ever.

      She pushed through the doors of Neiman Marcus, bracing against the chill wind that whistled down Chicago’s Michigan Avenue. Traffic filled the busy street, and the sidewalks bustled with shoppers and business people. She turned the corner and headed toward the Stennis Building, two blocks west of Michigan, hiking as fast as she could along the sidewalk, with her shopping bag and purse, right into the wind. Her cheeks began to sting from the cold and her spiky-heeled boots were starting to hurt her feet. One foot slipped on a patch of ice on the sidewalk, and she caught herself to keep from falling. Ack!

      She’d finally located commercial space that seemed like it was perfect for her growing business, with a rent she could actually afford, and she was excited to see it. Her appointment with the rep from the company who owned the building was at one o’clock and she’d taken longer than she’d planned in Neiman Marcus. What had started as a research trip had turned into a shopping trip when she’d discovered a deeply discounted sale rack.

      Occupational hazard when your business was fashion and style. It was important that she know what the trends were. Shopping as research. Except she was putting all her money back into the business and didn’t have a lot of cash to spend on clothes for herself. But it was a really good sale…

      She continued on, mindful of the time. Her feet covered the ground in fast, careful steps until she arrived at the door of the Stennis Building. As she reached for the door handle, one foot slid out from under her again. Her hand missed the handle and she crashed into the glass door.

      Oh fuck. Fuckity fuck. She scrabbled for something to grab on to, missed the handle again and ended up in a heap on the sidewalk. Her shopping bag with the beautiful bargain sweaters skidded over the cement. She sat in a dazed fog for a moment, blinking and trying to figure out if she was hurt.

      Didn’t seem so. She looked around. Luckily there was nobody close by to witness her embarrassment and she scrambled to her feet before someone noticed her. She reached down to grab the shopping bag then turned to the door again. Damn.

      She pushed into the warm lobby gratefully. An elegant clock on the wall said it was one minute past one o’clock. She wasn’t that late, and nobody else was there. The guy had said they’d meet in the lobby.

      She put a hand to her hair, which was probably sticking up in all directions from the wind. Her right hip and knee started to throb a bit. She looked down at herself. Luckily she was wearing pants, a pair of low-rise, black wool trousers, but she grimaced at the big smudge of mud on the knee. She gingerly touched her knee and winced. No blood was showing, so it couldn’t be that bad. She pulled up the leg of her trousers to inspect it.

      Shit. Her knee was scraped red and a drop of blood oozed from it.

      A draft of cold air swirled around her and her head jerked up to see a man enter the lobby from the street.

      Her eyes went wide. Jesus. He paused at seeing her there with her pant leg hiked up, revealing her high black boot with the pointy toe and spike heel, and her scraped knee. His gaze flickered to her purse and shopping bag on the floor beside her, then swept from her boots up to her messy hair and no-doubt red face.

      He was the most beautiful man she’d ever seen.

      But fuckity fuck, why did he have to see her like this?

      The moment felt frozen. Then she yanked down her pant leg. She kicked her foot to settle the fabric around her boot and straightened.

      “Are you okay?” he asked. He lifted one thick, dark eyebrow.

      She gulped. “Fine!” she squeaked. Oh my fucking God. She wanted to roll her eyes at herself.

      The man stood in front of her, a concerned crease between his eyebrows. Dark eyes studied her. His long, dark winter coat hung from broad shoulders, over an impressively tailored suit that had to be custom, with those shoulders and the muscles she discerned beneath the clothes. Much taller than she, he looked down at her. She took in the sensuous curve of his lips, the dark shadow of beard stubble on his jaw, the expensive haircut, and, yes, she’d noticed the shiny black shoes were Prada.

      Why wasn’t he slipping and sliding all over the icy sidewalks?

      Nothing like that would happen to this man. He was confident. In control. Clearly master of his universe.

      “Your knee is bleeding,” he said.

      “I’m fine.” Heat washed up from her chest into her face at the knowledge that he’d seen her scraped knee. Now he was looking at the muddy smears on her pants where she’d landed on the sidewalk. “I just slipped outside the door.”

      She straightened her shoulders and ran her hands through her short hair, trying to put it back in order. She flicked her fingers across her bangs to get them back in place then bent to retrieve her bag and purse. Her hip twinged and she winced but straightened anyway.

      “There’s ice outside the door?” he asked, his voice deep and smooth like the darkest chocolate. “I’ll get that taken care of.”

      “Oh. You must be Brad.” She stretched her mouth into a smile. “I’m Paige Nelson.” She extended a hand.

      He took it in his, his eyes still focused on her face, and held it. “Paige Nelson.”

      Her smile tightened up and she tried to withdraw her hand, but he kept hold of it. His hand was large and warm and strong. And unyielding. “Nice to meet you in person,” she said with a tug on her hand. “Should we look at the space?”

      “You’re here about the last unit.” His fingers tightened on hers.

      “Uh…yeah.” They’d talked on the phone about this. Now that she thought about that, though, his voice was different. She would remember that voice. “You’re not Brad Jaworski, are you?”

      His lips lifted into a smile, eyes intent on her. “Nope.”

      A shiver ran over her skin at the same time heat curled low in her belly. She didn’t know who this guy was, which made her a little nervous since he was still holding her hand and not letting go. Also he was big and clearly very strong and very masculine. Hence the curl of lust, because holy hotness, he was gorgeous.

      But as she well knew, gorgeous guys could be psycho douche bags. His size and air of power reminded her of her ex-husband, and she knew what bad news he was. She tugged harder on her hand and he finally relinquished it.

      The door to the street opened again with a frigid draft of air and Paige turned her head to see another man enter the building. That had to be Brad. Relief flowed through her veins.

      “Mr. Lauden.” The man who’d entered spoke to the man who’d just released her hand. “Hi. What brings you here?”

      Mr. Lauden was apparently known to Brad, if that was in fact Brad.

      “Hi, Brad,” he said. “I was passing by and thought I’d stop in and have a look at the renovations.”

      “Brad, I’m Paige Nelson.” Paige spoke up and stepped toward him, once again extending her hand with a smile.

      “Hi, Paige.” Brad shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. I have to tell you, though, I almost called to cancel our appointment.”

      She blinked. “Oh. Why?”

      “I showed the space this morning to another potential leaser, and they’re almost certain to take it. I decided I’d come show you anyway, in case the deal doesn’t go through, but I’m afraid it’s probably already leased.”

      Her mouth fell open and her shoulders drooped. “Well darn. That’s disappointing.”

      “You haven’t seen the space yet?” Mr. Lauden said.

      “No, but…I saw the pictures online. This location is perfect and the rent is within my budget.” She sighed. “I’ve lost out on a few good places lately.”

      “I’m sure Brad will be able to find something else for you,” Mr. Lauden said, with an authoritative look at Brad, who caught the look and nodded.

      “Of course,” Brad said. “Absolutely.”

      Who was this Mr. Lauden? Paige cast him a curious glance.

      “Let’s have a look anyway, like I said,” Brad continued, leading the way down a hall. “You never know.”

      Paige felt it was a waste of time and had a feeling if she saw the place and it was great she’d be even more disappointed, but she was there, so followed along. To her surprise, Mr. Lauden also followed. She wanted to demand, “Who are you?” but that would sound rude, so she kept her mouth shut.

      Inside the unit, Brad removed his jacket and hung it in a closet. Mr. Lauden also took off his coat, then said, “I’ll take your coat for you.”

      “Thanks.” She let him help take it off, tucking her scarf into one arm of the coat.

      They began their tour. Yeah, the space was awesome. The entire building had been recently renovated so everything was clean and new. There was a back loading dock accessed by the lane behind the building, with a large storage area that was spotless. The front area was beautiful. It would be easy to create dressing rooms for trying on clothing.

      “It would be perfect for us,” she said with what was probably a glum smile as they looked around.

      “What type of business are you in?” Mr. Lauden asked. He stood leaning against a wall, a smartphone in his hand. His presence dominated the space, filling it with an intense energy.

      Paige almost didn’t want to look at him, her attraction to him was so distracting. It made her feel shivery inside. “My business is Bisou Style,” she replied. “We do personal styling.”

      “We?” He lifted one thick, dark eyebrow.

      “Right now it’s just me and my assistant,” she admitted. “Bisou Style is a web-based personal styling service for busy women. Clients answer a questionnaire and then we pick out clothing and accessories based on their fit and wardrobe needs, and ship them to their homes each season. We’ve grown out of our current space.”

      He nodded, eyes sharp. “Business is good.”

      She smiled. “Yes. Our client list is growing.”

      “Why is this space perfect?”

      She assumed he was asking so that Brad would know what she was looking for. Perhaps Brad had other spaces that might work for her that she wasn’t aware of from her online research. She told him about the shipments of clothing and accessories and the need to store them. “With a growing client list, our inventory is growing too.”

      She also told them about her plan for a studio where clients could come in and try on items and they’d show them how to accessorize different outfits, and even her thoughts about expanding into men’s styling.

      Mr. Lauden listened with focused interest, nodding and asking more questions. “You have great vision,” he said. “You paint a very clear picture of what you want your business to be.”

      “Thank you.” That probably meant she’d gotten carried away in her enthusiasm and talked way too much. “I, uh, hope this doesn’t sound rude, but…do you work with Brad?”

      He smiled. His eyes crinkled at the corners appealingly. “Yes.”

      Her breath got stuck in her chest. He was so attractive. Her entire body tingled at the nearly physical pull she felt toward him.

      “I’ll let you know as soon as I hear from the other interested client,” Brad spoke up.

      She’d pretty much forgotten he was there. His boss—she assumed Mr. Lauden was the boss since Brad had only addressed him by his last name, not his first—completely overshadowed Brad with his air of authority and assurance. She looked now at Brad. “Thanks. I appreciate it. And thanks for taking the time to show me the space anyway.”

      With a last lingering look at the empty rooms, she walked out, Brad turning out the lights and locking the door behind them.

      “Where is your company located currently?” Mr. Lauden asked.

      She hesitated to answer. This was a learned caution. She knew he was just some leasing guy, but he reminded her too much of her ex-husband for her to be entirely comfortable giving out that information. On the other hand, it was information easily obtained by an Internet corporate registry search, so there wasn’t much point in hiding it. She told him the address.

      He nodded. “Obviously you want a more upscale location if you’re having clients come to you.”

      “Yes. Exactly. And since many of our clients are busy professional women, this would be a perfect location.”

      They stopped in the foyer near the doors. She put on a businesslike smile and prepared to shake hands again. “Brad will be in touch with you soon,” Mr. Lauden said. “You can go back to the office, Brad.”

      She blinked at his dismissal of the other man. Brad shook her hand with a smile and left the building.

      “Are you sure your knee is okay?”

      She turned back to Mr. Lauden, momentarily confused. “Oh. Yes. Of course.”

      “You don’t need medical attention?”

      She snorted. Then cringed. That wasn’t very ladylike. Or professional. “It’s a tiny scrape. A little Polysporin and a Band-Aid will take care of it. I hardly need to see a doctor.”

      He nodded, eyes fastened on her with disturbing intensity. “Your pants are muddy. Send Brad the bill for dry cleaning them.” He frowned, his gaze dropping to take in her coat. “Your coat too.”

      She sighed. She twisted to look down at her hip then brushed a hand over the smudge there. “Thanks for pointing that out. Makes me feel so professional.”

      “I’m sorry you fell outside the door.”

      “It’s fine.” She really just wanted to forget about this embarrassing little incident. Why did he keep going on about it?

      Their eyes met. Sparks and heat flowed through her veins. Dear Lord, he was magnificent. But scary. She sucked in a breath. “If you work with Brad, then you must work for the company that owns the building. If you’re worried I’m going to sue, please don’t. It was nothing.”

      He still stared at her. “Let me buy you a drink. Dinner.”

      She jerked back at his unexpected invitation. “Uh. No. I mean, that’s not necessary.”

      “Maybe not, but I want to.”

      She took a step back. Jesus. This guy was coming on to her. Much as she was attracted to him, she wasn’t prepared for this. Or for him. The power and dominant intensity of him. She never wanted to be with a man like that again.

      “Thank you,” she said firmly. “Again, not necessary. And I…I really have to get back to the office.”

      Shit! She’d given him the address. What kind of ditz was she? Yes, she was blonde, and occasionally had blonde moments, but she wasn’t stupid.

      “Do you need a ride?”

      “No!” She took another step back. “I’m good! Thanks so much, though.”

      She turned and ran. Well, not literally. She didn’t want to look that terrified. But she quickly exited the building.

      To her surprise, the sidewalk outside the door had been scraped clean of any snow and ice. The guy doing it was still there, finishing up. He gave her a smile and a small salute, leaning on his shovel. She flashed a smile back then bolted down the sidewalk toward Michigan Avenue.

      Her head was so scattered she’d walked two blocks before she realized she was going the wrong way to get the “L” train. Dammit. She stopped and sucked in a few breaths. What the hell was wrong with her? Why did that guy get to her so much?

      She turned and tried to calm down as she walked to the train. Ridiculous. She was being ridiculous. She should be thinking about the next steps in trying to find another place for her business. That thought made her sigh. Just when she’d found something so perfect, someone else had grabbed it right out from under her.

      For a moment she let the disappointment weigh her down. Then she lifted her chin and shook it off. Things would work out. She’d find somewhere else. Never mind all the places she’d found and had to pass on because they were too much money. Never mind all the places she could afford that she’d passed on because they weren’t in the right location. It would happen.

      Everything else in her life was going great. She’d moved to Chicago just over a year ago not knowing anyone. She had a new best friend, a new roommate, and she was getting to be friends with all of their friends. So that was nice. Her jerk of an ex-husband—well, almost ex; he still hadn’t signed the divorce papers, but as far as she was concerned, they were divorced—hadn’t bothered her for almost a month. That was even better. Business was good—yay! She’d find a good place. It might just take a while.
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      Paige went to her next meeting, which was with clothing designer Claire Wentworth. She managed to get her thoughts together and conduct the meeting professionally. She also managed to hide the big muddy smudge on the ass of her red coat. She hoped. Of course she didn’t meet with the designer herself but with one of her staff. They negotiated a deal where Paige got clothes at a wholesale price and therefore made money when clients purchased them at retail.

      She had several such deals with individual designers, along with a big wholesale clothing company. At first, these places had been skeptical about how her business was going to work, but her client base had grown a lot, and there was evidence that if clients liked a particular designer they’d buy more of their clothing. So it was win-win.

      Back at the warehouse, her assistant Trenise had packed up all the outstanding orders and they were ready to go. She was in the process of tidying while waiting for the UPS guy to come for the packages. The music of Macklemore filled the space from the small speakers Paige had set up. With only two of them working, they needed music to fill the space around them, to energize them and make them dance a little.

      “How was it?” Trenise asked as soon as Paige walked in.

      “It was great.” She unwound her scarf. “But probably already leased to someone else.”

      “What! How can that be?”

      “They showed it to someone else this morning who’s probably going to take it.”

      “That’s not fair! If you’re there and ready to sign a lease, they should go with you.”

      She thought about that. Trenise kind of had a point. “I guess they’re being fair to the ones who looked first. I told them it was everything we’re looking for and if the deal falls through I want it.”

      “When will you know for sure?”

      Good question. She’d been so flustered she hadn’t even asked that. Stupid. How was she supposed to run a business being so scattered? “I’ll call him in the morning and see what’s happening. Tonight I’ll go online and look at more options. We’ll find something.”

      Trenise blew out a breath. “Yeah, I know.”

      Paige gazed around the crowded space at the racks of hanging clothes, shelves of accessories and boxes waiting to be packed. There was barely room to walk around anymore. They definitely needed more room, and she wanted to add a studio where people could come in for a personal style assessment and to try some things on if they wanted to do that. She’d been hunting for space she could afford in the right area for months now.

      “Marla Atkinson asked the other day about clothes for her husband,” Trenise said. “Have you thought more about expanding into men’s styling?”

      “I have. I think it would work. I did some research too and talked to some of the personal shoppers I know at the big department stores. Men hate shopping, but when you’re a big business executive, you need to look good. We can’t compete with custom tailors like Joseph Dean, and I don’t want to, obviously, but for business-casual looks, lots of men are clueless.”

      “That’s true. They know how to wear a suit and tie, but if they need a professional look that’s more casual, they don’t know what to do.”

      “My mom still picks out my dad’s clothes,” Paige said. “He has a closet full of nice clothes but he always ends up wearing the same pair of pants and couple of shirts. So that’ll be my next project once we find space and get all moved in and set up. I’m excited about it.”

      “I’m excited about having male clients.” Trenise flashed a white smile back at her. Her pretty magenta top set off her chocolate skin and dark hair perfectly.

      Paige started helping her with things and they chatted about their newest clients and some marketing strategies. Then someone buzzed at the door.

      “UPS guy,” Trenise said, moving to the door.

      But it wasn’t the UPS guy. It was a different delivery person with a large flat box in his hands. “For Paige Nelson,” he said.

      Paige ducked around Trenise. “That’s me.”

      “Sign here.”

      She signed for the delivery, curious about the parcel. It was heavy. Trenise closed the door and Paige carried it over to the huge table they used to put together orders. “This is weird,” she muttered. “I have no idea what this is.”

      She opened the parcel, Trenise leaning against the table watching her. Inside, beneath some tissue paper, was what appeared to be a wool coat. In a beautiful crimson color, not unlike the one she had. Her coat was Donna Karan, a trench style with a big collar. It was several years old, but she loved it. This one was also Donna Karan, but this season’s, in a more updated style that Paige’s expert eyes assessed as she lifted it out of the box.

      The fabric was luxurious, the details impeccable.

      “What the hell?” Trenise muttered.

      “Size two,” she murmured, looking at the tag. Same as the one she wore.

      “It’s nice,” Trenise said. “Did you order that?”

      “No.” Paige noticed something else in the box and lifted out a pair of black wool Donna Karan trousers. Also her size. “Oh my God.”

      “What?” Trenise frowned and straightened.

      “Who was that guy?”

      “Who?” Trenise’s voice grew louder. “Paige! Tell me what’s going on! I’m dying here.”

      Paige met her eyes. “I slipped and fell outside the Stennis Building just as I was going in. I skinned my knee a bit and got mud on my coat and my pants. The pants are fine, really. I brushed most of the mud off. There were two men there to show the space to me. Well, one of them seemed to just happen to be there. Mr. Lauden. He was very…apologetic about me falling and said to send the dry-cleaning bill to Brad, the guy I’ve been dealing with.”

      “So…he didn’t wait for you to get your things cleaned. He sent you new ones. Seriously?”

      “Um. Yeah. It appears so.” Paige shook her head. “I think he was worried I’m going to sue them or something. He even offered to take me out for dinner.”

      Trenise’s eyebrows flew up. “How old is this guy?”

      “Uh…mid-thirties, I’d guess.”

      She grinned. “I doubt he was offering you dinner to keep you from suing.”

      Paige stared at the beautiful clothing items again. “Well. Maybe not.” She grimaced. “I said it wasn’t necessary.”

      “What did he look like?”

      She gave Trenise a look.

      “What?” Her smile widened. “Was he hot? Why didn’t you go?”

      Yes. He was hot. He was blazing, burning, red-hot. And she didn’t go because…well, the invitation had taken her by surprise. Knocked her off-balance. And…he scared her.

      She said none of this to Trenise.

      “How did he…?” She remembered him taking her coat. He must have inspected the label. He obviously couldn’t have done that with her pants, which weren’t actually Donna Karan, rather, Banana Republic. “Wow.”

      Trenise clapped her hands together and nearly jumped up and down. “This is off the chain! Hot guy with loads of cheese has a big crush on you!”

      Paige’s eyes nearly bugged out staring at her. “No no no. Good jumping Christ on a pogo stick no.” She paused and her lips twitched into a smile. “Loads of cheese?”

      Trenise laughed. “Yeah. Cheese. Cake. Guap.”

      “What makes you think he has loads of cheese?”

      “Girl, I know how much that Donna Karan coat is.”

      “I can’t keep this. It’s crazy.”

      “How are you going to send it back?”

      “Uh…” She inspected the package and there was no return address. Nothing. Nada. “I’ll figure out who he is. Lauden. I’ll Google him.”

      “With only a last name? Good luck with that.”

      “Okay. He has to work for the company that owns the Stennis Building. I’ll send it back to them. They’ll know who Mr. Lauden is. In fact…I’ll Google that.” She hurried over to her computer and rapped the space bar to bring it back to life.

      She dropped her ass down into the chair and typed. She scanned the search results. She had to go down a bit to find anything helpful. “Turns out the Stennis Building is owned by Challenger Development Group,” she relayed to Trenise. She clicked on a link for that company. Then on the link for “Our Team”. Her eyes widened as she saw the name Rafferty Lauden, President and CEO. “That can’t be him…” She clicked on his name and brought up an image and bio. “Holy shitballs.”

      “Oh man. That’s him?” Trenise sighed behind her. “Girl, what were you thinking when you turned him down?”

      Paige stared at the picture of the man she’d met earlier. President and CEO. Of what appeared to be a huge company. “I was thinking…I don’t ever want to be with a man like that again. And this confirms it.”

      “What?”

      She swiveled in her chair. “He’s too much like my ex-husband. Domineering. Money hungry. Power hungry. Abusive.”

      Trenise blinked. Yes, she knew a bit about Paige’s history. “You don’t know he’s abusive,” she said slowly, but Paige saw the doubt in her eyes.

      “Not for sure,” she admitted. “But he did remind me of Delmer. And I didn’t like that.” She ignored the memory of the warm curl of lust and the tug of attraction she’d felt. Damn, that pissed her off.

      “Huh.” Trenise’s eyes softened. “Well. I didn’t meet him myself, so I guess I can’t comment. This was a nice thing to do, though.”

      “It’s totally over the top.” Paige pushed away from the desk. “Unnecessary. Paying my dry-cleaning bill of thirty dollars or whatever would have been more than enough. I don’t blame him for me falling.”

      “He owns that building. And, from the looks of that website, about a hundred other buildings.”

      “Good for him.”

      At that moment the UPS guy finally did arrive. Once he’d left with their shipment, it was time to call it a day. “Okay. I’m outta here. I will spend my evening with a glass of wine and my laptop, looking for somewhere else to move the business.”

      “Night, Paige.”

      They closed up shop and headed their different directions, Paige to the Bucktown duplex where she lived with her new roommate Kevin.

      Yes, she shared a home with a dude. In fact, a dude she really didn’t even know before she’d moved in. But he was a friend of friends, sort of, and her gut told her he was a good guy. Also, he had a girlfriend, so there were no worries about ever getting sexually or romantically involved with him. There were many evenings she didn’t even see him.

      Kevin was home when she got there, had already made dinner and was about to eat. They both liked cooking, so they took turns preparing evening meals. Tonight’s dinner was an amazing pasta with a spicy tomato sauce that had bacon in it. Yum.

      She dished up a plate for herself and slid onto a stool at the counter, and they chatted about their day. She told him about her disappointment at losing out on the new space and the deal she’d done with Claire Wentworth.

      Then for some reason she found herself saying, “Have you ever heard of Rafferty Lauden?”

      “Hell yeah.”

      She blinked at Kevin. “Really?”

      “I’m an architect. He’s a real estate developer. Huge real estate developer.”

      “Oh. Yeah.”

      “Very successful businessman,” Kevin continued. “I’d love to work with him.” He paused. “Why?”

      She poked a piece of penne with her fork. “Just curious. He apparently owns the building I was looking at today.” She hesitated. “Have you ever met him?”

      “Yeah.” Kevin squinted. “I met him once at a conference. Couple of years ago. Again…why?”

      She could tell that she wasn’t going to get away with the “just curious” response again. She’d screwed herself by asking one too many questions. “I met him. He was at the building when I looked at the space. Just wondered what you thought of him.”

      “Probably not the same as you do,” Kevin said with a grin. “I was impressed with how he’s grown his business. Apparently he started with nothing, came from some shit background. Started flipping houses and ended up running what’s probably the top real estate development company in Chicago.”

      She nodded.

      “He has a reputation as a ruthless bastard,” Kevin continued.

      She flinched a little at that.

      “Apparently he’s tough and strong-willed. Doesn’t tolerate screw-ups. On the other hand…” Kevin shrugged, “…he has a loyal team working for him. You don’t get loyalty by stomping all over people. That only goes so far. He’s also a player when it comes to women.” She felt Kevin’s gaze on her. She didn’t look up from her food.

      “He asked me out,” she blurted.

      Silence. “Uh…whoa,” Kevin said. “So that’s what this is about.”

      “I said no.”

      “Ooookay.”

      “And what you’ve told me confirms that was the right answer. I do not want to get involved with a man like that. Everything you just told me could have described my ex-husband.” She slid off the stool and carried her half-eaten pasta to dump it into a plastic container. She’d eat it for lunch tomorrow.

      “Your ex is an asshole,” Kevin said, his fork clinking against his plate as he dropped it. “Also, he’s not legally your ex yet.”

      “Whatever. Sounds like Rafferty Lauden is an asshole too.”

      Kevin laughed. “Well. You could be right about that. Not that nice guys always finish last, but you don’t get where he is by being a wuss.”

      She turned and smiled at Kevin. “True. Whatever.” She held up her hands. “I’ll never see him again, I’m sure. Now. I’m off to go search for another spot to move my business. Thanks for dinner, it was awesome.”

      “No problem. I’m going out in a while, meeting Beamer and Joe and Jack for beers.”

      “Okay. Have fun.”

      Up in her room, she sat at the small desk in front of her laptop. As it powered up, her fingers went to the rubber band on her wrist. She gave a tug and released it. Heat flashed on her skin. She did it again. And again. She slowed her breathing like the sting reminded her to, trying to dispel the anxiety tightening her body.

      Then she tried to stop herself, but, dammit, she couldn’t, and she ended up looking at the website for Challenger Development Group. And hating herself for it.
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      Raff looked out his office window as he spoke to Brad Jaworski on the phone. From the fifty-first floor of the Challenger Building on East Randolph Street, he gazed out over Lake Michigan stretching endlessly blue to the horizon. “What’ve you got?” he demanded.

      “Couple possibilities. Are you online?”

      “Can be. Two secs.” Raff threw himself into the chair behind his desk and put the cell phone onto speaker. Then he tapped on his keyboard.

      “I emailed you links,” Brad said. “Check them out.”

      In seconds Raff was looking at properties. “Yeah,” he said, clicking with his mouse. “This first one looks good.”

      “It’s prime real estate, Mr. Lauden. Can’t do better.”

      Raff checked out the other one too, but went back to the first. “Okay. That’s the one. On East Huron.”

      “Got it. But it needs some work to make it what she needs.”

      “How fast can it be done?”

      “I’ll make some calls.”

      “A week?”

      “Doubtful.”

      “Make it happen.”

      He heard the brief pause and knew Brad was confused.

      “Okay,” Brad said. “A week.”

      “Same price as the Stennis Building unit.”

      “Yeah. Got that too.”

      “You’ll call her this morning?”

      “Right away, boss.”

      “Call me back as soon as you talk to her.”

      “Will do.”

      “Thanks. Good job, Brad.”

      Raff ended the call and leaned back in his chair. He closed his eyes. What the fuck was he doing? His team would think he was nuts.

      Maybe he was.

      But he’d never given a shit what anyone thought of him.

      Paige Nelson’s image was seared into his brain. As was the husky softness of her voice and the scent of her perfume—something exotic and vaguely tropical, like coconut and sandalwood, intriguing in the middle of winter in Chicago.

      He had no idea what it was about her that had instantly made him want her. He usually went for women who had lots of hair, lots of tits and ass, and long legs. He had no idea what Paige’s legs were like. When he’d first laid eyes on her, she had her pant leg jacked up, but a knee-high boot beneath it revealed only her knee, which had been scratched.

      He shook his head. That should not have been attractive to him, but she’d looked so damn cute.

      Her ass was sweet, from what he’d seen in the pants she was wearing, although she was a bit on the skinny side. Her beige turtleneck sweater had clung to small breasts. And she had short hair. Blonde, which he liked, but cut into an almost pixie-short style, although her bangs were long enough to brush her eyelashes and make those huge blue eyes look fucking amazing.

      Her face was delicate, with fine bone structure like the rest of her—small ears, a short nose, high cheekbones and an almost-pointy chin.

      There was something about her, something that appealed to him, grabbing him by the guts and squeezing. Glimpses of sweetness and vulnerability in those gray-blue eyes with long eyelashes. Hints of shadows, but also strength.

      Yeah, he wanted her. And it had been a fuck of a long time since he hadn’t gotten what he wanted.

      A rueful smile tugged at his lips. Arrogant much?

      Whatever. It was true. When he put his mind to something, he accomplished what he wanted to. Okay, so this was different. She was a woman, a young, beautiful, apparently successful woman. She clearly had a mind of her own.

      Although he was well aware she hadn’t been unaffected by him. He’d sensed her interest and her attraction, but also her nervousness. What was that about? He frowned.

      His executive assistant appeared in his open office door. “I need you to sign off on these reports,” Mark said. “Paul and Ravi will be here for your nine o’clock meeting right away.”

      Raff’s days started early with catching up on news, both local and global, and going through emails, anything that Mark hadn’t been able to deal with. Then it was usually meetings, although as often as he could, he liked to get out and check on projects himself. The company was so big now he had to rely on his team to keep him up updated for the most part.

      Today he had a lunch scheduled with Gerold Bloomberg, the alderman currently chairing the Zoning and Building Standards Committee, to discuss some changes to municipal zoning laws. Raff needed to maintain the relationship, which had been somewhat strained after Raff lured one of Bloomberg’s key staff to come work for him. It was always a benefit to have someone on board with extensive background in zoning, compliance, permitting and municipal government.

      He signed the reports and Mark took them away as Ravi and Paul walked into his office to review the status of the Lakeview West project. Ravi was the vice president overseeing the project and Paul was Senior Vice President of Construction.

      Raff was not amused to hear about potential delays because of labor issues at the construction site. “That building is fully leased already,” Raff said. “We can’t have any delays. The contracts all include stiff penalties for missed completion dates.”

      “I’m aware of that,” Paul said calmly. “We’re working on it.”

      Raff lifted his chin, but he trusted Paul. The guy had nerves of titanium, thank fuck, because Raff had gone through half a dozen VPs of Construction who couldn’t handle the pressure. Paul’s expertise in construction scheduling had kept them from ever missing a completion date under his oversight. “Good,” he said.

      Moments into the meeting his cell phone rang. A glance at the screen told him it was Jaworski. “Excuse me,” he said to Paul and Ravi. “I need to take this call.” He answered the phone. “Lauden.”

      “Mr. Lauden, I just spoke to Paige Nelson.”

      “Okay good.”

      “I told her that the other clients had unfortunately taken the spot in the Stennis Building, but we happened to have something else that would appear to meet her needs for the same price. She seemed taken aback but was interested in seeing it. I told her it would take a week to get some minor repairs done but I would take her to see it next week.”

      “I’m showing it to her.”

      Jaworski’s pause was barely perceptible. “Okay.”

      “Send me her contact information and let me know as soon as the space is ready to view.”

      “I will.”

      “Did she say anything else?”

      “Uh. Not really. I mean, I gave her the specs of the unit and we talked about developing it to meet her needs. That’s once we’ve gotten it cleaned up for her.”

      “Okay. Thanks, Brad. Keep me posted.”

      “I will.”

      Raff knew she’d gotten the delivery he’d arranged yesterday. He’d almost thought she would say something to Brad about it, since he wasn’t even sure she knew who he was.

      He refocused on the business meeting. As Paul and Ravi left his office shortly after ten, Mark walked in carrying a big box.

      Raff frowned at it, recognizing it immediately. “Where the fuck did that come from?”

      Mark’s forehead creased. “It was just dropped off at the security desk in the lobby, with your name on it. Do you know what it is?”

      “Yeah, I know. Fuck.”

      “What do you need me to do?”

      “Nothing. I mean, cancel my next meeting. Where’s my lunch appointment?”

      “Concetta’s at noon.”

      “I have to go out. You can set that parcel on the table.”

      “Sure thing.”

      Raff wanted to growl as he grabbed his coat, scarf and gloves, then hauled up the box he’d sent to Paige Nelson yesterday. Clearly she did know who he was or had figured it out.

      He rode the elevator to the underground parking garage and tossed the box into the passenger seat of his Bentley, parked conveniently near the elevator. Then he roared out, the concrete walls and floors echoing the rumble of the turbocharged engine.

      His near-photographic memory called up the address Paige had given him yesterday. Even if she hadn’t mentioned it, he could’ve gotten it easily from Jaworski.

      It didn’t take him long to get there. He parked in a loading zone on the narrow street lined with turn-of-the-century warehouse buildings.

      He grabbed the parcel and strode up the cracked and icy sidewalk to the building with her number on it. Jesus fuck, this was not a great neighborhood. He was pretty sure that was a drug deal going down farther up the street. A growl rose in his throat as he located her unit. The door was locked.

      Well thank fuck for that. He lifted a hand and laid a series of heavy raps on the door.

      It opened seconds later. He looked at an attractive, young African-American woman standing there, one hand on the door. A mass of dark curls framed her face. Her full lips pursed and eyebrows rose quizzically.

      “Paige Nelson,” he said. “She here?”

      “Yes.” The girl glanced over her shoulder. Then Paige appeared. Her eyes went wide as she took him in.

      Christ, she was sweet. Today she was dressed in jeans—low-rise skinny jeans—black, knee-high boots and a black turtleneck that emphasized the creamy ivory of her skin and the pale gold of her hair.

      “Mr. Lauden,” she said, crossing her arms. “What are you doing here?”

      For some reason, his bad humor disappeared and he grinned. He held out the box. “You know why I’m here.”

      Her wide eyes fastened on his face.

      “I’ll, uh, get back to work,” the other young woman said and disappeared.

      Raff stepped into the space and nudged the door shut behind him. The Black Keys sang “Gold on the Ceiling” but there was no gold ceiling in this place. He swept the room with his gaze and quickly took in the worn hardwood floor, dusty exposed ductwork overhead and the stain on the wall where a pipe had leaked. Also clutter…lots of stuff in not much space. “Here.”

      “I can’t accept that.”

      “Yes you can.”

      “No I can’t. It was completely unnecessary and…”

      “And what?”

      She lifted her little chin and gave him a frosty look from those big blue eyes. “Grandiose,” she snapped. “Flamboyant. Pompous.”

      His eyes widened and then he burst out laughing. “Pompous. No shit. Don’t hold back. Tell me what you really think.”

      Her long eyelashes fluttered and her expression softened minutely. “I just did. I’m not impressed, if that’s what you were trying to do. Oh no, wait. You were trying to prevent a lawsuit.”

      He couldn’t stop smiling. She was so damn cute. “Yeah, that’s it,” he said. “Terrified of a lawsuit. Skinned knees are worth big bucks in personal injury claims these days.”

      “Now you’re making fun of me.”

      His smile deepened. “No I’m not. Look, just take the coat and pants. Unless…did they not fit?”

      “I didn’t try them on.”

      “Hell. You always this stubborn?”

      “I’m not stubborn.”

      “Uh-huh. Coulda fooled me. Ms. Nelson, please accept these as a token of apology for the mishap yesterday that occurred on my property.”

      “You said you’d pay the dry cleaning bill! There was no need to go buy a whole new coat, a very expensive one, I might add.”

      “Getting your coat dry cleaned means you’re without it for a few days. This is easier.”

      She tilted her head to one side. “So rather than have your clothes dry cleaned, you go buy new ones?”

      He laughed again. “I have enough clothes that it’s not a problem.”

      “Well, so do I! I do have another coat.”

      “Of course you do.”

      “Now you’re patronizing me!”

      Damn, he was enjoying this. She was scrappy. That worked for him. Big-time. “You’re being defensive.”

      “I am not!” Then she turned her face and looked away from him, firming her lips and closing her eyes briefly. “Okay, that did sound defensive.”

      “Your eyes look like lilacs when you’re angry,” he said softly.

      She took a step back, her face going wary.

      Shit.

      “Fine,” she muttered. She reached out for the box. “If I take this, will you go away?”

      He held on to the large carton, and for a moment they both had their hands on it. His gaze caught on her wrist. The sleeve of her sweater had pulled up a little, exposing a rubber band on her wrist. His eyes fastened on it as he took that in. He’d seen that before, and connections fired in his brain. Someone who needed a little sting, a little pain to center herself… Oh man. That worked for him too. Really worked for him. Holy hell. Excitement curled inside him.

      He met her eyes. “Probably not.”

      Their gazes locked and again he felt it—that pull, that tension, heat building between them as they eyed each other. Hunger and need spiked inside him. When she dropped her gaze, recognition made his heart bump. Win.

      He needed to be patient. Not his strength, but something he’d learned.

      “Okay,” he said very softly. “I’ll leave.”

      Her eyes flicked back up to meet his.

      “But only because I have an important lunch meeting. Tonight I’m taking you to dinner.”

      She gazed at him for a moment then said, “No.”

      He tipped his head, keeping his eyes locked on her. “That wasn’t an invitation. It was a statement.”

      “I’m well aware of that. Which is why I didn’t say ‘no thank you, Mr. Lauden’.”

      Another smile broke out on his face and humor warmed his insides.

      “A polite request would elicit a polite response,” she added.

      Her plucky spirit was fucking turning him on. “If I ask nicely, will you have dinner with me?”

      Her eyes went wide and she made a noise of frustration. “What is this?”

      “Do you have to ask?”

      “Yeah. I do.”

      “You’re a beautiful woman. I’m attracted to you. It’s as simple as that.”

      “And you always get what you want.”

      He grinned. “Yeah. Pretty much.”

      A reluctant smile curved her lips and she shook her head. “You’re outrageous.”

      “I’ve heard that before.”

      “Look, Mr. Lauden—”

      “Raff.”

      She blinked. “Mr. Lauden. I’m not interested. I’m sorry. That may be a blow to your supersized ego—although why you’re interested in me is a mystery, since I’m fairly certain I am nowhere near the type of woman you usually date—but it’s the truth.”

      He released his hold on the box, letting her take it. “I don’t believe you.”

      Now her eyes nearly bugged out of her head. Cute. “You’re crazy!”

      “Open to debate, depending who you talk to. What are you afraid of, Paige?”

      Her lips parted—pretty, shiny, pink lips that he wanted to taste with a sudden urgent hunger. “I’m not afraid.”

      He lifted a hand to touch the tips of his fingertips to her soft cheek. “I’m not that scary. But you’re afraid of something.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Oh for the love of— I’ll take the damn coat. But that’s it.”

      Another chuckle rose in his throat but he swallowed it down. “What can I do to make it safe for you?”

      Two little indentations appeared between her eyebrows. “What?”

      “I can send a car for you. Or you can meet me at the restaurant. We’ll be in a public place. What’s to be afraid of?”

      “I told you I’m not afraid.”

      “Yeah. You are. And I’m damn well going to find out why that is. But apparently not tonight.” He knew when to withdraw. “I have to get to my lunch meeting. We’ll talk again.”

      She gaped at him as he turned away with a smile and walked out. He caught the young woman who’d answered the door watching him with a fascinated expression and he smiled at her too.

      He exited the building and walked back to his car. Before he put it in gear, he sat and replayed that encounter.

      His chest clenched as he imagined what had put that fear into her. He knew a woman like her could be taken advantage of by assholes who were in to power and control and giving pain for all the wrong reasons. Fuck.

      He shook his head. It was true he wasn’t used to being turned down. And, honestly, if ever a woman had turned him down, he’d shrugged and forgotten about her.

      He couldn’t forget Paige Nelson.
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      “Oh my God, Paige.”

      Paige turned and directed her bemused gaze on Trenise.

      “That man is hot for you. And he’s gorgeous! I’m not kidding, I’m about to have an orgasm.”

      Paige choked out a laugh as she carried the box toward the big table.

      “How could you turn him down? Oh my God. If he told me he was taking me out for dinner, I’d say, ‘yes, sir, what time?’.”

      Paige jerked her head back to give Trenise a sharp look.

      Trenise smiled dreamily. “Try the coat on,” she said.

      Rolling her eyes, Paige opened up the carton again and pulled the beautiful coat out of the tissue. She slipped it on and fastened the buttons as she moved toward the long, narrow mirror on one wall. Her iPod now played Bruno Mars as she studied the coat in the mirror.

      “Beautiful,” Trenise said. “It fits perfectly and that color is amazing on you.”

      Red was a good color for her, and this was the perfect shade of crimson that flattered her coloring. “It’s lovely,” she agreed. “It just feels…uncomfortable, taking something so expensive from a stranger. Men like that expect something in return.”

      “Dinner,” Trenise said. “That’s not that shocking.”

      Paige turned. “And then what does he expect after he buys me dinner?” she demanded.

      “I don’t know, but I’d like to find out.” Trenise flashed her white smile. “Too bad he only had eyes for you.”

      “You can have him. I hate men like that. Bossy and arrogant. Thinks he rules the world. Thinks he can just tell me to have dinner with him and I’ll do it? Bah!”

      Trenise’s smile faded. “Girl, you’re kind of overreacting. I thought he was sort of sweet.”

      Paige sighed. “Maybe. But damn. I just got away from a man like that.” Her stomach did a clench of anxiety at the thought that Delmer knew where she worked. She’d managed to move without him knowing where she lived, she’d changed her email address and cell phone number, and her website didn’t display the physical address of the warehouse since all their business was currently online, but somehow he’d tracked down the address and shown up there once. She hadn’t answered the door to him, alone in the warehouse, and eventually he’d left. But she had a feeling he’d be back.

      That was the downside of having a storefront business—the address would have to be public. And he’d find her again. But she couldn’t let that stop her from living her life.

      “The last thing I need is to get involved with another asshole like that. I’m in charge of my own life now.” Although she was uncomfortably aware that with the threat of Delmer reappearing in her life at any time, she wasn’t completely in charge. Delmer had a long reach. But she wasn’t going to let him stop her from doing this, from starting over in a new city, with new friends and a new business that she was going to make a success of by herself.

      “I think you’re judging him kind of harshly,” Trenise said slowly. “You don’t even know him.”

      “Sure I do. I know his type.” She grimaced and removed the coat. She moved to a rack and found a wooden hanger for it. “Forget about him. He got his way and gave me the coat and pants. He’s gone and we have work to do.”

      

      Paige continued her hunt for new space despite that phone call from Brad Jaworski telling her he’d have a great spot to show her in a week. Deals had fallen through before and she wasn’t going to wait for him to come through. She kept busy working, scouting out one more spot that seemed good but turned out to be a big disappointment in person, going to her usual weekly hip-hop class with Mallory and hosting a Friday night get-together with friends at her and Kevin’s place.

      When Brad called Tuesday to set up a time to view the new location, she was still skeptical but also frustrated at the lack of success she was having. Maybe she was being too picky.

      “Am I being too picky?” she asked Trenise on Wednesday, on her way out to meet Brad.

      “Well. It’s a big decision. You don’t want to have to relocate twice. And image is so important. I get why you want the right look and location. On the other hand, staying here with low overhead is good for the bottom line.”

      “But we’re so running out of space. Well, I’ll see what this spot is like. Brad says it’s the same rent as the other one, but it’ll be amazing if it’s just as good.”

      “Good luck.”

      Wearing her new coat, because, dammit, it was beautiful, she arrived at Heaton Plaza a short while later. Snow was falling and the streets were a mess, but as she approached the building she assessed the neighborhood. All the buildings were well kept, some with awnings. A cute restaurant had what would be a lovely shady patio on the wide sidewalk in summer months. Small boutiques and an elegant-looking hair salon filled many of the street-level spaces.

      She walked up to Heaton Plaza and was struck by the beautiful architecture. She gazed up. Not a skyscraper by today’s standards, only about eighteen stories high, but impressive nonetheless with restored brick exterior, big arched windows on the main and second floors and an attractive entrance flanked by granite columns. She loved those windows, but window units were always priced way higher.

      Paige entered a foyer with high, arched ceilings. A staircase on the left climbed to the second floor, wide marble stairs with polished oak banisters. Beside it were brass-doored elevators. The lighting was clearly new and modern but had a charming antique feel.

      She stopped and turned in a slow circle to take it in. It had all been amazingly refurbished with new materials but the charm of the original structure remained.

      Nice.

      She approached the frosted-glass-and-oak door of number 101, wondering if Brad was already there. The door was unlocked and she walked in, facing a small reception area with a counter. The wall behind it didn’t go all the way to the ceiling and was lit by funky LED track lights. Exposed ducts and beams above had been refinished attractively in matte black.

      Paige could picture a couple of love seats on either side of the reception desk. One of them would sit in front of one of those beautiful arched windows she’d admired. On the inside, the old brick in shades of mocha and café au lait had been blasted and cleaned.

      The private space behind the foyer wall could be accessed on either side of the reception desk. The hardwood floor was clearly newly refinished and it gleamed in the sophisticated lighting. She hated to even walk on it in her wet boots.

      “Hello!” she called. “Brad?”

      She bent over to remove her boots on the small mat inside the door. Footsteps approached from around the wall and when she straightened, she was looking at Raff Lauden.

      She wasn’t surprised.

      He didn’t give up easily. Another similarity with her ex.

      She’d been thinking about Raff Lauden a lot since that day he’d brought the coat back to her. She’d tried not to, but it was impossible. Despite her assertion to the contrary, he was impressive, as in, he made an impression. A powerful impression.

      It was more than his looks, which she couldn’t deny attracted her. Today he wasn’t wearing a suit, but rather a pair of black wool pants and a thin, heather-gray V-neck sweater over a white T-shirt. He tossed a soft black leather jacket onto the reception counter.

      She’d thought about his looks—his smile, the unexpected beauty of it in his austere face, especially when she knew he’d been frustrated by her rejection. The way it creased his cheeks and deepened faint lines at the corners of his eyes, the flash of white teeth. That smile exuded charisma and sex. But more than just his looks, she’d also thought about the way he’d looked at her, how focused he was on her, how she knew he also found her attractive and how that made her feel—desirable, feminine…even beautiful.

      She’d tried to deny the twinge of disappointment that he’d given up so easily and walked away that day. He’d said they’d talk again, but she hadn’t heard from him. And yet, somehow, in some remote part of her consciousness, she’d known she would in fact see him again.

      So, yeah, she wasn’t surprised that he was there.

      “No Brad?” she asked.

      “Not today.”

      “I hope you didn’t fire him.”

      “Fuck no. Why would I do that?”

      She shrugged. “I have no idea. Because you can?”

      His face went stony, and the air in the room changed and became electric. “Some asshole did a number on you,” he muttered.

      Her insides tightened. His insight startled her. Was she that readable? Geez.

      “This building is beautiful,” she said, changing the subject.

      “Yes it is. Come on back and see the rest of it. Let me take your coat.”

      Right. The coat. His face softened when he looked at the coat but he didn’t say a word. He laid it on the reception counter beside his jacket. Heat swept up from her chest to her face. Then he gave her a quick study, taking in the knee-length black skirt, black tights and fitted white cotton shirt. Approval showed in the quirk of his lips.

      “Don’t you have better things to do with your time?” she blurted. “Surely the CEO and President of Challenger Development Group has lots of people who do this for him.”

      That smile reappeared and she found herself drawn to it. Wanting to see it more. “I worked my way up from the ground in this business,” he said. “I’m not above any of the jobs in the organization.”

      She tipped her head and studied him. Somehow, she believed him. Which kind of made her respect him.

      “I guess you figured out who I am,” he said.

      “Uh…yeah.” Though she wasn’t about to tell him she’d Googled him that night. “My roommate says he met you once.”

      His eyebrows lowered. “He?”

      “Yeah. Kevin Chillen. He’s an architect. Says he met you at a conference a few years ago.”

      Raff made a face. “Forgive me for not recalling. I meet so many people.”

      “No worries. He remembers you, of course.”

      “Why do you have a male roommate?”

      She blinked. “Well, first of all, that’s not really any of your business. And second of all…no, never mind. That’s all there is.”

      One corner of his mouth kicked up. “Boyfriend?”

      “Now you ask me that?” She gave him an incredulous look. “You didn’t seem worried about that when you were pressuring me to have dinner with you last week.”





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/playing-dirty-new-high-res-1.jpg
PLAYING
DIRTY

WINDY CITY KINK

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

KELLY JAMIESON






