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      “Boarding would go a lot faster if people just waited their turn.”

      Mallory Hurst reclined in the vinyl seat in O’Hare International Airport in Chicago, her phone with her electronic boarding pass on it in her hand, and turned to look at the man two seats over who’d just spoken to her. She gave him a wry smile. “True.”

      Nearly everyone else in the area had leaped from their seats as soon as the gate attendant had announced pre-boarding, but she and this guy were still sitting. “I mean, it’s not as if they’re not going to get on the plane,” he continued. “We all have assigned seats.”

      “It won’t leave without you either,” she agreed. “Especially if your checked baggage is on it. They’ll hunt you down.”

      “You’re a seasoned traveler.” He lifted an eyebrow, smiling.

      He was hot.

      Those were the first words that came to mind as she studied him. He looked around her age, which was thirty-one, maybe even a couple years younger than she. His golden brown hair was cut short, a little longer on top, very thick and tousled, and sideburns turned into just the right amount of whisker stubble over his square jaw and upper lip. He too lounged in his chair, slouched back, with long, long legs in faded jeans stretched out in front of him.

      “I travel quite a bit for work,” she agreed. “And my family lives in Los Angeles, so I visit them as often as I can. How about you? Travel a lot?”

      “Not a lot. If I had more vacation time, I’d travel more. Sure don’t travel for my job.” He grinned.

      His mouth was wide and his smile was steal-your-breath appealing, crinkling up his eyes and flashing his straight white teeth.

      “What do you do?” she asked.

      “I’m a cop.”

      She nodded. “Cool.”

      “You? What do you do that requires you to travel a lot?”

      She pursed her lips briefly. “I’m Senior Marketing Development Manager at a pharmaceutical company. We have offices in Los Angeles and London, so I sometimes have to travel there for meetings.” Talking about her work made her stomach tighten unpleasantly.

      The gate agent announced boarding for passengers seated in the rear of the plane. Mallory glanced at her boarding pass on her phone to make sure she had the row right. Not that it mattered. Nearly everyone was lined up already. The people sitting in the front rows would be blocking the aisle for everyone else as they wrestled their bags into the overhead compartments.

      “Man, I am really grouchy,” she murmured, mostly to herself, aware of the familiar tension she’d been carrying in her neck and shoulders.

      But the guy she’d been talking to grinned. “Does that mean this is a business trip?”

      She grimaced. “I’m actually on vacation for a week. Going to see my parents.”

      “Sounds like maybe you need a vacation.” His eyes and smile were sympathetic. “Stressful job?”

      “Um. Yeah. Sometimes.” That was an epic understatement lately. She smiled determinedly. “A week off will be nice.”

      One week. One week to get her head on straight and figure out what the hell she was going to do with the monumental dilemma she faced. In one week, she’d be flying home to Chicago with a decision made or a plan formulated.

      Maybe. Hopefully.

      Frack.

      She stared at the pointy toes of her black boots visible beneath the hem of her black pants. Her insides tightened even more at the pressure that built inside her.

      The guy she’d been talking to rose to his feet and picked up a backpack. She blinked.

      “Rows one through ten,” he confirmed. “Come on, let’s get in line.”

      She slung her purse over her shoulder and pulled her little carry-on suitcase behind her. Her new acquaintance gestured for her to go in front of him with impressive chivalry and she smiled at him. He was tall, now that they were standing side by side, well over six feet. The long, black, leather jacket he wore emphasized broad shoulders, hanging open over a thin gray sweater layered over a white T-shirt.

      “Where are you sitting?” he asked her.

      “Row eight, seat C.”

      He nodded. “I’m in the first row. I need the leg room.”

      She could see that.

      She held out her phone for the agent to scan her boarding pass and tramped down the gangway, passing through a draft of cold air as she stepped into the plane. She stowed her small bag, removed her jacket and shoved it into the overhead compartment as well, then slipped into her aisle seat. As she did, she couldn’t resist peering to the front of the plane where the man she’d been talking to was taking his seat. At the same moment, he glanced her way and their eyes met.

      His smile gave her a warm tingle down low inside and her breath caught a bit.

      She shifted back in her seat, breaking the eye contact, and sighed. A very attractive man. And the way he looked at her made her think he found her attractive too. Too bad they weren’t sitting closer together…gah! What was she thinking? She did not do things like flirt with a stranger on an airplane.

      Although flirting with a stranger would take her mind off the ugly crap that kept circling inside her head.

      She organized herself for takeoff, pulling her small tablet computer out of her purse to read on once they were in the air, doing up her seatbelt and then flipping through a magazine she’d brought to read when electronics weren’t permitted.

      Once they were airborne and the beverage cart made its way to her, she opened her mouth to request a coffee then paused when the man next to her ordered a double vodka. She never drank when she traveled on business, but this wasn’t business. Maybe a drink would help relax her. So she requested white wine.

      The first leg of her trip to Los Angeles required a change of planes in Denver. Booking at the last minute meant she hadn’t been able to get a direct flight. Annoying, but not the end of the world. As they taxied toward the terminal in Denver after landing, she double-checked her boarding pass for the gate and time of her next flight. She had two hours.

      Walking into the terminal, she found herself looking around for the man she’d been talking to back in Chicago, but since he’d been one of the first off the plane, he’d already disappeared. Maybe Denver was his destination and he’d headed to the baggage claim area. She gave a mental shrug and followed the signs along the busy concourse to her next gate. As she passed a food court area, she slowed by a bar that seemed to be a popular spot. People sat there laughing and talking. She’d always had a little pang of envy for those people when she traveled for work, people who weren’t alone, people who were having fun. She continued past the bar.

      She paused to check the big board with flights on it and confirmed her next flight was still on time and still at the same gate. Not that she was paranoid. She just always liked to know exactly where she was going and what time she had to be there.

      And there was her gate. She eyed the waiting area, only a few people there right then. Although she had her tablet computer and the airport had wireless Internet access, and she could entertain herself for the next hour and a half until boarding time, the idea of sitting there didn’t appeal.

      “We meet again.”

      She turned and found herself face-to-face with the hot guy from O’Hare. She couldn’t help but return his smile. “You’re going to L.A. too?” she asked.

      “Yep.” He tipped his head. “Didn’t I mention that?”

      “No,” she murmured. “I don’t think you did. Are you on vacation?”

      “Yeah.” He paused. “I was thinking about getting a beer. I don’t suppose you’d like to keep me company so I’m not drinking alone? I’ll buy you a drink.”

      The idea was definitely tempting. But once again, she didn’t do things like that. Let a stranger buy her a drink in the airport bar―that was bold. “Thanks, but no.”

      He eyed her with a bit of a challenging glint in his eye. “For a moment there, you looked like you really wanted to say yes.”

      She had wanted to say yes. She glanced back at the bar. “Really, I can’t.”

      “Why not? It’s just a drink. In a public place.”

      He was right. What the hell. She made a face. “Okay.”

      They walked back to the bar and surveyed the busy space. “We can sit at the bar,” he said, nodding at two stools near one end. She headed that way with her carry-on rolling behind her.

      “I guess names would be good,” the guy said, shaking his head. “I’m Joe.”

      “Nice to meet you, Joe. I’m Mallory.” They shook hands and the warmth and strength of his big hand gave her another tingle low inside. She draped her jacket over the back of the stool and he did the same then helped her climb onto the seat. He picked up a small menu card and studied it.

      The bartender appeared in front of them and laid out two small paper coasters. “What can I get you folks?”

      “White wine, please,” Mallory said. “Sauvignon Blanc.”

      “Even your drink choice is safe,” Joe murmured.

      She blinked.

      He looked up. “What’s on tap?” The bartender reeled off selections and Joe went for some kind of local ale Mallory didn’t recognize.

      “Is that good beer?”

      He shrugged, a smile playing on his wide mouth. “No idea. Never had it before.”

      Music played somewhere, nearly unrecognizable over the loud babble of voices and laughter in the bar. A big screen television broadcast a hockey game with no sound.

      “Hey, it’s the Blackhawks,” Mallory said.

      “And they’re winning. You like hockey?”

      “Love it.”

      He eyed her with renewed interest. “Awesome. Do you go to many games?”

      “Yeah. My company has a suite and we often entertain guests there.”

      “Now that’s the way to watch a game. Me, I buy the cheap seat tickets.”

      The bartender served their drinks and Mallory slid the glass along the polished wood closer to her. She sipped the crisp wine. “Nice.”

      “Good.” He held up his glass, the golden liquid inside bubbling, the outside frosty, and they touched glasses in a toast. “Cheers.”

      Their eyes met as they sipped again and something inside Mallory gave a little squeeze. This was kind of fun. She hadn’t had fun for quite a while. Or…did she ever really have fun anymore?

      Sure she did. Her life was the way she wanted it. Responsible. Hardworking. Respectable. Maybe she didn’t do spontaneous things like this, but she had fun.

      “So the weather in Los Angeles is a lot warmer than at home,” Joe said. “A little sunshine and heat will be nice in October. You said you grew up in L.A.?”

      “That’s right.”

      “You must miss that weather.”

      “I do. But I really love Chicago.”

      “Yeah. I like living there.” His smile went crooked.

      “Are you on vacation alone?” she asked. “Going to visit someone?” Maybe a female someone?

      He dropped his gaze and his smile receded. “I’m going to see my dad.”

      “Oh. That’s nice.”

      “Uhhuh. We’ll see. Hey, look at that, Toews just scored for the Blackhawks.”

      They watched the replay together. “Beautiful,” Mallory said, grinning. “Right through the five hole.”

      Joe leaned closer and gave her a gentle nudge with his shoulder. “Gotta love a girl who knows hockey. Especially a girl as smokin’ hot as you.”

      She made a face at his compliment, although it warmed her inside.

      “You must have brothers,” he added.

      She laughed. “Actually, I’m an only child. But my dad’s a big hockey fan.”

      She watched his gaze drop to her left hand. “You’re not married.”

      “No.”

      “Boyfriend?”

      She shook her head. “Nope.” A pause. “You?”

      “Nah, I don’t have a boyfriend either.”

      A giggle bubbled up inside her. It almost shocked her. God, her life wasn’t that serious, was it, that laughing out loud was so foreign to her? Once again, they exchanged grins and heat quivered inside her.

      “I mean a girlfriend,” she chided him. “Or wife.” Then she added with deliberate hesitancy, “I’m pretty sure you’re not gay.”

      He laughed and their eyes met in a charged little exchange. “Pretty sure, huh? Not gay, no girlfriend, no wife. Almost got married once, but it didn’t work out.” He shrugged.

      “You don’t seem too broken up about that. Was it a while ago?”

      “Last week.” The glint in his eye made her laugh again. “Kidding. It was a few years ago. And I’m over it. Wasn’t meant to be. Worked out for the best. All those clichés.”

      “Did she have issues being married to a cop?”

      His eyes flickered with a faint shadow. “No. That wasn’t what her issue was.” One corner of his mouth kicked up again. “I think it was just me Zoe had an issue with.”

      Well. She didn’t know him at all, really, but from what she’d seen so far, that surprised her. And frankly, she didn’t believe him. But whatever. Two strangers having a drink in an airport bar didn’t have to share all their ugly baggage. Figurative ugly baggage. She smiled.

      “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing. I just have a weird sense of humor.”

      “I’ve been told that too. But since you’ve been laughing at my jokes, maybe we have the same weird sense of humor.”

      “Maybe we do.”

      “Do you like Family Guy?”

      Her eyes went wide and then she groaned. “Yes,” she whispered. “But don’t tell anyone else. It’s so…wrong. But so funny.”

      “Exactly.”

      “What other guilty pleasures do you keep secret?” Joe asked.

      “Oh no. I’m not revealing my secrets to a total stranger.”

      “Hey, sometimes that’s the best person to tell. And what fun are secrets if you’re not tempted to tell them?”

      She tipped her head to one side. He had a point there. “Okay,” she said. “I like to read sexy romance novels.”

      “You don’t tell people that?”

      “The people I work with would not approve of such ‘low brow’ reading material. But I like them.”

      They talked about movies and television shows, and funnily enough found they did share some favorites. Mallory had to draw the line at Hot Tub Time Machine.

      “I’m a sucker for anything with time travel,” Joe admitted. “Maybe that’s why I liked it.”

      “Doctor Who?”

      “Big fan,” he said seriously. “Wouldn’t you rather dematerialize in Chicago and rematerialize in L.A. than do this?” He waved a hand. “Although…on second thought, having a drink with a pretty lady is more fun.”

      She smiled.

      He pulled out his cell phone and glanced at it. “We should head to the gate, I guess. We’re supposed to start boarding in five minutes.”

      “I want to use the ladies’ room first,” she said. She finished her wine and placed the empty glass on the bar as Joe pulled out some bills. “Thank you for the drink. It was much more fun than sitting by myself.”

      “My pleasure.”

      They separated to go to their respective bathrooms and met up again moments later on the concourse, walking together to the gate.

      Through the windows, they could see tiny snowflakes falling, the late afternoon skies gray and overcast. “Sunshine,” Mallory said. “Palm trees. Beaches. We’re on our way.”

      Joe smiled his agreement.

      Soon they were separating again to board the plane and Mallory felt a pang of disappointment. She sent him a quick smile as she made her way down the aisle and he stayed at the front again.

      She went through her familiar routine settling into her seat, although she didn’t fasten her seatbelt as there was still an empty seat beside her. Eventually, an older woman arrived and claimed the window seat, and then Mallory fastened her seatbelt and flipped through her magazine. This time her difficulty concentrating on the magazine wasn’t because of work, but because she kept replaying her conversation with Joe, remembering his easy smile and the way he made her laugh. Clearly, he didn’t take things too seriously. And yet…he was a police officer. That was a pretty serious profession. She had to admire someone who could have such a serious, life-or-death job and yet still have such a sense of fun and adventure. Admire, and even…envy.

      She also kept remembering the way he looked at her, attraction evident in his smile and his eyes. He had a glint in those eyes that hinted he might like to do wicked things…

      She gazed out the window, her view not that great from the aisle seat, but she could still see equipment moving around on the tarmac. She tried again to read her magazine and actually got into an article when the flight captain came on the sound system to apologize for the delay. Mallory glanced at her watch. They were fifteen minutes late leaving.

      “We need to de-ice the wings,” the captain announced. “So we’re going to be a little longer here before we get you up in the air and on our way to Los Angeles. We were actually hoping to get away before we needed to do that, but unfortunately that didn’t work out. So we’re waiting our turn with the de-icer. Thank you for your patience.”

      Huh. De-ice the wings. Okay. Better safe than sorry. The snow was still light, but apparently it was cold enough that they needed to do that.

      The woman beside her shifted and murmured, “Oh dear.”

      Mallory wasn’t a nervous flyer. Whatever they had to do, they’d do, and a little snow was no big deal. Planes flew through worse all the time, and a short delay was annoying but not as much as when she was on a business trip and had tight time frames. If her flight was delayed, her parents would just have to wait a little longer at the airport.

      Before they were told to turn off their electronics, she pulled out her BlackBerry and sent her mom a quick message to tell her they were late leaving. Then she turned her attention to the magazine article about how to talk dirty in bed. And then another about a young woman who had breast cancer. It was heart wrenching, but she forced herself to read it because she wanted to make herself feel fortunate for everything she had.

      Eventually she became aware that they’d been sitting in the airplane for quite a while. People around her were getting restless and starting to complain loudly. It was warm and stuffy in the aircraft, and Mallory reached up to adjust the air vent above her, sending a cool blast toward her. Better. But she was getting antsy too. What was going on?

      The pilot came back on to make another announcement, again apologizing for the delay. “There’s a long line of planes waiting to get to the de-icing equipment,” he said. “The snow hit about four hours before it was supposed to arrive and unfortunately the de-icing solution wasn’t warmed up yet. The ground crew was planning to take care of it before the morning flights but it’s obviously too late now.”

      What the fuck? The de-icing solution wasn’t warmed up? Mallory sighed. It was late October, so she supposed it was a little early for them to need it, but shouldn’t it be ready any time? Jeez.

      The lady beside her fidgeted and sighed and bit her lips.

      Mallory wanted to go talk to Joe. She leaned into the aisle and looked to the front of the plane. Others had gotten up and moved around. She could do that too.

      But that was crazy. She didn’t even know him.

      She tried to focus on her magazine again—“What real guys think about commitment”. She wrinkled her nose.

      They’d been sitting on the plane for about an hour when the pilot came back on. “Well, folks…” he said. “We’re going to let you deplane while they get the de-icing equipment going. We apologize for the inconvenience. Hopefully we’ll be on our way shortly.”

      A collective groan filled the plane, people mumbling with annoyance as they began to rise and move about, collecting their belongings. Mallory shot a smile at the lady beside her as she stuffed her magazine and tablet computer back into her big purse then rose to haul her bag out of the overhead compartment.

      Inside the airport, the flight attendants handed out cans of soda and little pretzel packets, discussing amongst themselves how they were getting close to their cut-off time when they’d have to leave the airport to sleep before they could travel again. Great.

      Mallory took her soda and pretzels and looked around. What were they supposed to do? How long was this going to be? She probably shouldn’t go very far in case they got things fixed soon and were able to take off.

      “So,” Joe spoke beside her. “Looks like we get to spend a little more time together.”
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      Joe smiled down at Mallory. The airport had to be the most unsexy place in the world, grumpy people complaining about the flight delay, harsh lights, uncomfortable seating. But Mallory…she was sexy.

      “Another drink?” he said.

      Her eyes shifted. “I don’t know. We should probably stay close in case they make announcements about what’s happening.”

      “We’ll hear them in the bar. And I’d rather have another beer than that warm soda and tiny little bag of pretzels.”

      “I guess.” She nibbled her bottom lip. “Okay.” She let out a heartfelt sigh.

      “What’s wrong?” He set his hand on the small of her back to guide her through the people in the concourse.

      “You have to ask? I just want to get home to see my folks. This is frustrating.”

      “Yeah. It is. But hey, they’ll get the de-icing solution warmed up and get those wings de-iced and we’ll be good to go in no time.”

      “So optimistic,” she murmured.

      “Can’t do anything about it.” He shrugged. “Gotta make the best of it. Right?”

      “Right.”

      They walked down the concourse back to the bar they’d been at earlier. Now all the seats at the bar were taken, but they found a small table for two and took a seat.

      He watched her across the table as she arranged her carry-on and her purse, and hung her jacket on the back of her chair. She sat and folded her hands on the table and gave him a bright smile. “Okay! Here we are again.”

      Her hair shone under the lights of the bar, multi shades of gold and caramel and honey, sweeping from a right-sided part across her forehead and curving under her chin in a smooth, sleek style. A little sleeker than his usual preference, which leaned more toward long dark hair. Her clothes were classy and conservative too: black pants, an ivory sweater under a black jacket, with a black, ivory and taupe-colored scarf around her neck. The only thing she wore that even hinted at sexy were the pointy-toed, high-heeled black boots that barely peeked out from beneath the hem of her black pants.

      But something in her eyes hinted at sexy too, and her smile…the way she recognized his cracked sense of humor. Maybe it was wishful thinking on his part, but it also seemed she recognized something else inside him. Despite the conservative, buttoned-up appearance.

      “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll get home to see your parents in no time.”

      “Sure.” She rolled her eyes. “Times like this I really hate traveling. You were right about the time travel thing.”

      “Absolutely. I’ve been thinking that in my spare time I should start working on a time machine or something.”

      She grinned and relaxed a bit back into her chair. “Good idea.”

      They ordered drinks and Joe added an order of nachos. “I’m not gonna make it to L.A. without some food,” he said. He looked at the big screen TV. “I guess the game’s over. Wonder who won.”

      “Let’s check.” She pulled out her cell phone and did some fast moves with her thumbs. She bit her lip as she waited. “Hey! Blackhawks won, four-two.”

      “Awesome.”

      She did a few more clicks, checked something else then set down her phone. “We need the TARDIS. This sucks.”

      He grinned. “Right?” Then he shrugged. “It happens. I’m looking on the bright side. I get to have another drink with a beautiful woman.” He winked.

      Her cheeks got pink and her eyelashes fluttered. “Well. Yeah. There is that.”

      He chuckled then leaned back in his seat as the waiter set his beer in front of him.

      “So, how long have you lived in Chicago?” he asked her.

      “Only about two years. I moved there to take a promotion.”

      “You’re pretty young to be…what did you say your title was? Senior Marketing Manager?”

      “Senior Marketing Development Manager.” She made a face. “And I’m thirty-one.”

      He grinned. “Thanks. It’s rude to ask. I’m thirty. So still, thirty-one is young for that kind of position. Right?”

      She shrugged. “I’ve worked hard. I’ve been with the company since I graduated with my MBA. I started as a junior manager.” She looked down at her glass of wine, her mouth going tight.

      “What company is it? Did you say you sell drugs?”

      She gave a tense laugh. “Yeah. Zafir Pharmaceuticals.”

      “So what does a Senior Marketing Development Manager do?”

      “Basically my job is to expand potential markets for our products.”

      “Drugs.”

      “Yes.” Her face tightened a little more. “That’s right. We produce drugs that are used to treat cancer, kidney disease, rheumatoid arthritis, asthma…serious diseases.”

      “That sounds very worthy.”

      She nodded. “Yes. It should be.”

      “Should be? You mean it’s not?”

      She sighed. “I’m going through a rough time at work right now. We should talk about something more fun.”

      “Okay. Sure. But if you want to talk about work, sometimes that helps.”

      She nodded glumly. “Yeah. I know. Thanks. Maybe we could talk about your work. Being a police officer is also a worthy career.”

      “Worthy. Did I really say that?” He laughed. “That sounds a little sanctimonious.”

      “You did say that. And it’s not sanctimonious. I think it’s important to feel like you’re doing something good in your career. Like you’re contributing. Where’s the satisfaction if you’re not?”

      “I suppose.” He shrugged. “It’s a job.”

      Her eyebrows lifted. “Just a job? I’d think to be a police officer you have to be pretty committed. Why are you in that job if you don’t like it?”

      He lowered his eyebrows. “Did I say I didn’t like it?”

      “Not in so many words.”

      “It’s not that I don’t like it. I do. Just don’t think I’m some kind of hero out saving lives every day. Because it’s not like that.” He was certainly no hero.

      She studied him with a discerning look that made him shift in his seat, but fortunately she let that go. “What do you plan to do in Los Angeles?” she asked. “Whereabouts does your dad live?”

      “Long Beach, actually.”

      “Hey, really? My parents are in Anaheim.”

      “Is that close? I don’t know that area very well.”

      “Yeah, pretty close. So did your father recently move there?”

      “No. He’s…ah…always lived there.”

      “But you haven’t visited him much?” Warm curiosity shone in her blue eyes.

      “Not much, no.” Wow, this conversation was stumbling from one uncomfortable topic to the next. “Of course, I want to go to the beach and see the ocean.”

      “Go to Disneyland.”

      He laughed. “Yeah, I guess that’s what you’re supposed to do in California. We’ll see about that. My parents took us to Disney World a couple of times when we were young, but not Disneyland.”

      “Us? You have a sibling?”

      “I have two older brothers.”

      “So you’re the baby of the family.”

      “Yes. I am.” He rolled his eyes.

      “So, when did your parents separate?”

      “They’re…not.” Then he realized what he’d let slip.

      She frowned. “Oh. Sorry. I’m confused. You were talking about your dad like he lives apart from your mom.”

      Hell. “It’s a long story,” he said. “Families. They’re complicated.” And that was a serious understatement. His stomach clenched.

      “True enough,” she said with a sigh. “I love my folks, but we’ve had our challenges too.”

      “Doesn’t everyone.”

      The waiter reappeared with a big plate of nachos that he set in the middle of the table, along with a couple of smaller plates and a pile of napkins.

      “So.” She gave Joe a bright smile. “I was just reading an article in a magazine about how to talk dirty in bed. Do guys like that?”

      He blinked. “Wow. That change of subject just about gave me whiplash.”

      She laughed. “Sorry.” She picked up a chip loaded with cheese.

      “Um. Talk dirty in bed. Yeah. Sure. I like it. But not if it sounds fake.”

      “Like what?”

      “I mean, if she’s spouting off stuff that sounds like something she would never, ever say…like maybe it came from a bad porn movie…that would feel awkward.”

      “Like ‘Fill me up, Daddy, fuck my tight cunt. Make me scream with that big dick of yours.’”

      He choked on his beer, laughing. “Okay, yeah.” But damn if his dick didn’t thicken a little at the dirty words. “I don’t ever want to hear the word ‘Daddy’ in bed.”

      She grinned.

      “It doesn’t have to be vulgar to be sexy,” he said. “It could actually be something like, ‘make me come’ or ‘you’re so good with your tongue’.”

      “You’ve heard that one?”

      “Maybe once or twice.” He smiled modestly. “If you’re going to talk dirty, you have to feel comfortable saying it, otherwise it’s just going to make things tense.”

      “I agree.” She nodded.

      “How about when guys talk dirty? Do girls like that?”

      “I can’t speak for all girls. I like it. To a point.”

      “What don’t you like?”

      “I don’t like being called a bitch or a whore or a cunt.”

      Amusement mingled with admiration inside him. “Don’t blame you. I’d never call a woman those names during sex.”

      “But outside of sex maybe?”

      “I never said that! Not outside of sex either. Wait. I did call my buddy Kevin’s ex a bitch when she dumped him for no reason.”

      “To her face?”

      “God no! Just to him.”

      “Okay.” She nodded.

      Joe’s ears perked at the announcement coming over the sound system. They both listened as it was announced that they would be reboarding the plane shortly. Their eyes met. Damn. He was kind of disappointed actually. Things had gotten fun. They exchanged a wry smile as they finished off their drinks and ate a last couple of nachos. Mallory pulled her wallet from her big purse. “Let me buy this time,” she said.

      “No. I’m buying.” He was firm on that and gave her a level look that had her putting her wallet away.

      “Thank you. You really have made this ordeal more fun.”

      “Likewise, gorgeous.”

      Once more they headed back to the gate and waited in line to board the plane. For the third time since they’d spoken to each other in O’Hare, they separated to go to their own seats, and dammit, this time it really felt like a downer. If the plane wasn’t so full, he would’ve asked about moving seats so they could sit together, but he did like sitting in the bulkhead seat so he had extra legroom.

      Darkness had fallen by now, and snow was continuing to come down. Not a full-fledged blizzard by any means, but enough to pose a problem with snow on the wings. Equipment moved around outside on the tarmac, visible only by lights in the dark. Flight attendants moved through the cabin, patiently answering questions and trying hard to pacify all the unhappy customers. Joe laughed inside, realizing that the delay hadn’t bothered him one bit. Not only was he not in a big rush to get to L.A. and see his biological father—he’d gotten to spend more time with Mallory. Pretty. Sexy. Smart. And not all that happy.

      What was going on with her job that was making her so tense? That sucked.

      “Well, ladies and gentlemen, Captain Kirk here again.”

      Captain Kirk? Seriously? Why hadn’t he noticed that last time he’d spoken? Joe wanted to laugh.

      “So the news we’re getting from the ground crew is that the planes are so icy, as soon as they’re done with the back of the plane the front has to be de-iced again. That’s why it’s taking so long for us to get our turn there.”

      Joe sighed.

      Where in Chicago did Mallory live? Damn, he should have gotten her phone number. Just because their flight was leaving and they were going their separate ways for the next week or so, didn’t mean he couldn’t look her up once they were home…

      What the hell was he thinking? She looked like the kind of woman who was ready to settle down in a long-term relationship, and he was so not that guy. Especially not now, with his head all fucked up from the news he’d just been smacked with. Although the truth was, his head had been fucked up for a while. Most of his life, in fact. He sighed.

      But damn, he liked her. There was a definite attraction there, a nice zing of heat and excitement. They were similar ages. Both single.

      Whatever. He flipped open the airline’s travel magazine that was tucked in the pocket on the wall in front of him and studied pictures of Thailand. Then an article about London, England. Hadn’t Mallory said she’d traveled there? That would be cool.

      And then he was back to thinking about Mallory. Thinking about talking dirty to her in bed. Christ. Images filled his head of rumpling her professional clothes and messing up her sleek hair, and he had to shift in his seat as his cock swelled a little against his fly.

      Nearly an hour later, the captain announced that they were still waiting and could get off the plan again. “We apologize again for the inconvenience.”

      Oh, for Chrissake. They were getting off the fucking plane again? This was turning into a nightmare.

      But he couldn’t help but seek out Mallory as he rose to deplane again. He spotted her shiny hair as she stood in the aisle, once more wrestling her bag out of the overhead compartment.

      This time he didn’t pretend that he’d run into her by accident. He waited for her right outside the plane.

      “Hey, gorgeous,” he said with a smile. “Let me take that for you.” He reached for her small suitcase.

      “That’s okay, I’ve got it.”

      But he took it anyway and they walked up the gently sloping carpeted gangway. Inside the terminal he moved away from the gate and stopped to face her. “So here we are again,” he said. “Sounds like this bird might not be taking off tonight.”

      “Yeah.” She bit her lip. “This sucks. Oh, I better text my mom.”

      “Yeah, go ahead.”

      She pulled her cell phone out of her purse. “Is your dad picking you up at the airport? You might want to let him know about the delay.”

      “He’s not picking me up. So it’s okay.”

      She thumbed in a message, eyes on her phone. “There. I just wish I knew what to tell them. This is so annoying!”

      “Yeah. It is.”

      “I hate things that are out of my control.”

      “Really?” He gave her a look.

      “What? Don’t look at me like that.”

      “Like what?”

      She blinked rapidly and his smile widened.

      “Like I wanted to make you lose control?” He bent closer to murmur the words in her ear.

      “Um…”

      “That’s because I do.” He straightened. “Come on. Let’s find somewhere we can get comfortable for the next while… Wait.”

      “What?”

      “Before you put your phone away, give me your number.”

      “Why?” She frowned at him.

      “So I can send you a text message on the plane.”

      Now it was her turn to give him a look, a side-eye, tight-lipped look. He beamed his most charming smile and she shook her head but gave him the number. He entered it into his contacts.

      The airline crew were handing out pillows and blankets to anyone who wanted them; he accepted two for him and Mallory and led the way to the far corner of the gate area, where an empty row of seats faced out the windows into darkness. The bar and restaurants in the concourse were all now dark and closed up.

      He parked Mallory’s case and they dumped purse, backpack, jackets, pillows and blankets onto a couple of seats.

      “Do you want to lie down?” he asked.

      She gave him another wary look. “I’ll just sit, thanks.”

      “Sure.” They both took a seat and he stretched his legs out in front of him and crossed his hands over his abdomen. “So, where were we? Oh yeah. Talking dirty in bed.”

      She giggled. “Back to that, huh?”

      “I was thinking more about it while we were sitting on the plane.” Thinking about talking dirty to her, both of them naked in bed—but he didn’t add that. “Sometimes it’s not so much the actual words as the tone of voice.”

      “True.”

      “Even when you say something innocent like, ‘Do you want more?’ if you say it in the right tone of voice, it can sound dirty.” He demonstrated, lowering his voice to a husky rasp and leaning closer. “Do you want more?”

      She shivered.

      He smiled. “’Cause I’ve got more. How would you like it? Are you having fun?”

      “You’re a very bad boy,” she said in a throaty tone that made his dick harden.

      “You know it. Let’s be bad together.”

      “I’m not a bad girl though.”

      “Oh yeah? The way you were talking dirty in the bar earlier sounded pretty bad.” He held her gaze, smiling a bit, and then he touched his fingertips to her cheek. Soft.

      He sensed a bit a tussle going on inside her.

      “Hey,” he said softly. “We’re in an airport with hundreds of people around. We’re just playing around. Right?”

      “Right.”

      She was gorgeous. Smooth and polished, perfect shiny hair and satiny skin, sky blue eyes that he could now see were flecked with tiny shards of mauve and silver. “I wanna kiss you.”

      Her lips parted and her long eyelashes fluttered down. And that was enough for him. He leaned closer to her and found her mouth with his.

      Fuck yeah. Her soft lips clung to his. Her scent rose around them, warm and feminine and faintly floral. His fingertips caressed her cheek, his thumb on her chin in the gentlest touch. She lifted a hand and laid it on his arm, but she wasn’t pushing him away. She was holding on.

      He deepened the kiss, slanting his mouth a little more, opening his mouth over hers, pushing her lips open too, and his tongue traced over her plush bottom lip. She tasted sweet, fruity, faintly like wine, and when the tip of her tongue rubbed against his, his blood surged hotly through his veins, straight to his dick.

      “How’s this?” he murmured, now cupping her face. “You are so sexy. I wanna take your clothes off and lick you all over. Wanna make you come.”

      “That’s pretty good,” she replied breathlessly. “You’ve got a knack for talking dirty, I think.”

      “Thank you. Maybe we should work at it some more.”

      Their eyes met as she peered up at him through her long eyelashes.
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      This was crazy. She didn’t do things like this. Kissing a stranger in an airport. God! This was like the old her, the wild child who’d gotten into trouble and let people down. She didn’t do that anymore.

      But damn, he was a good kisser.

      She tried to breathe but her lungs felt constricted. Her pulse jumped and her mouth dried up. She stared at him and caught that glint, that sparkle in his eyes that dared her to do this. And as always, that challenge provoked her, playing to the wild streak she kept buried deep inside her.

      “You want to do this,” he whispered. “Don’t you?”

      She’d worked so hard not to be that girl, that reckless, hormone-driven girl. She now had so much more to lose. But here they were, trapped by circumstance, a few hours out of her life when she could have a taste of the forbidden. Why not, indeed? She hesitated only a few more seconds before her eyelashes fluttered closed and she leaned in.

      His mouth slanted over hers, firm and warm and masterful. She liked to be in charge, but he was melting her and she loved it.

      They were in a public place. And strangely, that just added to the hotness of it.

      “Sexy mouth,” he whispered against her lips.

      “Somehow the talking dirty isn’t quite the same when you’re not in bed.”

      He smiled. “It’s working for me. Damn, I like kissing you.”

      They moved together again, hands gripping each other, mouths meeting, tongues sliding. It was like an explosion, lust flaring inside her, burning hot. Consuming her. Shocking her. The fact that there were people nearby, that they were sitting in front of an expanse of window, didn’t matter. She didn’t care. She just wanted his mouth on hers. His hands on her.

      Goddamn, he was a good kisser.

      They shifted in their seats, getting closer still, kissing ravenously. He turned slightly to move over her and she slid one hand behind his back, the other onto his waist. His tongue was strong and sleek against hers, with the faint bitter taste of beer lingering along with his singular male taste. Her skin ached to feel his against her. Her fingers wanted to test the warmth of his flesh and grip those muscles with nothing between them. A moan climbed her throat as she sank into his kiss, her bones turning liquid. He slid a hand around her neck, then up into her hair where he twisted his fingers and tugged on her scalp. Shivers cascaded over her body.

      His other hand slipped around her waist, over her hip and then—God—down inside her pants, fingertips brushing over the top curve of her butt. So sexy. And anyone looking at them from behind wouldn’t see a thing.

      The exhibitionism part of this added a dark little thrill to it all. The fact that the windows in front of them were dark, only revealing lights out on the runways, gave a feeling that nothing was there. The other passengers sitting in the rows of seats behind them could see them kissing, but nothing else. And so she let her hand drift from his waist, over his flat, hard abs, and then lower to the thick ridge behind the fly of his jeans.

      He groaned. “Mallory.” His fingers dug into her ass, inside her pants.

      Okay. Okay. She panted for a few seconds as he released her mouth. Her mind whirled. This was not her. This was so not her. But holy hotness, she wanted this. “I can’t do this.”

      “Sure you can.” His voice was seduction all by itself. “I dare you.”

      Oh jeez. Did he know what that did to her? She’d tried to lock away that part of herself, the part that always had to respond to a challenge, but now it came screaming back to life. And what the hell? She was in an airport in a strange city, with nobody she knew anywhere near her. Why couldn’t she indulge in a little sexy fun for once? She kept it all so pushed way down inside her, all the time, now it came bubbling up almost uncontrollably.

      Okay, she could put a stop to it. She thought about it. But she didn’t want to. The only ones who would ever know about this were her and Joe.

      Joe. God. He was sexy. Charming. Uninhibited. Relaxed. She freakin’ envied that. She wanted that.

      She was having that. Even if it was for a short time in an airport between flights.

      She dove into his kiss again. His mouth ate at hers. His teeth nibbled. His tongue swept inside her mouth. Their bodies pressed together and his hand in her hair made her dizzy with lust. Her nipples tightened into painful points, her breasts aching for more.

      A hot pressure built low down inside her.

      Their kiss was raw and ferocious. Her brain went hazy and her heartbeat accelerated to the point of breathlessness. Holy hell, this guy could kiss. She loved it.

      This wasn’t tentative or cautious. This was carnal and hot and wet. Hungry. They breathed in each other’s breath and she tasted him on her tongue, male and delicious. Every nerve ending in her body sizzled as their mouths met again and again, tongue licking, teeth nipping. He sucked on her tongue and heat stabbed right to her core, making her shift in her seat, eager to get closer to him. She found the hem of his sweater and delved beneath, searching for skin and when she found it, she breathed a sigh into his mouth.

      “Mmm, yeah,” he groaned.

      She stroked her tongue along his and his hands tightened on hers, his breathing hitched and he murmured her name into her mouth. “Mallory.”

      That was so fucking sexy.

      He shifted again, pressing her back into the seat, his ferocity startling her. Thrilling her. His mouth moved on hers, his tongue licking inside, and a moan escaped her. He took charge of the kiss, something she wasn’t familiar with. She liked to be in control. But his aggression excited her. Comforted her, actually. She wanted to think more about that, but thoughts spun away from her as sensation took over.

      His tongue slid between her teeth yet again, and she clutched his big torso, fingers digging into smooth skin beneath his sweater. God! Heat flowed through her veins and her skin tightened. She forgot to breathe, her focus only on where their mouths joined and their bodies touched. His hot skin beneath her hands. His mouth on her. His tongue in her mouth. A fierce ache grew behind her clit, and she longed to be touched there. Her hips shifted in the hard seat.

      They needed to be closer. Closer. Body to body. Sitting in these seats wasn’t good enough, wasn’t close enough. She wanted to climb onto his lap and devour him, but a tiny voice of reason in the back of her head reminded her where they were.

      Shockingly, she didn’t even care if people saw them kissing. But she knew there was a limit to how far they could go sitting in an airport. She paused, panting, heart thudding.

      “What?” he murmured against her ear.

      “Airport,” she mumbled. “People can see…”

      “They can’t see much. And who cares? Will we ever see them again?”

      “Um. Probably not.” She sucked in air, her entire body pulsing with need. “But…but…we can only go so far, and this is…torture.”

      “I know. For me too. Torture. But sweet.”

      “Mmm.”

      “Okay.” His hands swept over her hips, her waist. “Let’s take a break.”

      They drew apart. Heat suffused her body, every nerve ending pulsing with need. She blinked and glanced around. Nobody was looking at them. Some people slouched in chairs, eyes closed. Others sprawled on the floor, heads on backpacks, blankets spread over them, feet sticking out. “Okay,” she breathed. “Apparently we’re not that exciting.”

      “We are to me,” he vowed, and she smiled.

      “Oh, me too.” Her hands swept up and down the sleek skin of his back beneath his sweater and T-shirt.

      “Come back here,” he murmured and captured her mouth again. She surrendered to another long, narcotic kiss of intense pleasure. Hard to resist. Impossible to resist. His hands moved over her, sliding up her waist, over her ribs. Her breasts ached and throbbed, and her body quivered with anticipation of his touch. And then he cupped one breast through her sweater. So delicious. So achingly sweet. Her breast swelled into his palm and a small noise escaped her throat.

      “Seriously. We have to stop,” she gasped. She covered his strong wrist with one of her hands, panting. “I can’t…it’s just too much. Torture. When we can’t do anything.”

      He gave a low groan. “I hear you.”

      “I don’t think I’ve ever in my life been so turned on by kissing,” she whispered.

      “Huh. Me either.”

      They sat there, faces still touching, noses side by side, breathing in the same air, fighting for control.

      “Okay,” he said finally. “Let’s just talk.”

      She went to move away, but he stopped her. “Uh-uh. Still wanna touch you.”

      “Oh.” She hesitated then curled under his arm, tucking her feet up onto the seat under her. He picked up one of the blankets and gave it a shake, then draped it over them, tucking it behind her shoulder on one side, and his shoulder on the other.

      “Warm enough?”

      “Yes. You give off a lot of heat.”

      “I do my best.”

      She smiled. This was pretty crazy, sitting here curled up with a total stranger in an airport after sucking face like wild. “This place is depressing at night.”

      “No kidding.”

      “We’re not going to be leaving tonight, are we?”

      “I’d say it’s looking doubtful.”

      “There were other planes taking off. I could see them. Why couldn’t they get to our plane?”

      “That is a mystery. Or maybe, it’s just fate.”

      She tilted her head to look up at him. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, maybe this is the way we were meant to meet.”

      “Oh my God.” She caught the glint in his eye and the twitch of his lips. “You’re bullshitting me.”

      “Hey. It could be true.”

      “Well. Sometimes I do think things happen for a reason. Like, what happened to this guy at work. He was rushing to get home to his family from a business trip in New York but he missed his flight. He was all pissed off, but then the plane that he was supposed to be on crashed.”

      “Wow.” Joe shook his head. “Stuff like that can freak you out.”

      “He totally was. He got all choked up when he was telling the story. So maybe it’s a good thing if our plane doesn’t leave. For some reason. Or…” She sighed. “Maybe it’s fate trying to piss me off, not save my life.”

      He chuckled and smoothed back her hair. Oh, that felt so good, tiny shivers working their way from her scalp down her spine.

      “You sound like fate’s been pissing you off a lot lately.”

      “Yeah. I guess.” She gave a heartfelt sigh. “But the thing is, I’m not sure I believe in fate. I like to think I’m in control of my life.”

      “And you hate it when you’re not. Like right now, when you can’t get that plane up in the air.”

      She pursed her lips. “You’re good.”

      “Thank you.”

      She narrowed her eyes at him. “Don’t you like to be in control?”

      His lips curved into a sexy smirk. “In bed, yeah.”

      “Not otherwise?”

      “Sure I like to be in control. But I’m not a control freak. And I’m a cop. I had to learn how to take orders.”

      “Interesting.” She shifted more to look at him. “Tell me about your job. What do you like about it?”

      “I get to play with cool toys.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Such a guy.”

      “Yes, ma’am. Glad you noticed.”

      “Seriously.”

      He didn’t answer for a long moment. “I like helping people,” he finally said. “I guess that’s why I went into the profession. I’m actually a lieutenant in the SWAT unit.”

      She blinked. “Whoa. You didn’t mention that earlier. SWAT team, huh? That’s impressive. Isn’t that an elite team? Like a Navy SEAL or something?”

      “You bet. I am elite.”

      He sounded confident, but she sensed cockiness that hinted at an underlying sense that maybe he didn’t actually believe he was the best.

      “But that can be dangerous. Right?”

      He shrugged. “It can be. There’s a lot of training that goes into it though. We all know exactly what we’re doing.”

      “Kicking down doors, using machine guns.”

      “Throwing flash bangs. We have all the good toys.”

      “Lieutenant. Aren’t you pretty young to be a lieutenant?”

      He grinned as she repeated his words to him. “I’ve worked hard too. But you have to put in your time. I started as an officer after I got my degree in criminal justice and worked my way up. I actually just got promoted a few months ago.”

      “Congratulations.”

      “Thanks.”

      She tipped her head. “You don’t seem too happy about it.”

      “Sure, I’m happy. Like I said, I worked my ass off. But it’s just a job.”

      Just a job. His casual dismissal rang false and once again, she sensed something else lurking beneath the surface. “Are your brothers police officers too?”

      “Nah. Jamie’s a doctor. Mitch is a computer geek. He works for Microsoft.”

      “What do your parents think of your career choice? Do they worry about you?”

      “I think my mom does, yeah. But she’s good with it.”

      The lack of mention of his dad, and the odd comments he’d made earlier about visiting his dad yet his parents weren’t separated, triggered her intuition and even more, she sensed there was a lot that Joe didn’t want to talk about. But since they barely knew each other, and he seemed so determined to keep things light and easy, she wasn’t about to dig deeper.

      But jeez. This guy was seriously making her hot for him. Brains, brawn and a wicked sense of fun were a potent combination. Her attraction to him was growing, a powerful tug at something deep inside her, a warming anticipation. A need. It was sexual, yeah. Because he was sexy as hell. But as they talked, it was more than that.

      “So, you grew up in California,” he said. “And you’re an only child. Did you have any pets?”

      “We had a dog. A Jack Russell terrier named Harry.” She smiled wistfully remembering her little dog. “Why are you asking that?”

      “It’s called making conversation. So, you’re a dog person then.”

      “I suppose. I don’t have one myself, but I like dogs. Harry was a little nutso but we loved him. What about you?”

      “We had big dogs. A golden lab when I was little and then a black lab. He was nutso too, actually. He could not stay out of trouble. One time we were all out and Ace—that was his name—found a big sack of flour in the kitchen. He ripped it open and chowed down on it, probably ate about five pounds of flour, then drank all the water in his bowl.”

      “Oh my God.” Her lips curved up.

      “Yeah. You can imagine the dough ball in his gut. It gets better though. Then he rolled around in the flour, which somehow got wet from his water dish, maybe dripping off his face, I don’t know, and then he was covered in glue. He was stuck to the leather couch when we got home.”

      Mallory burst out laughing and he chuckled with her.

      “You grew up in Chicago?”

      “Just outside, actually. What did you do last weekend?”

      She gave him a look. “Last weekend? Um. I went out with friends Saturday night to a blues club. Sunday I went for a run.”

      “You run? Cool. Me too. How far’d you go?”

      “What is this, twenty questions?”

      He grinned. “Con. Ver. Sation.”

      “I run about five miles, a few times a week.”

      “Awesome. Ever done a marathon?”

      “No. No desire to. I run to stay healthy. I don’t need to kill myself.”

      “So in your spare time you run, go out with friends… You like music?”

      “I love music. All kinds. And dancing. My friend Paige and I take hip hop lessons.”

      “Now that I’d like to see. What else?”

      “I work a lot.”

      “That’s not fun.”

      “For me it is. Or, it used to be.” She grimaced. “I go shopping with my friends, and I volunteer once every two weeks at a seniors’ home near my place.”

      “Really. What do you do there with the old folks?”

      “I dance with them.” She hitched a shoulder. “There’s a group of musicians who go every two weeks. They play some old songs that the seniors know. There are a few of us who volunteer and we get some of them up dancing. The ones who aren’t in wheelchairs. It’s sweet to see how much pleasure they get from something so simple.”

      “Yeah. That’s really nice. Okay. What’s your favorite day of the week?”

      “Definitely Saturday. I love my job, but I love sleeping in and going shopping, or for a mani-pedi and lunch, and then out Saturday night. You’re not answering any of these questions.”

      “I like Saturdays too. Although my work hours can be a little irregular, depending what’s going on. Are you a saver or a spender?”

      She paused and looked at him. She blew out a short breath and shook her head. “A saver. Definitely.” She gave a firm nod.

      “I’m a spender. But I’m working on learning how to save better. I’m not in debt or anything,” he assured her. “I just like to have good toys. And I have to have good equipment for my job.”

      “You have to pay for it yourself?”

      “Some of it, yeah.” He shrugged. “So, your life sounds pretty settled.”

      She nodded slowly. “Yes. Settled. That would describe my life.”

      He smoothed back some hair that had fallen in her face. “Why don’t you sound happy about that?”

      “I’m happy. My life is exactly how I want it. My career is important. I have some good friends.”

      “You didn’t mention skydiving as a hobby. Or zip lining.”

      She choked. “Um. No.” A thrill ran through her at the thought of zip lining. But that would be crazy.

      “Or sex, drugs, and rock and roll.”

      She tried not to wince.

      “Oh wait, you did say you like all kinds of music.” Their eyes met. “And I get the feeling you like sex.”

      She blinked slowly. “What gives you that idea?”

      “Babe.” He slid his hand around the nape of her neck and into her hair. “Nobody kisses like that who doesn’t enjoy sex. You are sex on wheels.”

      She swallowed, her tummy doing a little flip of lust. Again. His fingers in her hair had sensation rippling down her body. And the way he looked at her… Their gazes caught and held. Temptation. Heat rippled through her when his gaze lowered to her mouth as if he was thinking about more kissing. And her lips parted in unconscious invitation.

      He bent his head and their mouths met again.

      Oh yeah. She did like sex. She liked it a lot. And she had a feeling she’d like it even more with him.

      His mouth moved on hers, slow and sensual. His fingers trailed down the side of her neck to her shoulder, pausing to stroke over her throat. And then his hand moved lower still, beneath the blanket he’d tossed over them, excruciatingly slowly. Her breast swelled and ached, longing for his touch, and finally his hand closed over it and squeezed, so gently. She let out of a long moan of pleasure, conscious of the need to keep it quiet.





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/amu-new-e-reader-1-copy.jpg
WINDY CITY KINK

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUT

KELLY JAMIESON

I






