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      Blaine watched as his friend and teammate Tucker Jackson dropped to one knee, but his eyes weren’t on the happy couple. Instead, they were drawn to the stunning brunette who stood behind them holding the mic out for the proposal to be heard while trying her best to blend into the background so as not to be a distraction. As if that was possible for her. With her dark velvet locks pulled up on top of her head, the slender curve of her neck was even more pronounced. Her skin glowed like fresh cream, and his eyes followed the lines of her neck to her slim shoulders before he shook his head to clear it.

      He wondered how her skin might feel under his fingertips, but he had no business thinking about Kenzi like that. Not with Heidi, or was it Jennifer, he was seeing this week? It didn’t matter. While Kenzi wasn’t like the women he usually dated, she was too good for him. Besides, she deserved a man who could give her a future like Tucker was doing for Shelby, and that certainly wasn’t him. He shouldn’t even be thinking about settling down. Not with his past.

      Still, since the day he’d met Kenzi, she’d made appearances in his mind. Not every day but often enough that he’d memorized the slight tilt of her upper lip, the way her eyes sparkled when she smiled. Enough to know that he thought of her more often than he should.

      Cheering erupted around him, and he realized Shelby had said yes. She held her hand up for the crowd to see, and a tightness seized his heart. He wanted that - what Tucker had. He wanted a beautiful woman who would smile at him the way Shelby was smiling at Tucker now. Someone who would look at him with pride and admiration. A woman he could pamper and love and protect - but there was the rub. He wasn’t good at protecting. He was great at pretending he was. Sometimes he even convinced himself he could do it. He was, after all, older now and wiser.

      Maybe. But what if he failed again?

      He knew he shouldn’t - it was wrong, it was dangerous, it would never work - but as if they had a mind of their own, his feet pushed into the floor and he stood, clapping with those around him. Then he moved. Not towards the door where he should have been moving. Of course not to where he should be going. Fresh air. That’s what he really needed. That would clear his head and push this stupid idea away, but then why were his feet moving away from the door? Away from the door and toward Kenzi. Turn back, he thought. But his feet did not seem to be getting the same message his brain was sending. Before he knew it, he stood before her.

      “Hey, Blaine, I’m so glad you could come tonight.” Her eyes sparkled like emeralds held under a light, and the sincerity of her smile only deepened her beauty. Oh man, was he in trouble.

      “Thanks. You did an amazing job with the place.” He’d volunteered a few times since the Christmas party last year, but he was still in awe of how many improvements Kenzi had managed to do to the bland building in such a short time.

      Her gaze scanned around the room, and he could see the pride on her face. “Thanks. There was more that I wanted to do, but we couldn’t keep using the church forever. The kids need this space.” Her eyes came back to his, and the corners or her mouth lifted in another smile - one that made his heart do funny things inside his chest. “I hear you’ll be volunteering around here more often.”

      “I will. Each of us will be hosting a day a month, but I figured I would set an example and do more than that. My hope is that more of the players will follow. You and Shelby have certainly done something amazing here.”

      She shook her head, sending the dark tendrils that framed her face bouncing. How he wanted to touch those tendrils, to see if they felt as soft as they looked. “Shelby is the one who has done amazing work. I simply did what she needed. Working at the center was never my dream, but I’m glad I was able to help her fulfill hers.”

      “And decorating? Is that your dream?” Blaine had been following the scuttlebutt he could gather from Shelby and Tucker, and he knew that Kenzi was finishing her certificate in interior design.

      Her lips pursed in an adorable position as her head tilted slightly. “I think so. I’m really enjoying school and doing this was so much fun.”

      “Do you think you’d be open to doing a cabin?” He broke out in a sweat. He could feel it along his hairline. What was he doing? Inviting her into that house - even though it didn’t feel like his house -  was dangerous, but he couldn’t seem to stop himself. There was something about Kenzi that made him want to put his guard down and figure himself out so he could have nice things. One side of him knew it was impossible to ever not feel this heavy burden of guilt; that was the cold sweat part. The other half wanted more than anything to try and be better; that was the mouth part.

      Her head cocked a little farther to the right as her eyes narrowed at him. “Are you looking for a designer, Blaine Hollis?”

      His name sounded like honey from her lips, and he forced himself to remain aloof even though the way she looked into his eyes like that terrified him. Could she see his demons? “Maybe. If you’re up to it, but it’s probably a lost cause, I don’t know.” He stumbled, trying to backtrack and maneuver away from his betraying mouth. “I’ve inherited a lakeside cabin, but I don’t know what to do with it. I’m probably just going to sell it.” He should have sold it already with all the ghosts it held, all the memories, but some of them were good memories. “I’ve looked at a few designers but haven’t found any I liked and trusted. Until now.”

      As if gauging his sincerity, her eyes searched his face. “I’d be happy to come take a look, but it would be my first real job. I mean this was a job, but,” she shrugged, “it’s not the same as redecorating a house or cabin. I’d love to take a look and see if it’s something I could do. I’ve been looking for things to add to my portfolio. Are you sure you want me?”

      Was he sure he wanted her? If she only knew how loaded her words were. He wanted her more than he’d wanted a woman in a long time. “Yeah,” he paused, feeling a lightness he hadn’t felt since the last good day at the lake house. “I think I’m sure.”

      She walked over to a small table and picked up a handbag before returning to him. His eyes followed her brightly painted nails as she flicked the clasp open and reached inside. A moment later, they reappeared with a pink business card and tilted towards him. “Here. Shelby got me some business cards as a graduation present. I don’t know how she did pink, but I love it. It’s so me. Anyway, my number’s on here. Call me tomorrow and we’ll set up a time to check it out, so I can see what I can do.”

      He took the pink business card from her and bit the inside of his lip. She couldn’t do just a normal white business card like everyone else. Nope, she had to be different.  The pink with gold sparkly letters fit her completely.

      Blaine watched her walk away and then slipped the card into his pocket. He’d either just made the smartest move of his life or the dumbest. He just wasn’t sure which.
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      Kenzi

      “Ooh, let me see.” Kenzi squealed as she lifted Shelby’s hand to critique the ring. She’d seen it earlier, of course, when Tucker had showed it to her before the proposal in order to make sure Shelby would like it, but diamonds always looked better on hands than in boxes - no matter how beautiful the velvet wrapping was.  “It’s perfect, Shelby. It’s so you.”

      Shelby’s eyes dropped to the ring and pure rays of happiness shone from her gaze. “I know, right? It’s just what I would have picked if I’d been asked. Did you help him pick it?”

      Kenzi chuckled and shook her head. “Nope. He showed it to me after he had it just for reassurance you would love it, but picking it was all him.”

      Shelby’s gaze wandered to her fiancé who was currently chatting and laughing with several other members of the team including Blaine Hollis and Mason Dixon. “I never thought I would find someone who knew me so well, and I certainly never expected him to be a football player.”

      “Yeah, I would never have believed it if someone had told me that either.” Kenzi laughed and sat down in the chair next to her. Shelby had barely even known what football was before she met Tucker Jackson, much less how to play it, so it was completely ironic she was now engaged to a football player.

      Shelby turned her gaze to Kenzi, a mischievous smile on her lips. “Now, we just need to find someone for you.”

      Kenzi held up her hands. “No, thanks, I’m good right now. Though Blaine Hollis did just offer me a job. I think. And he’s a cutie. A little mysterious and intense, but a cutie.”

      Shelby’s eyes lit up, and the mischievous smile was joined with a twinkling light. “A job, huh? Are you sure that wasn’t code for a date?”

      Kenzi shook her head. Her friend had jumped off the deep end. Shelby had always been a romantic, but put a ring on her finger and she was a regular Cupid shooting love arrows at anything that moved. “No, he wants me to redecorate some cabin he inherited.” It definitely wasn’t a date, because he would have actually asked her on a date if it was a date, right?

      “Sure he does.”

      Shelby was on a roll tonight, but she might be able to give Kenzi some insight on Blaine, seeing as how she had spent more time with the team members. There were definitely some things Kenzi was curious about. “Do you know anything about the members of the Tornadoes? Blaine’s been on the team for years and no one has ever seen him with the same girl more than once. Not once. Doesn’t that seem odd to you?”

      It certainly did to Kenzi. When she’d begun gaining interest in football about six years ago in order to impress a college quarterback, Blaine Hollis had been the first member of the Texas Tornadoes to catch her eye. With his blond hair and warm brown eyes, he exuded this odd mix of masculinity and sensitivity that Kenzi found attractive. She had figured she couldn’t be the only one and had dug into his personal life, surprised when she found no mention of a steady girlfriend. Nor did they ever mention one on TV or show a woman in the stands. Occasionally he was spotted with a woman, but never the same woman twice. Six years and still no relationship. He was either celibate or…

      Shelby’s voice interrupted her rabbit train of thought. “Maybe he just hasn’t found the right woman yet.”

      “Maybe.” Kenzi agreed because she knew there was no use arguing with Shelby when she was like this. She was sweet and loyal and stubborn as a mule when she wanted to be. Besides, it was possible she was right. Maybe Blaine was just waiting for the perfect woman, but Kenzi didn’t think so.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          SEVEN MONTHS EARLIER - BLAINE

        

      

    

    
      Blaine Hollis paused, the weighted bar just inches from his chest, as the smart watch on his wrist vibrated, letting him know he was receiving a call. It was his workout time. Who in the world would be calling him right now? Everyone he was close friends with should be working out now too, and his family… well that was a whole other story. Surely nothing was wrong with them. He pushed the bar up and placed it back in the rack before glancing at his wrist. The unknown number only served to stir up the apprehension bubbling in his stomach.

      He pulled his phone out of the arm band pouch, where it stayed nestled and sweat-free during his workout, and paused the Toby Mac song pumping through his ears before answering. “Hello?” The word came out labored due to the adrenaline coursing through his body.

      “Blaine? It’s Tucker. I need your help.”

      Tucker Jackson. Of course. If he’d checked his phone instead of his watch, he would have seen Tucker’s name, but his watch only flashed numbers, and he had long ago stopped memorizing them. He should have guessed it was Tucker though. He was the only Texas Tornado team member not at workout practice right now because he’d been given emergency leave to return home due to his father’s heart attack.

      “Tucker? Aren’t you supposed to be with your dad?” Blaine grabbed a towel from his bag and wiped it across his forehead.

      “I am, and he’s doing okay. I actually need help for the Christmas party tomorrow.”

      Blaine’s hand froze. Had he missed a memo? He didn’t remember hearing anything about a Christmas party. “What party, Tucker?”

      “At the community center. I promised Shelby that I would bring presents for the kids.”

      “But aren’t you in San Antonio?” Was Tucker asking him to bring presents to the center? He didn’t have presents nor did he feel like going out and getting any, and somehow, he doubted Tucker had purchased any before leaving town.

      He didn’t mind kids, really, at least as long as they belonged to someone else and he only had to be around them for small windows of time. Anything longer than that dredged up memories that he wanted to keep hidden.

      “I’m driving back tomorrow, so I can keep my word. Look, my sister Whitley is purchasing a ton of items and asking that they be available for collection at the stores in Southlake. Do you think you could round up a few guys to help you pick up the toys and help me deliver them tomorrow night?”

      Blaine rolled his eyes, even though he knew Tucker couldn’t see the gesture over the phone. Picking up toys was not how he had intended to spend his Christmas Eve, but it wasn’t like he had much else planned. He certainly wasn’t going home to a family. They hadn’t spent a Christmas together in years, and bringing gifts to the kids at the center seemed like a worthy use of his time. “How many toys are we talking about?” He thought about his red Mustang - he wouldn’t be putting many gifts in there.

      “Fifty, at least.”

      “Fifty?” Blaine spat the word out in surprise. “I can’t carry fifty toys in my car.”

      Tucker sighed on the other end. “Which is why I asked you to see if some of the guys could help out. Doesn’t Mason have a large truck?”

      Mason Dixon (his parents had an odd sense of humor) was one of the wide receivers on the team, and he did, indeed, drive a large, souped-up truck. But Blaine didn’t know if it would even hold fifty toys.

      “Please, Blaine.” The silence must have made Tucker think Blaine was refusing his request. “Those kids really deserve Christmas.”

      “Yeah, I get it. I was thinking of who else to ask.” Though Blaine was not a fan of Christmas - not anymore anyway - he couldn’t deny that the kids Tucker had been working with could probably use a little Christmas cheer. At least if the stories Tucker had told him were true. “Okay, I’ll get it done. Where do you want to meet?”

      “How about at the stadium? Can you gather a bunch of the guys?”

      “I’ll do my best, Tucker, but it is Christmas Eve we’re talking about here. Some of the guys have little kids.”

      “Whatever you can manage, Blaine. Thanks. You’re a lifesaver.”

      The phone went dead in his ear, and Blaine sighed. Not only had he lost a good five minutes of his workout, but he’d have to pause it a little longer to ask the guys about helping before they left for the day. It was a good thing no one would be waiting on him tonight because he had a late night ahead of him.

      He found Mason and Rodney soaking in the hot tubs. They were a hot commodity after a hard workout. The two men must have already finished their workouts, and a small seed of jealousy stirred within him. A hot tub sounded so relaxing right about now. Well, at least Rodney drove a rather large truck as well. Maybe they would both agree and he could get back to his workout quickly.

      “Hey guys, I have a favor to ask. Well, actually Tucker does.”

      Mason opened one eye and looked at Blaine. “Where is Tucker anyway?”

      “Family emergency, but he’s coming back tomorrow night. Evidently the center he’s been volunteering at is having a Christmas party. He’s asked that we collect the toys he ordered and bring them to the stadium tomorrow night. Can you guys help out?”

      Rodney shrugged and nodded. “Sure. My family is local, so I can always visit them afterwards. What about you Mason?”

      Mason’s eyes shifted to the side. “Yeah, I’m free. I wasn’t planning on catching up with my family until after the game tomorrow, so I can be there.”

      Blaine found Mason’s reaction curious. He almost seemed as if he were hiding something, but he had no time to pry. “Thanks guys. I’m going to see who else I can round up. Think you can be ready in half an hour?”

      The two men nodded and Blaine headed out of the room to see who else might still be around and willing to help out.
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      Kenzi

      Kenzi watched Shelby’s face as she ended the call. Her friend had been so wound up today - first with the news about Tucker being involved in a bar brawl and then him not showing up to help plan the party he’d said he would pay for. For his sake, Kenzi hoped he had been the one on the line because if he didn’t apologize soon, Shelby would tear him a new one when she saw him again.

      Her best friend was not normally an angry person, but the kids at this center meant everything to her. And if she had to disappoint them, someone was going to pay.

      “Was that Tucker?” Kenzi kept her voice light as she posed the question. She certainly didn’t want to earn a spot on Shelby’s bad side if the news wasn’t good.

      “It was. He said he left a message about today.” Shelby’s eyes roamed over the desk, and she lifted papers as if she expected to see a handwritten note somewhere. “Evidently his father had a heart attack.”

      Kenzi’s hand flew to her mouth. She knew firsthand how serious heart attacks could be - her grandfather had died of one at the age of sixty-eight. “Oh my gosh, is he okay?”

      Shelby paused her search and lifted her eyes to meet Kenzi’s in a blank stare. “I don’t know. I forgot to ask.”

      She’d forgotten to ask? How was that possible? Shelby was the poster child for courtesy and decorum. She always said “bless you” when somebody sneezed, sent thank you cards for every gift she received, and kept a stack of “get well” notes in her drawer for whenever the occasion might arise. Kenzi knew Shelby had been distracted lately, or perhaps consumed was a better word, with the center’s rent and the Christmas party, but she couldn’t believe she hadn’t asked Tucker how his father was. She definitely had too much on her mind right now.

      “Anyway,” Shelby continued with a shake of her head, “he said he was sending me money through PayPal and that I was to take care of the decorations and to spread the word. He said he’d take care of the gifts.”

      Decorations? Money? The words were like manna to Kenzi’s ears. “Well, we better get started then. We’ve got a lot to do before tomorrow night.”

      “Right. Why don’t I transfer the money to you and you pick up the decorations while I start calling?”

      Disappointment flooded Kenzi. She’d been hoping to spend a few hours with her friend like they used to - before Shelby took over managing the center and trying to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders. “Can’t you come too? Just for an hour or so? It will be like old times.”

      “Kenzi, there’s so much to do,” Shelby began. The pinched look covered her face again.

      “And it’s not going anywhere,” Kenzi said, interrupting her. “It will still be here when we get back, and I promise we’ll be quick. I’d just like to spend some time with my best friend. Please?” Kenzi put on her best puppy dog eyes. Shelby swore she was immune to Kenzi’s charms, and maybe she was, but more often than not, Kenzi could convince her to say yes with a few eye bats and a well-timed pout.

      Shelby’s face eased into a smile, and a small chuckle escaped her lips. “Okay, you win. One hour and then I have to get back to work.”

      It wasn’t as much as she’d hoped for, but Kenzi would take it. Any time with Shelby outside the center felt like a gift and one she planned to make the most of.

      “Okay, so I’ll transfer the money to my account. That shouldn’t take too long. It will probably take us about fifteen minutes to get to the store which leaves us approximately thirty minutes to shop. That is, of course, if we can keep our travel time under fifteen minutes because we’ll need time to get back as well.” Kenzi wasn’t sure whether Shelby was talking to her or herself since her head was down and her gaze was focused on her wristwatch. “We need to make sure we’re back in time to set up for the kids this afternoon.”

      Kenzi rolled her eyes good-naturedly. Shelby was nothing if not efficient, and Kenzi had never known her to mess up a schedule. Ever. “Don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of time. I’ve already got an idea of what I’d like to do.”

      Shelby glanced up with a look of surprise as if she’d forgotten Kenzi was even with her. “Right. That’s good because you know me and decorating.” Kenzi smiled as she opened the driver’s side door. She did know Shelby’s idea of decorating, and it was atrocious.

      Shelby’s mother had let her decorate her room when she turned sixteen, and as Shelby couldn’t decide whether she preferred purple or red that year, she’d used both - on the walls, on the curtains, on the bed. When she’d finished, it looked like someone had massacred Barney the Purple Dinosaur in there. So, when Shelby had finally moved into her own apartment, she had called Kenzi to help her decorate it. They’d left the walls white, as most landlords didn’t let you paint walls anyway, and used accents to bring color into the room. The effect was a much more subdued, cohesive atmosphere. Of course, it also helped that Shelby had finally decided on lavender as her favorite color. Kenzi shivered at the memory and turned the key in the ignition. “Yep, no decorating for you.”

      “Hey!” Shelby slugged her on the shoulder, but it was light and a smile graced her lips, so Kenzi knew she wasn’t really mad. Besides, she’d been the one who brought it up. Not Kenzi.

      “Simply Having a Wonderful Christmas Time” came on as Kenzi drove to the store. She loved Christmas, and this was her favorite Christmas song. Something about the beat stuck with her long after the song ended, and she would find herself humming or whistling the tune hours later, but she didn’t mind.

      Since the age of three, she had loved all things Christmas - Santa, presents, the tree, but most of all the lights. There was something magical about Christmas lights, both on the tree and on houses at night. It transformed them, brought out magic and made them appear brighter, warmer, cheerier. No matter how cold, Kenzi loved to walk around the neighborhood after dark and stare up at the lights. Her imagination would create stories of the people inside - mothers in aprons baking gingerbread cookies, fathers in Santa hats reading stories to the kids, and the children bundled in footie pajamas drinking hot chocolate as they listened to their fathers read. Of course, her own childhood had been nothing like that, so she wasn’t sure why that was the picture she created, but maybe it was because her own family had been nothing like that.

      No, her family had been the other kind. The kind that paid people to come hang their Christmas lights because they didn’t have time to do it. Or didn’t want to make the time. And forget colorful lights or icicle lights - those were too impractical. Solid white lights were the only way to go. In a single solitary row, like good little soldiers. The tree was an enormous twelve-foot artificial tree that had been purchased before Kenzi was born, but her father never set it up. No, hired help did that too. And while Kenzi was allowed to hang ornaments, the maid was told to come in after and rearrange them all so that they were spaced evenly and uniformly apart. There were never stories or gingerbread men or hot cocoa, but still Kenzi loved it.

      When she’d been old enough to earn an allowance, she had saved up until she could purchase a small artificial tree for her room. No one complained how she decorated that one. Every year, she would pull out her little two-foot tree the day after Thanksgiving, and after she decorated it, she would add her cheer to the rest of the house. Then, she would record all the Christmas movies and marathon watch them when she had time. She was determined that one day not only would she have a Christmas like they did in the movies, but that her parents would join her and enjoy it too.

      Kenzi parked the car in the Wal-Mart lot, and they headed inside and toward the Christmas section. Several rows had been dedicated to the holiday and were overflowing with ornaments, wrapping paper, and lawn displays. Kenzi knew exactly what she wanted though, and with the five hundred dollars Tucker had wired over, it would be more than enough.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/american-football-311817_1280.jpg





OEBPS/images/usa-today.jpg






