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Chapter One


          

          Donovan

        

      

    

    
      “If I stand still long enough, maybe Richmond will tell me who I am now. Because I don’t think I know anymore.”

      “What was that, sir?” The driver asked as he parked in front of my new home.

      I stepped out of the cab, the humid air hitting me like a wet towel. A thick, sticky air that makes you question all your life choices. The driver popped the trunk and hauled my suitcase out with a grunt, eyeing me as he straightened up.

      “You sure this is the place?”

      I glanced up at the row house in front of me. The bricks were dark with age and had ivy creeping up the side. I shrugged, adjusting the strap on my bag. “It better be. Otherwise, I just paid a forty buck cab fare to be lost in a city I don’t know.”

      He laughed, slamming the trunk shut. “You’ll get used to it. Richmond’s got a way of growing on people.”

      I snorted. “So did my ex, and that didn’t end well.”

      He grinned, leaning against the cab. “Well, Richmond’s less likely to text you at two in the morning asking if you ‘wanna talk.’”

      I laughed, a real laugh that surprised me. “Now that would be a fresh start.”

      The old man waved, got into his cab, and drove off.

      I looked up at the iron-wrought signs swinging gently above storefronts, their cursive letters whispering stories from an era when people actually had the time to sit on porches and sip sweet tea.

      “Quite the change from New York, isn’t it?” I murmured, taking a deep breath. The scent of blooming magnolias flirted with my nostrils, a natural perfume that made me feel a smidge less cynical about all this. New York’s chaos felt like a pair of too-tight shoes I’d just kicked off, and damn, did my feet need the break.

      Dragging my suitcase behind me, I walked toward what would be my new home—a row house that seemed to have more history in its bricks than my entire career. It stood there, all stately and refined, like it was aware of its own quiet elegance. You couldn’t find this sort of charm in the Big Apple, not without a few too many zeroes tacked onto your rent.

      The key felt chilly and foreign in my hand—guess it needed time to warm up to me, just like everything else around here. As I slid it into the lock, a jumble of butterflies decided to have a rave in my stomach. Excitement tinged with a dose of good ol’ apprehension; the classic cocktail for starting a new chapter, right?

      “Welcome home, Donovan,” I whispered to myself, stepping over the threshold. The door closed with a click behind me. And that’s when it hit me—I was really doing this, rewriting my story in a town that probably had more secrets than I had plot twists. Would Richmond be the place where the elusive Happy Ever After wasn’t just something I typed up for my characters?

      I lugged my suitcase over the threshold, and as I let it drop to the floor with a thud that echoed off the bare walls, I exhaled a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. The interior of the row house stretched out before me, minimalist to a fault, with sunlight streaming through tall windows and making the hardwood floors gleam.

      “Hello, open space,” I chuckled, “nice to meet you.” My words echoed in the empty room, a stark contrast to the cluttered chaos of my New York apartment, where you could barely swing a bat without knocking over a stack of manuscripts or a pile of takeout menus.

      I wandered through the mostly empty rooms, letting my fingers trail along the cool, smooth surfaces of the kitchen counter, and the banister of the stairs. There was something almost therapeutic about all this emptiness; it was like a blank page waiting to be filled with words, or in this case, furniture and the odd bits of life I’d packed into two suitcases and cardboard boxes. Yesterday the moving company had brought the few pieces of furniture I needed, but I was looking forward to decorating the place with new stuff.

      Eventually, my pragmatic side kicked in, and I got down to the business of unpacking. The first thing I pulled out was a framed book cover—the one that started it all, ‘Heartstrings’. Its glossy finish caught the light as I set it on the mantel, above the unlit fireplace.

      “International Bestselling Author” read the plaque on another award, the gold lettering shimmering as I placed it beside the book cover. Another, a crystal statuette for ‘Outstanding Romance Novel’, completed the lineup.

      These tokens of success were supposed to mean I’d made it, right? Yet it still felt like I was chasing my dreams.

      A sigh escaped me. For every character I brought together on the pages of my novels, I’d drifted further apart from... well, anyone really. The irony wasn’t lost on me—I could write love into existence with a few taps of the keyboard, but my own love life was a disaster.

      “New place, new start,” I reminded myself, my voice bouncing back at me from the empty walls. When I left New York, I vowed to stop living in the past. Richmond was a fresh chapter, and I was the author of my own story now—time to make it a good one.

      I turned my attention to the corner of the room where sunlight spilled generously across the hardwood floor. There stood my sleek walnut desk, positioned just so by the large window overlooking a quaint backyard. I placed my laptop at the center, the silver gleam catching the light.

      “Sanctuary,” I murmured, the word echoing off the bare walls. I needed this creative space, free from the outside world’s expectations. Here, characters would fall in love, and heartache would be just a plot point, not my reality.

      Settling into my worn, ergonomic chair, I let out a dry chuckle at the irony of it all. Me, Donovan West, a writer of passionate and grand romantic gestures, sat alone, surrounded by silence. My novels sizzled with steamy encounters that left readers blushing; my reality, though, was a cold bed and the hum of a refrigerator being the only thing keeping me company at night.

      “Write what you know,” everyone said. If I stuck to that mantra, my books would be anthologies of unrequited glances and self-imposed isolation. Instead, I constructed worlds where opposites not only attracted—they combusted, setting the pages on fire. All while I played it safe, carefully avoiding the potential turmoil of real-life intimacy.

      Not that I’d never known love. I had, but it had been a disaster. Reminder to myself- never, ever, date your agent again. They’re too involved with your work. Plus, you end up being their personal ATM.

      I’d first visited this old southern city on a book tour and immediately fell in love with its understated charm and the multitude of artists here. Everywhere I looked, there was art. Painted on the sides of buildings, inside restaurants and galleries, which were on almost every corner. It felt like home from the first moment I saw it, and after the split from my ex, it seemed like the best place to start my life over.

      And Richmond wasn’t just a new address. It was the chance to crack open the door to my guarded heart, even if just a sliver. Maybe, just maybe, there’d be a story out there waiting for me—a narrative I could step into rather than one I conjured from thin air.
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        * * *

      

      I stepped into the sweltering afternoon, a cautious smile on my lips. The cobblestone streets spread out like historical ribbons, each stone a silent story. I’d only encountered such charm in movies or novels—never beneath my own feet.

      The Fan District was a tapestry of red bricks and ivy-covered walls, the stately row houses standing shoulder to shoulder with a quiet dignity that New York’s skyscrapers could never match. Each step felt like a gentle peel away from the manic tempo I’d left behind; here, life had a rhythm I could sway to without stumbling. I hoped.

      I drifted down the sidewalk, my shadow elongating across the quaint shops with their artisan signs and cafes that whispered of coffee beans and freshly baked bread. It was all so... quaint. No blaring horns, no sea of anonymity—just the occasional nod from people who probably knew everyone’s names and stories except mine.

      I felt like a stranger in a foreign land. Everything was new and unfamiliar, from the tree-lined streets to the colorful houses with their ornate porches.

      I made my way towards the VCU campus, drawn by the energy and vibrancy that radiated from it. Students bustled around me, books in hand and laughter on their lips.

      Then I turned onto Grace Street, where the buildings seemed to stretch endlessly towards the sky. The sound of chatter filled my ears as I made my way through the sea of students, and for a moment, I felt oddly out of place.

      Everything here was so different from what I was used to. In New York, people were always rushing from one place to another, barely sparing a second glance for anyone else. But here in Richmond, there was a sense of community that felt almost tangible.

      I smiled as I passed by groups of students lounging on blankets or tossing frisbees on the expansive lawn in front of a park. They looked so carefree and happy, something that had become foreign to me.

      Curiosity drew me to The Village Cafe, its name in looping script above the door. Through the windows, I glimpsed locals laughing and talking. Maybe this is where characters come to life, I thought, pushing open the door to be greeted by a warm gust of air scented with espresso and cinnamon.

      “Welcome!” a voice chimed from behind the counter, as if they’d been expecting me. “Regular or decaf?” the barista asked.

      “Regular. Make it strong,” I replied, scanning the room for an empty table.

      “Coming right up.”

      I found a corner table and sat down. Maybe this little corner of Richmond could be the setting for more than just my next novel. Perhaps it could also be the backdrop for a new chapter in my personal story.

      “Here’s your coffee, enjoy,” the barista said, setting down a cup in front of me.

      “Thanks.”

      “New in town?” she asked, a flicker of recognition passing through her eyes.

      “Is it that obvious?” I grinned back.

      “Only to a trained eye. Well, if you need anything, just holler.”

      The cafe buzzed around me, while I slowly sipped my coffee. At the table across from me, there was an intense card game being played. The table next to theirs had an older man reading a book, a pitcher of beer in front of him. He noticed me staring and nodded, and I blushed and turned away. A moment later, I overheard snippets of a conversation from the table behind me.

      “Did you hear? A famous author just moved into the neighborhood,” a young woman’s voice said.

      “Really? Who?” another asked.

      “Someone famous,” the first voice continued, unaware of how her words caused the hairs on the back of my neck to stand.

      I smirked into my coffee cup, the irony too rich to ignore. Here I was, an expert in crafting tales, and yet my debut in Richmond was beginning with eavesdropped whispers and secondhand rumors.

      The amusement quickly soured into discomfort, though, as I realized the anonymity I craved was slipping through my fingers. My chest tightened at the thought—had I traded one fishbowl for another?

      “West... Donovan West,” someone chimed in.

      “Wasn’t he on the cover of Style magazine recently? The guy is hot,” a third voice chimed, and I wondered if they’d recognize me from the carefully staged author photos.

      “Privacy is a rare commodity these days,” I mused silently. And solitude? A luxury afforded to those who haven’t had their emotions splayed across the internet for public consumption.

      It was a balancing act, straddling the line between Donovan West, the author whose words sparked imaginations and fueled desires, and Donovan, the man who yearned for nothing more than to blend into the backdrop of everyday life. Being in the spotlight distracted me from my work, and I wanted nothing more than to blend in to my new home. Writers observe people and situations. That’s a major source of inspiration. But it was difficult to do when all eyes were trained on me.

      I finished my coffee and threw a couple of bucks down for a tip. Getting to my feet, I glanced around for one last look at the eclectic folks surrounding me. Except for that old man with his book, all were smiling and laughing. 

      How long would it take until I was happy, too?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Hugh

        

      

    

    
      I dashed through downtown Richmond, dodging pedestrians with the grace of a dancer who’d had one too many cocktails. My sneakers slapped against the pavement, keeping time with my racing heart as I ran to work at the bar, praying I wasn’t late again.

      “Come on, pick up the pace,” I muttered under my breath, knowing full well that the Friday night crowd wouldn’t wait for the likes of me.

      I burst into Barcode, embraced by the familiar mix of music and laughter. Glasses clinked to the rhythm of chatter, with bass adding to the nightlife melody. Barcode might not have been the dream job my fine arts degree had promised, but damn if it didn’t feel like home.

      Leaning against the polished mahogany bar, I watched my pal Riley weave through the crowd with the grace of a seasoned performer. They flipped open a bottle of vodka and poured a shot with an exaggerated flourish that had the customer blushing and laughing.

      “Show-off,” I called out over the din, shaking my head with an affectionate smirk.

      “Jealousy’s a curse, Hugh,” Riley retorted without missing a beat, sliding the drink down the bar to a waiting hand.

      “Only because your antics make my shifts bearable,” I admitted, grabbing a stack of menus.

      “Speaking of which, ready for another night of chaos?” Riley asked, their purple-topped hair catching the neon lights as they glanced at me. “According to Thom,” they referred to our manager, “the cast of some show playing at the Dominion Performance Center is coming in after their show. It’s going to get slammed.”

      “Born ready,” I lied with a grin, feeling the weight of my apron pockets filled with pens and order pads. But the energy of the place, buzzing like a live wire, always kick-started my heart in the right tempo.

      As the evening wore on, the initial rush mellowed into a steady hum of activity. I found myself polishing the same spot on the counter, lost in thought, while Riley restocked glasses nearby.

      “Earth to Hugh,” Riley chimed, waving a hand in front of my face. “Where’d you drift off to this time?”

      “Sorry, just... thinking about stuff,” I murmured, setting the cloth aside. “You ever get tired of this?”

      “Of Barcode? The sanctuary of Richmond’s most colorful queens?” Riley quipped, but their brown eyes softened with understanding. “Or do you mean the grind?”

      “Both, I guess,” I confessed, leaning back against the cool surface of the bar. “I love this place, but I’m not exactly putting my fine arts degree to use, am I?”

      “Hey, you’re an artist of conversation—that’s gotta count for something,” Riley offered, our elbows brushing. 

      “Sure, but last time I checked, witty banter doesn’t pay off student loans,” I frowned. The reality of job hunting, of wanting more than pouring drinks and making small talk, pressed down on me heavier than any tray of drinks I’d hoisted on my shoulder. “God, I’m so sick of job hunting.”

      “Your big break is out there, Hugh. Just keep looking,” Riley encouraged.

      “Thanks, Riles,” I replied. In those quieter moments between serving drinks and swapping stories, it was easy to believe them. Perhaps there was an opportunity waiting to unfold, one where everything finally fell into place.

      “Ben, you’ve got more talent in your pinkie than most people have in their entire body,” they quipped, nudging me with an elbow as they polished a glass to a shine. “Besides, who else could turn a rant about the futility of job hunting into a performance art piece?”

      “Ha, if only there were a market for that,” I snorted, the tension easing from my shoulders as Riley’s optimism seeped into me.

      “Market? Please, we’ll make our own market. The Hugh Carpenter Experience—patent pending,” they teased, eyebrow raised playfully. “Now, tell me again about how Donovan West’s latest book practically had you writing sonnets in his honor.”

      “Okay, but in my defense, ‘Whispers of the Heart’ is a masterpiece,” I said solemnly, my voice taking on that reverential tone I reserved for my favorite novels. I leaned on the bar, eyes distant as I recalled the rich narrative. “West has this way of capturing the human experience, you know? It’s like he sees right into the soul and translates it into words.”

      “Sounds intense. And here I thought you just liked his steamy sex scenes,” Riley chuckled while nodding to someone who’d just walked in the door. “Gotta admit, that story got my blood racing.”

      “Sure, the steam doesn’t hurt,” I admitted with a grin, “but it’s more than that. His characters feel real, flawed and hopeful and... just so vividly alive. Reading his work, it’s like he’s painting with words.”

      “Painting with prose, huh?” Riley echoed, leaning against the counter, their purple-topped head tilted in curiosity. “I can see it now: Hugh Carpenter, esteemed critic, dissecting literature with the precision of a surgeon and the passion of a poet.”

      “Stop it, you’re making me blush,” I laughed, though a part of me swelled with pride at the thought. There was something thrilling about sharing this slice of my soul, this love for stories that ran as deep as the blood in my veins. With Riley, I could be unapologetically myself, even if I was still figuring out where I fit in the grand canvas of life.

      “Blushing becomes you,” Riley said with a wink. “Don’t worry, when you’re a famous literary critic, I’ll brag that I knew you when you were just a humble bartender with an encyclopedic knowledge of queer books.”

      “Deal,” I agreed, my heart lighter. The playful banter, the shared dreams—it was all part of the intricate dance that made up our friendship. Riley believed in me, and in those rare moments of quiet before the storm of another busy night, I dared to believe a little too.
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        * * *

      

      “Two margaritas, one beer, and... what’s this? A virgin mojito?” I read off the order, quirking an eyebrow at the cluster of guys draped over the bar.

      “Designated driver,” the one with glitter in his beard explained, tapping his temple knowingly. “Gotta keep sharp while these fools act crazy.”

      “Smart man,” I commended, mixing drinks with a practiced hand. “Your friends owe you big time!”

      “Tell me about it!” he laughed, then I slid their drinks across the bar.

      Even on a busy night, I found a rhythm in the chaos, a smile here, a shared joke there. People responded to my enthusiasm, which meant bigger tips. It was as if I had an invisible sign above my head that said, “Confide in me, and I’ll be your friend for the night.”

      “Hugh, right?” a woman with a pixie cut and a piercing gaze leaned into my space, sipping on a gin and tonic I’d served her earlier.

      “Guilty as charged,” I admitted with a grin.

      “Your energy—it’s infectious. You ever think of doing something bigger with it?”

      “Every day,” I confessed, wiping down the counter. “Just waiting for the right opportunity to catch it.”

      She nodded, understanding flashing in her eyes before she melted back into the crowd. Was she someone I needed to know? An artist, perhaps? Whatever. It was getting late, and I was beginning to feel tired.

      After last call, the night began to wind down, the once vibrant atmosphere mellowing out. My feet ached from the hours spent darting back and forth.

      “Do you want your usual shift drink?” Riley asked, gesturing to an empty beer mug. I nodded, and they filled it and handed it to me. In a secluded corner, the glow of my phone lit the semi-darkness as I scrolled through LinkedIn, skimming job postings while the drunks slowly passed me on their way out the door.

      “Multimedia Artist Wanted”—too fucking abstract. “Graphic Designer”—not quite right. Each job listing was a door, some already closed, some slightly ajar, but none that led to where I wanted to go.

      “Come on, Hugh,” I muttered to myself, “there’s gotta be something here that doesn’t scream corporate drone.”

      As I scrolled, hope fluttered in my chest—hope for something that felt like a good fit, for a place where I could pour all this pent-up passion for the arts into something tangible. Something that felt like a step toward the future I’d been dreaming of, rather than just another paycheck.

      “Hey, you coming?” Riley’s voice sliced through my focus, and I looked up to see them tossing their jacket over their shoulder, ready to leave. “You still need a ride home?”

      “Yeah. Give me a sec,” I said, then a job listing caught my eye.

      Personal Assistant to Donovan West.

      Holy shit. The fucking Donovan West. I blinked, sure my eyes were playing tricks on me, but no, the words remained stubbornly on the screen. He was in Richmond? I thought he lived in New York.

      The job description was a litany of requirements that seemed tailor-made for someone like me; organized, detail-oriented, with a passion for literature so fierce it could set paper ablaze. But as I traced the words with my fingertip, doubt crept in, slinking through the shadows of my mind. Could I really work alongside Donovan West? The man whose novels had kept me company through countless lonely nights?

      “Get real,” I scoffed at myself, biting my lip. I’ve got about as much a chance at this as I do at winning RuPaul’s Drag Race. But even as I threw shade at my own dreams, something stubborn in me refused to let go.

      “Okay, pros and cons,” I muttered, trying to marshal my thoughts. Pro: It’s Donovan freaking West. His books are like emotional ninjas—stealthy, profound, devastating. Con: I might just implode from sheer intimidation. Or worse, say something stupid and be immortalized as the idiot in his next bestseller.

      “Riley,” I called out, nearly tripping over my own feet as I dashed across the bar to where they were patiently waiting for me. “You’re not going to believe this.”

      They arched an eyebrow, their purple hair catching in the dim light. “Try me.”

      I took a deep breath, then the words came rushing out of me. “Donovan West is looking for a personal assistant. He’s got an ad on LinkedIn, and…”

      “Are you planning on moving to LA or New York? Isn’t that where most famous writers live?” Riley shrugged.

      “Apparently, he’s living in RVA now.” I handed Riley my phone, which was open to the job listing. Riley glanced over it with an eyebrow raised to the ceiling. 

      “Hugh,” Riley handed my phone back. “That’s incredible! The way you talk about his books, it’s like they’re part of your DNA or something. Are you going to apply for the job?”

      Shit. Fear of rejection hit me, and it must have been apparent, because Riley patted my back.

      “Hey.” They leaned in. “You’ve got the passion and the brainpower. Plus, you love his books. If anyone deserves this, it’s you.”

      “Thanks, Ry. That means a lot, really.” I sighed. “Maybe he’ll actually read my cover letter and not toss it into the reject pile.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          Hugh

        

      

    

    
      Standing outside Donovan West’s house, I felt the Richmond humidity pressing against me like a too-close stranger on a crowded bus. My shirt clung to me, and despite my best efforts, sweat pooled in the dip of my lower back, making me shift uncomfortably in my slacks. This was not the way I wanted to meet my literary idol.

      I wiped my hands on my thighs for what had to be the tenth time, but there was no saving them. They were clammy, damp with the telltale sign of nerves. I could already imagine him reaching out to shake my hand and me offering him a palm as slick as a condensation-coated cocktail glass. Perfect. Just the impression I wanted to make.

      I ran through my practiced introduction in my head one more time. “Mr. West, it’s such an honor to meet you. I’ve been a fan of your work for years, and I really admire the way you craft characters with such raw honesty. I believe my skills and experience make me an excellent candidate for this position.” That’s what I wanted to say. That’s what I needed to say.

      But I knew myself well enough to recognize the truth: the second I laid eyes on him, my brain would short-circuit like a cheap lamp plugged into an overloaded socket. I’d fumble, probably stammer, and if I was really lucky, I wouldn’t blurt out something humiliating about how Deconstructing Love got me through my last breakup.

      I took a deep breath, adjusted my messenger bag on my shoulders, and forced my feet up the steps. The townhouse loomed over me, all dark brick and old charm, the kind of place that had stories built into its bones. Of course, Donovan West would live in a house that looked like it held secrets.

      Reaching the door, I hesitated for just a second—just long enough to question every decision that led me to this moment. Then, before I could talk myself out of it, I raised a fist and knocked.

      The door swung open, and there he was—Donovan West in the flesh. And holy hell, he was gorgeous.

      Tall, broad-shouldered, with a chiseled jawline that looked like it had been sculpted by an artist obsessed with sharp angles. His dark hair was slightly tousled, like he’d just run his fingers through it, and his eyes—God, his eyes—were an arresting shade of electric blue. He exuded the kind of effortless allure that made my stomach do ridiculous things, like flip over itself in excitement.

      I had to remind myself to breathe. He stood before me like a chapter come to life; imposing, magnetic, every inch the brooding protagonist of his own novels. My heart did this odd little somersault, and I prayed my voice wouldn't crack when it was my turn to speak.

      "Hugh, right?" Donovan's deep voice was a low hum that seemed to fill the space between us.

      I managed a nod, suddenly aware of how dry my mouth felt. "Y-yes, that's me," I stuttered out, cursing myself for acting like some star-struck fanboy. To be fair, I was, but he didn't need to know that.

      "Come in," he said, stepping aside. And just like that, I was crossing the threshold into Donovan West's personal sanctuary.

      He led me through the foyer, which was all sleek lines and understated elegance. The room was a study in minimalism: a few well-chosen pieces of furniture, bookshelves that were more sculpture than storage, and wide windows that let in the light but somehow revealed nothing.

      "Please, take a seat," Donovan gestured toward a modern armchair that looked as though it had never been sat in. It was positioned across from another chair, identical in design, creating an intimate setting for our interview.

      As I settled into the chair, I took in the quiet order of the room. There were no piles of manuscripts or cluttered desks; everything had its place. Yet, there was warmth here too—the kind that comes from books well-read and cherished, from the soft throw casually draped over the sofa. It was the home of a man who appreciated beauty in simplicity.

      "Nice place you've got here," I said, hoping my attempt at casual conversation didn't sound as forced as it felt. "It's... serene."

      "Thank you," Donovan replied, a flicker of something unreadable passing across his features. "I find clutter distracting."

      "Can relate to that," I chuckled, though my apartment told a different story—one of organized chaos and half-finished projects. But this wasn't about me; it was about convincing Donovan West that I was the right choice for this job.

      "Tell me about yourself, Hugh. What brings you to this line of work?" Donovan's voice was even, his gaze steady and expectant.

      "Ah, well," I stammered, the words catching slightly in my throat like a sweater snagged on a fence. I cleared it quietly, a half-cough masked as decorum. "I... I've always found myself at the crossroads of literature and life, you know? Books were my first friends and, uh, probably my most enduring." I clasped my hands together, willing them to stop trembling.

      "Go on," he prompted, his pen poised above a notepad but his attention fully on me.

      "Art and storytelling, they're like oxygen and water for me—essential," I continued. "I studied English Literature, dabbled in art history. I believe that every brushstroke on canvas and every word on a page carries the heartbeat of its creator."

      Donovan's face remained inscrutable, but I sensed a shift in the air, a softening of the space between us as if my words had woven a threadbare connection. I leaned forward in my chair, the leather creaking softly under my enthusiasm.

      "Whether it's a painting by Van Gogh or a paragraph from Virginia Woolf, there's an urgency to express, to connect. It's raw and real." I spread my hands wide, as if I could catch the very essence of creation between my sweaty palms. "And that's what I want to contribute to—the crafting of experiences that resonate, that linger long after the cover is closed or the gallery lights dim."

      "Interesting," Donovan murmured, finally making a note, the scratch of pen on paper punctuating the moment. His demeanor didn't betray much, but the fact that he was writing something felt like a minor victory. Or was he just being polite, and soon he’d throw me out with a thanks, but I’m going with another candidate?
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TERMINATION
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/makingitlove.jpg
LUKE JAMESON





