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      A nerdy gamer girl plus her sexy billionaire boss equals one hell of a steamy opposites attract romance.

      

      Penny is tired of being seen as the gamer, the crazy cat lady, the mom-jeans-wearing, YouTube-bingeing, quirky IT girl. She’s barreling toward 29 and ready to make some changes…in her appearance and her nonexistent love life. But she’s smart enough to know she needs help—and who she needs it from. Her billionaire playboy boss, Gage Russo.

      

      Bachelor Gage’s life is typically full of excitement, on the work front and in the bedroom. He’s never lacking for female company and he rarely sleeps alone. Regardless, lately, he can’t shake feeling bored. That is, until Penny challenges him to a friendly wager…one he promptly loses. Her prize? Lessons in seduction—from him.

      

      Lines get blurred as Gage pushes harder…moves faster…teaching Penny things she’s only ever fantasized about. But the playboy with all the smooth moves makes one big mistake when he fails to tell his sexy student that the lessons are no longer fake, and what he wants from her is very, very real.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Penny dragged herself into her small apartment and dropped down on the couch wearily. Of course, she didn’t get to stay there for longer than a few seconds before she was besieged by a chorus of meows. Her cats—all four of them—were hungry.

      She pushed herself up and trudged to the kitchen, nearly tripping over Harry, who was attempting to herd her toward the cabinet with the cat food.

      “Dammit, Harry,” she chided. “I’m not that late. Besides, look at you. You could afford to miss a few meals, buddy.” Harry, a large Maine Coon, was way too fond of dinnertime, breakfast time, snack time, and the cat most likely to finish off whatever the other three had left behind.

      She reached into the cabinet to pull out a can of cat food. Then she dipped out four portions into the personalized cat bowls under the kitchen window. Being a single woman with a good-paying job and zero social life meant she had too much money to blow on frivolous shit like the cute cat bowls. Of course, that wasn’t her fault. Facebook had her number, constantly tempting her with ads for cat stuff, hilarious gamer shirts, and techie gadgets.

      She rinsed off the spoon but left it in the sink then considered the box of Fruit Loops sitting on top of her fridge. She’d already had dinner, a bowl of macaroni and cheese—the orange stuff—at Jess’s new apartment. Maybe she could call the Fruit Loops dessert.

      “Nah,” she said to no one. “I’m not hungry.” She directed that comment to the cats so she wouldn’t feel like an idiot talking to no one. Forrest briefly lifted his head from the bowl to give her one of his typical vacant-eyed expressions. Poor cat. The lights were on, but nobody was home.

      At least he acknowledged she was speaking.

      “I’d only eat it because I’m bored.”

      Forrest seemed to accept that reason and returned to his bowl, bumping heads with Harry, who had already scarfed his down and was now looking for more.

      “Harry!” she chastised. “For shame.”

      Harry had none, but he was familiar enough with this routine to know he had to wait for the other cats to finish before he claimed the leftovers. He walked over to her, rubbing around her ankles, as if that would soften her up. She sat at the kitchen table then reached down absent-mindedly to pet him.

      It had been quite an afternoon. She’d left work early at her new friend Jess’s request. Jess had moved out of the apartment she’d been sharing with Penny’s brother, Rhys, and his roommate, Tony, into a place of her own. She’d asked Penny to pick up her young son, Jasper, from elementary school, and she’d been more than happy to blow off early because Jasper was quickly becoming one of her favorite people on the planet. The kid was smart, sweet, and super adorable.

      She’d been looking forward to helping Jess decorate her new place, but she had a feeling that wasn’t going to be necessary now.

      Penny had just finished her macaroni and cheese when Rhys and Tony showed up, with Tony’s aunt Berta in tow. Aunt Berta had announced she was taking Jasper for the night because Rhys and Tony wanted to talk to Jess—alone.

      Penny had left with Aunt Berta, who’d confided in a low voice, so Jasper didn’t overhear, that the two men were in love with Jess and they were hoping to talk her into moving back in with them. For good.

      “I think I’m going to be an aunt,” she confided to Harry, who’d rolled over on his back, mooching for stomach rubs.

      She silently hoped Tony and Rhys would win their bid for Jess’s heart. Not that she believed they’d have to try too hard. Jess was obviously in love with them—both of them—and they felt the same. It was perfect and wonderful…and damn if it didn’t make Penny feel even more alone.

      Before she could sit too long with that heavy feeling, her phone pinged and she read the text.

      
        
          
            
              
        dead by daylight

      

      

      

      

      

      If she was a normal person, maybe a text like that would scare the shit out of her. As it was, she bounced up from her chair and headed down the hall to her office.

      Waking up her PC, she fired a text back to her colleague and gaming buddy, Toby.

      
        
          
            
              
        logging in

      

      

      

      

      

      As she waited for the game, Dead by Daylight, to load, she slipped off her shoes, cleaned her glasses, then ran back to the kitchen for a sugar-free Red Bull. Toby was a huge fan of the game’s premise, where famous movie serial killers chased them around, trying to kill them in spectacularly gory fashion. They had to outrun and escape Pinhead, Michael Myers, Leatherface, or Freddy Krueger to win. She and Rich, the other member of their gaming group, humored him every now and then by playing.

      By the time she returned, Toby had added her to the game and set up a Discord channel. She frowned at the avatars.

      “Where’s Rich?” she asked. “And who the hell is Daddy_Morebutt$$?”

      Toby chuckled. “Rich had to work late, so I invited Gage.”

      “Gage who?” Penny asked.

      “It’s me, Beaumont.”

      Penny recognized the voice in an instant, but even if she hadn’t, she would have known who it was. Only one person in the world called her Beaumont.

      She tried to figure out if she’d somehow fallen into a parallel universe, a place where it might be plausible for her to be playing video games with Gage Russo, her too-hot-for-words playboy billionaire boss.

      “Uh,” she said, super lamely. Because talking wasn’t something she did so well whenever her sexy boss was around.

      “Wow. I think I heard something there, Beaumont. Did you just try to talk or are you choking?” Gage teased. The man typically said hello whenever he stopped by IT to talk to Toby or Rich, grinning when all she managed was a flimsy wave. He never tried to engage her in anything more because in the world of gods like Gage Russo, her mere mortal status rendered her virtually invisible.

      Goddammit. She was going to read Toby the riot act tomorrow. Their gaming group was her safe space. A place where she could kick back and be herself. Toby knew she became a mute idiot whenever Gage was around, so how could he invite the boss and not ask her first?

      Not that it was particularly shocking he had. Toby suffered from a serious case of hero worship where Gage was concerned, always trying too hard to relate and laughing too loud at Gage’s jokes.

      She cleared her throat and tried again. “Uh. Hi.”

      Okay. That was a little bit better.

      “Thought I’d check out life inside the nerd circle,” Gage said.

      Penny rolled her eyes, wishing she could be annoyed by the nickname. Unfortunately, Toby—taking a page from Fat Amy and Pitch Perfect—had given their department that stupid moniker, deciding if they called themselves nerds first, it somehow made them cool.

      Sadly, she suspected Samuel L. Jackson barking orders at them drill-sergeant style about how to dress and behave wouldn’t even manage to make their Island of Misfit Toys cool.

      “I figured you’d have a date,” Toby said to Gage—because God knew he wouldn’t think that about her. “Lucky that I asked on a night you were available.”

      Gage chuckled—why did he have to have such a sexy laugh?—and said, “Scored at lunch, so it freed up my evening.”

      Toby laughed as if that was the funniest thing he’d ever heard in his life. Then asked Gage about his “lunch date.” Apparently, Gage was currently dating some former Sports Illustrated swimsuit model, which sent Toby into orbit, firing off a million questions. To his credit, Gage answered them all, seemingly unannoyed by Toby’s endless fawning.

      “You still there, Beaumont?”

      Shit. Penny realized she’d forgotten to speak for a while. Not that she’d had a damn thing to add.

      Regardless, she spent way too much time alone with only her thoughts. Curse of living by herself for so long. She really needed to work on her conversational skills. Or consider getting a roommate who wasn’t feline.

      “Yeah. We playing?”

      Woohoo! She silently cheered for herself. Three whole words. Not one stammer.

      “Yeah, man. Let’s do this thing,” Toby said excitedly. “Wait until you see the graphics on this game, Gage.”

      As always, once the game play began, Penny lost herself in the digital world, one where she fit in, where she felt comfortable. After a few minutes, she forgot all about Gage Russo, becoming the character she was playing, concentrating on nothing more than outrunning the serial killer.

      “Dammit, Toby,” Penny yelled. “Get your shit together. Because I’m telling you right now, I’m not spending the whole night saving your ass from Michael Myers.”

      She wasn’t sure, but she thought she heard Gage laugh.

      Toby scoffed. “I’m trying. Jesus. I spilled soda on my keyboard and the keys are sticking.”

      “You use that excuse all the time, but I know for a fact you never put drinks anywhere near your computer. Watch out!” she yelled.

      “What a game,” Gage muttered as he cut Toby down from where the killer had strung him up before Penny could reach him.

      “Good save,” she said.

      “Behind you, Beaumont,” Gage warned.

      “I see him.” She deftly escaped, though she took a couple hits before she was able to beat the villain back.

      Gage whistled. “Shit, you’re good at this.”

      She wasn’t sure why, but something inside her warmed up at his praise. She didn’t consider herself the type of person who needed other people’s admiration, but it felt nice to be seen. Or not just seen but recognized as having an actual talent for…well, Dead before Daylight was a stupid talent, but at least it was something.

      For the next two hours, the three of them ran through the digital woods, working together like a well-oiled machine as they defeated Michael Myers. Gage was a surprisingly good gamer, and like her, when in the heat of the moment, he cussed like a sailor.

      When the game was over, she realized that for the entire night, she’d managed to talk to Gage with the same confidence and familiarity she shared with Toby and Rich. She’d broken through her tongue-tied insanity—and it felt great.

      “Fuck,” Gage said. “That was intense. I see why you like it, Toby.”

      Toby, clearly thrilled, said, “Right? I told you.”

      “Next time we play, one of us should take on the role of the killer. That’s when shit gets real.” Penny paused when she realized what she’d just said.

      There was no way Gage was coming back for an encore of game night.

      This was a fluke.

      “I’m in…if I get to be Pinhead,” Gage responded.

      Penny groaned, delighted by the thought that he wanted to join them again. “I hate Pinhead. That guy creeps me the fuck out.”

      He deepened his voice. “No tears, please. It’s a waste of good suffering.”

      “Jesus.” She shuddered, hating how good his impersonation was. “Guess I’m sleeping curled in a fetal position under the covers all night.”

      “Gotta admit, I didn’t realize you could talk so much, let alone cuss, Willow99,” Gage teased before taking a jab at her screen name. “Buffy much?”

      If Penny had one failing—okay, she had more than that, but in this instance—it was that she could never resist the urge to knock someone down a peg or two if they got too cocky. Her father called her his clever little smart-ass. And at least half the time, he meant that as a compliment.

      “I was fifteen when I picked that name. Besides, Willow is awesome. And before you throw that stone, maybe you should have taken a few extra minutes to come up with a better screen name, Daddy_MoreButt$$.”

      “I do like the sound of you calling me daddy, Beaumont,” Gage joked.

      Aaaand she’d just made a cardinal mistake, forgetting that Gage was a consummate smart-ass himself. While she never engaged in conversation with the man, opting instead to keep her head down and do her job lest she make a jackass of herself, she watched him way too intently whenever he joked around and traded barbs with the other guys in IT.

      She had long acknowledged that Gage wasn’t the typical boss. He never played the power card with her or the others in the departments he oversaw. He also didn’t seem to take things too seriously. She figured that was because his brother, Matt, was the CEO of Russo Enterprises, and nobody fucked around on Matt’s watch. Because of that, Gage tended to play the “good cop” role, jovial and easygoing.

      Penny didn’t really have an opinion about Conor, the third Russo brother, because he was rarely in the office, opting instead to work out of one of the nightclubs he owned.

      It wasn’t unusual for Gage to stop by the IT department once a day, either to discuss business or, more often than not, just shoot the shit. When she considered it now, she wondered if Gage was serious about wanting to be included in the nerd circle.

      Because she played video games, D&D, and possessed zero feminine wiles, she’d earned her all-access pass to the boys’ locker room years ago, so she had been privy to Toby, Rich, and Gage’s brand of sophomoric guy talk around the office pretty much since the beginning of her employment six years earlier.

      She figured she was the most sexually knowledgeable virgin on the planet, thanks to too many years of listening to the guys she hung out with…and the dirty books she read…and the porn she watched…and the occasional WooHoo SIMS hookup, which was painfully PG.

      “For your information,” Gage said, as if her long silence wasn’t weird, “I came up with that screen name when I was sixteen. My high school performed the musical Annie that year and I was hooking up with a couple of the orphans…and Annie. Thought it was pretty fucking clever.”

      “It’s hilarious,” Toby said, far too earnestly.

      “The dollar signs are a nice touch,” she said sarcastically.

      “So you seriously want to play again, Gage?” Toby interjected, probably worried they’d start ragging on his stupid screen name, Freaky12, which was by far the least clever one of their group.

      “Yeah. I would.”

      “Awesome!” Toby exclaimed, the first to cry uncle, pointing out that they all had work the next day. He said good night and exited the voice chat, leaving Penny alone with Gage.

      Jesus H. She should have let Michael Myers kill Toby. The witless wonder had just left her alone in the lion’s den…with the lion.

      The easiness of the past couple of hours started to fade despite her best efforts to stay cool. “So, um…”

      Gage saved her from herself, interrupting before she could stammer out anything completely inane. “If I don’t see you at the office tomorrow, I’ll see you tomorrow night. Toby invited me to your weekly Dungeons & Dragons game.”

      “And you’re coming?” She didn’t mean to sound so shocked but, well…she was shocked.

      “I love D&D.”

      “Oh. Okay.”

      “You all right with that, Beaumont?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Good,” he said. “I like you talking to me. Didn’t realize you were so funny. Keep it up.”

      “Um. Okay. I will. Night, Gage.”

      “No, no, no. That’s Daddy to you.”

      She snorted, forgetting to be intimidated or shy once and for all where Gage Russo was involved.

      “Asshole,” she called him.

      Before he could reply, she exited the chat, catching only a split second of his loud laugh, and she grinned.

      What a night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      “And then, me and Billy won the prizes for being the fastest runners in the whole first grade!”

      Penny nodded, enthralled as Jasper regaled her with the highlights from his school’s field day. Apparently, the school system had bussed the entire elementary school to the local high school’s football field and held competitions for each of the grades.

      Penny suspected there were a shit ton of teachers facedown on their couches tonight, as Jasper detailed the countless events and games and—sweet Jesus—she was exhausted just hearing about it.

      “He got a ribbon that says First Place. Aunt Berta has it hanging on the refrigerator.” Her brother, Rhys, who was seated on the other side of Jasper, put his hand on the boy’s head, beaming so proudly, you would think Jasper had just won the Olympic gold.

      She’d been delighted when her brother had invited her to join his new family for dinner tonight. She was getting damn tired of eating alone. In addition to her, Jasper, and Rhys at the table, Tony, Jess, and Aunt Berta were also there. Penny was amazed by how quickly her confirmed-bachelor brother had upended his life, eschewing his assertion that he would forever be married to his work, and opting instead for this wonderful instant family.

      He and Tony had been roommates for years, but that fact hadn’t prepared Penny when they’d both fallen head over heels for Jess. While she knew committed threesomes weren’t exactly the norm, there was no denying the three people sitting across the table from her were making it work. Tony had his arm draped loosely around the back of Jess’s chair, and Jess, a single mom who’d been homeless when she’d crash-landed in their lives, absolutely glowed with happiness.

      Rhys called her this afternoon and said they all wanted to try a new Italian place that had opened in Center City, and he wanted to see if she’d like to join them. Considering there was nothing but cereal in her house, she’d been only too happy to accept the invitation.

      Penny had started her job search in Philadelphia after college because she’d wanted to live close to her brother, and their parents, who had also moved here from Connecticut right after she graduated from high school. Her family meant the world to her, so she knew she wanted to settle down near them.

      “Sounds like you had an amazing day, Jasper. I’ll have to stop by sometime and see the ribbon.”

      Jasper beamed then asked Rhys, “Can I have some more bread, Daddy?”

      Every time Jasper called Rhys and Tony “Daddy,” Penny’s eyes misted with happy tears, so grateful that these incredible people all found each other.

      Rhys reached into the breadbasket, spreading a bit of butter on the roll before handing it to Jasper. “Last one,” he warned. “Or you won’t eat that big plate of spaghetti you just ordered.”

      Jasper took the bread. “I can eat it all,” he said with great confidence. “On account of my leg.”

      Penny frowned as she glanced down at Jasper’s leg in confusion. “Leg?”

      Tony laughed. “Aunt Berta swears Jasper has a hollow leg. The rascal is eating us out of house and home.”

      Aunt Berta grinned. “He’s a growing boy. I suspect he’ll be bigger than you and Rhys by the time he’s done.”

      Jasper was clearly thrilled at the idea of growing taller than his two fathers.

      Penny dipped her bread in the seasoned olive oil. “I appreciate you guys letting me tag along. I’ve heard good things about this place from Toby at work. He’s already eaten here three times and the place hasn’t been open a month.”

      “We haven’t seen enough of you lately,” Rhys said. “I was missing you, kiddo.”

      Penny grinned at her brother’s nickname for her. Their parents had waited ten years between kids, but that age difference hadn’t had a negative impact on their sibling relationship at all. She’d always been very close to her big brother, who’d never been too busy for, or too bothered by, the little girl constantly hanging around him when he was a teenager.

      “Yeah. I need to get better about being more social, but by the time the workday ends, usually all I can think about is going home, stripping off the bra, and collapsing on my couch.”

      They all laughed.

      “I think we have to face it. Work is crazy for all of us. It’s hard to find a time when we’re all free.” Jess had been a waitress when she met Rhys and Tony, but since officially “moving in” with them—not just as a roommate—three months earlier, she’d cut back on her hours at the diner and taken on quite a lot of the office work for Moretti Restorations, the business Tony owned with his three brothers.

      Tony nodded. “I can’t complain because business is good, but we’re feeling the loss of Joey, now that he’s off filming that TV show of his. If you ever repeat this to him, I’ll deny it, but he was a hell of a worker and it’s been hard finding someone to replace him.”

      Tony’s brother Joey had landed a gig hosting his own TV show, ManPower, a few months earlier. Penny couldn’t wait for the first episode to air. The Morettis were already planning a massive viewing party and she’d been invited. The Morettis, Italian to the core, knew how to party.

      Aunt Berta leaned toward Tony, as if speaking confidentially. “There’s no way I’m telling him you said that. That boy is a walking, talking contradiction. Works harder than anyone I’ve ever seen when it comes to building things, but my heavens, he’s the laziest creature on the planet at home. Dirty dishes in the sink, laundry piled up everywhere. I stopped by his place one day to drop off a casserole I made him, and I counted no less that ten pizza boxes piled up by the door.”

      “You don’t have to tell me,” Tony grumbled. “I lived with the idiot for three years. Best day of my life was when Rhys and I decided to move in together.”

      The waiter came by the table to deliver their food and refill their wine glasses. “This smells delicious,” Penny said.

      For a moment, she thought Tony was groaning in agreement. Until she realized it was his Russo growl. She followed the direction of his now dark gaze, expecting to see Matt Russo, Tony’s sworn arch enemy—for reasons Penny had only just recently learned from Jess. It had something to do with an old high school rivalry and, of course, a girl.

      However, tonight’s Russo in the crosshairs was Gage…who had his arm wrapped around a scantily dressed, heavily made-up redhead. Penny pushed her glasses up and squinted.

      Wait. She was pretty sure that was Marjorie from accounting. Penny rolled her eyes. Gage was apparently starting to fish in the company pond. He’d mentioned some date with Connie from HR—for pity’s sake—just last week. Penny would have thought at least an HR woman would know better than to mess around with the boss, but apparently not.

      Gage saw her staring and waved.

      “Damn Russos,” Tony muttered. “Can’t turn around twice without running into one.”

      “Down boy,” Jess joked.

      Penny turned her attention back to Tony and felt the need to defend her boss. “Gage, while a shameless playboy, is actually a pretty nice guy.”

      Crazy as it sounded, she’d actually come to view Gage as a friend lately. Which was just what she needed. Another fucking guy friend.

      Since crashing their Dead by Daylight game three months earlier, Gage had become a somewhat regular fixture in the nerd circle. Not that any of them considered him a full-fledged member.

      Gage Russo would never qualify as a true nerd, but he seemed to genuinely enjoy their company, loved D&D as much as she did—which was saying something—and had proven himself her biggest competition when it came to gaming.

      So really, if he hadn’t been a gorgeous, super-cool billionaire with stunning women fluttering around him like butterflies, he would have easily been inducted into the nerd circle, no questions asked.

      Recently Gage had grown a beard—a ridiculously sexy beard—and now Toby and Rich were trying to do the same. She didn’t have it in her to tell Toby his beard probably classified more as peach fuzz and he should probably just pack it in and shave.

      Not that he’d listen to her. Toby and Rich were too busy hanging on Gage’s every word—something that was completely annoying—while Penny’s role in their ragtag gang was to simply keep the man humble.

      Although, she had to begrudgingly admit Gage had been good for the guys. Toby and Rich had become more confident of late as they followed Gage’s advice regarding women. Both of them, normally extremely shy and awkward around the opposite sex, had gone out on several dates, and it sounded like Rich was on his way to landing himself an honest-to-God girlfriend, something that had eluded every member of the nerd circle since the three of them had started working together six years earlier.

      Regardless of her reassurance about Gage’s good-guy status, Tony mumbled something indecipherable under his breath. Probably because it included some bad words regarding the Russos that he didn’t want Jasper to hear.

      Jess winked at Penny across the table, shaking her head. Like Penny, Jess had worked for Russo Enterprises, though for a short time, and she shared Penny’s opinion that whatever the Russo guys had been like back in school, they weren’t pure evil, like the Morettis continued to insist.

      “So what are we doing for your birthday next month?” Jess asked Penny, adeptly finding a way to change the subject.

      Penny groaned. “Nothing. I’m not celebrating this one.”

      “Why not?” Tony asked.

      “It’s not a milestone I’m particularly excited about.”

      Rhys frowned. “This isn’t a milestone birthday. You’re going to be twenty-nine, right? Not thirty.”

      “Twenty-nine is a milestone,” Penny insisted. “Last year in the twenties. Then…I’m going to be ancient. Like you.”

      Rhys reached over Jasper’s head to playfully pull her hair. “Et tu, Brute? It’s not enough I have to deal with Tony calling me old man all the time.”

      “We’re having a party,” Jess interjected, refusing to be swayed.

      “Bah humbug,” Penny grumbled.

      “We’ll go out for a girls’ happy hour with Keeley, Gianna, and Liza to come up with a menu and guest list,” Jess continued.

      For the first time in her life, Penny actually had a few girlfriends to hang out with. They were women she’d seen occasionally over the years at Moretti parties or get-togethers but had never really talked to because, hey—wallflower. Jess had been the one to help her break the barrier, moving her out of the acquaintance column to the girlfriends one with Keeley Gallo, Gianna Duncan, and Liza Moretti. So far, they’d gone to one happy hour and had met up for lunch. Penny hadn’t contributed much to the conversation at either event, but she’d been thrilled to her toes to be invited and included.

      In high school and college, she hadn’t managed to find common ground with many girls, her interests landing her more male companionship. She’d never been the type to go to parties or bars, preferring to hang out in some pal’s dingy basement playing Warzone all night.

      She had zero interest in hair or makeup—though lately she’d been thinking she might like to try something different with her looks—and she viewed shopping as the equivalent to getting a pap smear.

      Then her mind drifted back to dingy. Hmm. That would be a good Wordle word.

      “Penny,” Jess said, trying to draw her attention back to the conversation at hand.

      “Sorry. Um. Can we just do the happy hour and forget the rest?” she muttered, not even bothering to feign enthusiasm about the party.

      “Come on. A birthday party will be fun. You can invite that hot guy across the hall,” Jess added.

      “Hot guy?” Rhys asked.

      “I have a new neighbor,” Penny said, recalling the way her jaw had dropped the first time she’d seen him on his move-in day. The clean-cut man reminded her of a younger Brad Pitt, with his dirty-blond hair, dazzling blue eyes, and deep, sexy dimples she could get lost inside for days. Something she’d shared with Jess a few weeks ago. “But I’m not inviting him. I haven’t even introduced myself to the guy.”

      Every time Penny ran into the new neighbor in the hallway outside their apartments or on the elevator, her brain cells evaporated, and she wound up just staring at him and grinning like a goofball. The guy probably thought she was touched in the head because the last couple of times he’d seen her, he’d avoided making actual eye contact.

      “We’ll make you a cake,” Jasper chimed in. “And there will be presents and games and everybody will sing to you. And pizza!” he added, clearly all in on the birthday party plan.

      Penny grinned. Jasper basically owned the keys to her soul, so the chances of her bailing on the party idea were nil at this point. “Sounds awesome.”

      Jasper wiggled with what she thought was glee until he said, “I need to go to the bathroom.”

      Aunt Berta and Rhys both started to rise, but Penny beat them to the punch, waving them back down. “I’ll take him.” She was anxious to escape all talk of birthday parties. She’d go through with it, but she wasn’t looking forward to it.

      Jasper hopped up and grabbed her hand, leading her through the restaurant. She glanced over at Gage’s table. He was sitting very close to Marjorie, his arm draped around her shoulders as he leaned close to whisper something into her ear. Marjorie laughed, turning her face to his as he nuzzled her cheek.

      The whole thing looked…nice, and Penny felt the same pang of loneliness that kept sneaking in and sucker punching her lately. They entered a small alcove where the bathrooms were.

      “I can go in by myself,” Jasper said, pointing to the men’s room door. It was a single stall, so she opened the door, did a quick scan, then nodded.

      “I’ll be just out here.”

      Jasper walked into the bathroom and locked the door. Penny leaned against the wall and sighed.

      “Tired, Beaumont?”

      She looked up, surprised to discover Gage had followed her.

      She shrugged. Her sigh had nothing to do with exhaustion, but she wasn’t going to admit that to him. “Hot date?”

      “Always,” he said with a shameless grin.

      “You better pace yourself,” she joked. “You don’t want to run out of single women at work to date too quickly.”

      Gage leaned his shoulder on the small wall she was currently holding up. “Yeah. Matt’s gonna be pissed when he finds out I’ve been dating women from work, but it’s not like I’m purposely seeking them out. The truth is, Marjorie asked me out tonight.”

      “And the word no isn’t in your vocabulary?”

      He frowned, as if puzzled. “Say the word again. I’m not sure I’ve ever heard that one. No, you said?”

      She snorted. “You’re an ass, and I should let you hang, but I’m worried about you.”

      “Me?”

      She shrugged casually. “I’m worried you’re going to mess with the wrong woman at work, someone vindictive who might decide to label your advances harassment if you break her heart.”

      Gage scowled. “I don’t come on to women at the office, Beaumont. Don’t touch them or say inappropriate things. You know that. The women I’ve dated from there have approached me.”

      “Fine, but still…be careful. Okay?”

      “I will.” Then he looked her over, taking in her outfit. “New shirt?”

      She glanced down, shocked that he would notice something like that. She had stopped by Goodwill on the way home, wanting to find something decent to wear tonight. Her wardrobe was in bad need of a freshening up, most of her stuff worn out or faded. She’d grabbed this striped patch shirt because she loved the vivid colors. She was aware it was probably a bit in-your-face loud, but it was easy to partner with her best pair of jeans. She hated trying to put outfits together, figuring out if shit matched.

      “Yeah. Well, old new. I found it at Goodwill. Can you believe someone got rid of this? Still had the original tags on it.”

      “I like it.”

      Penny studied his face, searching for the slightest indication of insincerity. Either Gage had one hell of a poker face, or he really meant what he said.

      “Guess Moretti’s annoyed by my presence.” Gage looked a little too pleased by that idea.

      “Not sure he noticed you were here,” she lied, feeling the need to defend Tony, since he was practically family now.

      “Mmmhmm,” Gage hummed as he reached out to tug on her braid. “Liars go to hell.”

      “So do shameless playboys, so I guess I’ll see you there.”

      He chuckled. “Followed you here to ask if D&D is at Rich’s apartment again or if we’re moving it back to Toby’s. Knew it would piss Moretti off if I approached your table, which was tempting, believe me. But it looks like you and Jess are having a good time, so I opted to keep the peace.”

      “Very mature of you. D&D is at Rich’s place again. Toby’s is still a wreck.” Toby had gone home last week to soggy carpet due to an overflowing bathtub in the apartment above his. He’d been crashing at Rich’s place while the landlord made the repairs.

      “Great. Then I guess⁠—”

      The bathroom door opened. “Penny. I can’t get my pants buttoned,” Jasper said.

      “No worries. I got you.” She knelt before him, quickly slipping the button into place. “Did you wash your hands?”

      He shook his head. “No. I was frustrated.”

      “Aw. I bet.” She grinned at his very adult word as she pointed into the bathroom, toward the sink. “With soap, please.”

      “Okay.” Jasper returned to the bathroom, the door closing behind him.

      “Smart kid,” Gage observed.

      “So smart,” she said. “I’m crazy about him.”

      “You’d be a cool mom, Beaumont, with your mad Mario Kart skills. Ever consider it?”

      She’d done way more than merely consider it. Penny dreamed of the day she’d start a family of her own.

      No. Dreamed was too weak a word. She longed for it, yearned for it.

      Of course, before that happened, she had to find a guy, lose her virginity, convince said guy to marry her…

      She was twenty-eight years and eleven months old, and managing just step one of that process felt impossible. Find a guy?

      Yeah right.

      “Someday, maybe,” she said, fighting hard to keep the sadness from her tone.

      Jasper reemerged, holding his hands up for her inspection. “All clean.”

      “Excellent job, Jasper.” Then she jerked her head toward Gage. “Say goodbye to my boss, Gage.”

      “Bye, Gage.”

      Gage smiled at Jasper. “Good night, Jasper.”

      The three of them reentered the main room of the restaurant, Gage returning to his date, while she and Jasper trudged back to their own table.

      “How do you feel about some dessert?” Rhys asked them when they reclaimed their seats.

      “Yes, please,” Jasper said loudly.

      Penny nodded. “Sounds good.”

      They all placed their dessert orders when the waiter stopped by, then Penny let the others at the table do the majority of the conversing for the rest of the evening.

      Her gaze kept flitting back to Gage and Marjorie, observing the way the other woman flirted, flipping her long hair over her shoulder, batting her thick eyelashes, laughing and leaning close.

      Every move Marjorie made seemed so natural, so…feminine. And it was obvious Gage was attracted to her, his attention focused solely on his beautiful date.

      Penny had started observing Gage more closely of late, her lifetime membership to the locker room still holding strong. He often regaled the nerd circle with stories—okay, he bragged—about his sexual conquests, so she knew there weren’t too many nights Gage went to bed alone. Though he’d also pointed out he did not do sleepovers.

      Toby and Rich had started a list of “Gage Excuses,” keeping track of all the clever, sometimes creative reasons Gage had given his dates for leaving right after doing the deed. Something Penny told them was juvenile and stupid. Not that they listened. Instead, they insisted they were just compiling the data for their own future dates.

      Which always made her snort. As if Toby or Rich would ever need an excuse—or use one. If a woman ever let one of those guys in her bed, she’d have to hire a moving company to get their asses out the next morning.

      However, the more she heard—and witnessed for herself—the more she realized that Gage understood what made women tick.

      He was an expert when it came to her sex, while she—despite being a damn female her entire life—felt like queen of the cluelessness.

      She mentally compared her outfit to Marjorie’s, her too-loud, too-buttoned-up shirt and jeans versus Marjorie’s black minidress that left nothing to the imagination. Then she glanced across the table at Jess. Even her friend had taken special pains tonight, wearing a simple but elegant white blouse that hinted at the cleavage below—something she’d noticed both Tony and Rhys appreciating—and crisp black slacks.

      Jess, like Marjorie, wore her hair down and loose, both women managing those soft waves that looked effortless, but no doubt required a hair dryer and curling iron and would involve her needing to put her Switch down.

      As if that would happen.

      Her cute little town on Animal Crossing needed tending. Those bugs and fish weren’t going to catch themselves.

      And while Jess’s makeup wasn’t as overdone as Marjorie’s, it enhanced her beauty. Penny ran her hand over her chin, aware that if the zit residing there got much bigger, it was going to need its own zip code.

      She took in the way Rhys was holding Jess’s hand, the way he squeezed it familiarly, the way he gripped it like he couldn’t sit next to her without touching her. The way Tony toyed with her hair.

      Then she looked back at Marjorie, at the way Gage kissed her cheek before they rose to leave. The way he helped her put on her jacket. The way he wrapped his arm loosely around her waist.

      She wanted what Jess and Marjorie had. Wanted it with every fiber of her being.

      Silently, she made a vow, right then and there, that she would do anything, change anything, to get what she wanted. And she gave herself a deadline.

      Because she wasn’t going into the thirties as a single woman or a virgin. Which gave her one year and one month to get her shit together.

      But she needed a tutor, an expert, someone who knew not only what made women attractive to men but someone with bedroom skills as well, someone who could teach her not only how to flirt but how to seduce.

      She took one last look toward the door as Gage and Marjorie left.

      Penny knew exactly who to ask.
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      “You and I need to talk.”

      Gage looked up as his older brother Matt stormed into his office.

      “Knock, knock. Come in,” Gage said sarcastically when his brother walked straight up to his desk. It didn’t take a genius to figure out Matt was pissed. Not that his brother’s disposition ever stopped him from poking the bear. If Gage waited for Matt to be in a pleasant mood before making jokes, the two of them would never speak.

      “I think it’s time you and I had a come-to-Jesus meeting.”

      Gage pretended to look at his calendar. “Sorry, but I don’t have the next come-to-Jesus meeting scheduled until next Tuesday at ten thirty.”

      “Goddammit, Gage,” Matt said, sitting down in the chair across from his desk. “Can you try to be serious for a minute? We’ve got two issues to resolve, and I need you to listen to me and really hear what I’m saying.”

      Gage waved his hand. “Fine. What’s bothering you?”

      “You gotta stop shitting where you eat.”

      Gage sighed, suddenly aware this apparent issue they were having was the argument he’d been expecting. “Lovely expression. People just don’t use that one enough, which is a real shame. What else is on your mind?”

      “I mean it, Gage. I just spent the last hour breaking up a damn cat fight between your two girlfriends.”

      Gage frowned. “First of all, I don’t have a girlfriend, and you know it. Secondly, there was a cat fight and you didn’t call me? Where’s the love, bro?”

      Matt lifted his gaze heavenward, as if discovering religion and foolishly believing that praying to God was going to help. “Gage,” he started.

      “Who was fighting?”

      “Marjorie Douglas from accounting and Connie Raymond from HR, who, as far as I’m concerned, should have known better than to date the fucking boss.”

      Gage sighed. “I went out with Connie last week. Just for dinner and drinks. Nothing more. That woman’s a billionaire hunter, which I figured out about five minutes into the evening. It was a one-and-done date, something I explained when I dropped her off that night. Didn’t even kiss her good night. I haven’t talked to her or replied to a single one of her fifty-seven texts since then.”

      “Well, she seems to think the two of you have started something really special, and Marjorie is stealing her man.”

      “Jesus. Went out with Marjorie a couple of nights ago. She’s a sweet little thing.”

      “Did you sleep with her?” Matt asked.

      Gage let his grin answer that question, to which Matt closed and rubbed his eyes wearily. Before his brother could say anything else, Gage let him off the hook.

      “Marjorie was cool with the one-night stand. Something we established before I went back to her place.”

      “She alluded to the fact she wasn’t planning on seeing you again, but Connie is going to be a problem if you don’t intervene.”

      “I’ll talk to her.”

      “And…” Matt persisted.

      “No more company hookups.”

      Matt looked up, surprise evident in his expression. No doubt he’d expected a fight, but Gage had already made up his mind to stop putting his USB in the company computer.

      It was Beaumont who’d planted the seed, made him realize he’d been flirting with disaster. He hadn’t lied about not pursuing women from work, that it had been the opposite, but he was now wondering—given this morning’s cat fight—if Penny hadn’t been right about how a scorned woman might seek revenge. Marjorie was cool, but Connie could be potentially problematic.

      “You’re not just saying that?” Matt asked, suspicious that Gage was lying to escape the argument.

      “Nope. I’ve seen the error of my ways.” He raised three fingers. “Scout’s honor.”

      Matt snorted. “Like you’ve ever been a Boy Scout.”

      “What’s the second problem, Matt? I’ve got a meeting in half an hour.”

      “The second issue is the bigger one. Frost Incorporated is trying to steal Penny Beaumont.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      “Caught wind that they’ve reached out to her a few times over the past month, promising Penny her own team of analysts and engineers to lead and mentor. IT is your domain, so I don’t have to remind you how fucking brilliant that woman is in cybersecurity. The world is lucky she chose to use her talents for good rather than evil, because she’d make one hell of a hacker. As it stands, in just six years, she’s saved—and made—this company millions with her management system on zero trust, her automation to respond to network anomalies, as well as the⁠—”

      “You don’t have to list all her accolades to me. I know how valuable she is.”

      Matt pointed his finger at him, stressing his last point. “Find a way to make sure she stays put. Stock options, perks, flexible hours, I don’t give a shit. Just figure out what she wants and give it to her.”

      Gage was furious. He’d just hung out with Beaumont at Rich’s apartment last night for D&D. They played video games a couple times a week. And while he still couldn’t believe it, he’d thought they were becoming friends—and he liked it. The idea that she’d been planning to desert the company without so much as a word had him seeing red.

      “I’ll deal with Beaumont.”

      “See that you do.” Matt rose and held his gaze for a moment. Sometimes Gage got the feeling his brother always had something more he wanted to say to him, but whatever it was…it never materialized. Their conversations were strictly limited to work, neither of them seeking to discuss anything personal.

      Matt had been a distant bastard for nearly a decade now, the close relationship they’d shared as kids a thing of the past. Not that Gage could assign all the blame for that to Matt. Nope. He, Matt, and his other brother, Conor, had been steadily walking away from each other ever since⁠—

      Gage shut that line of thinking down in an instant, making sure it remained locked in the vault.

      “Anything else?” Gage asked.

      Matt paused for a second then shook his head. “No. That’s it.”

      He left the office, closing the door behind him.

      Gage took a few moments to collect himself then turned back to his computer, pulling up the file he needed for his meeting. He clicked on the button to print it, but nothing happened. Opening the paper tray, he found it full.

      He recalled Matt’s information about Beaumont and picked up his phone.

      “Beaumont, get to my office. Now.”

      He stood up, walking over to the large window that offered a breathtaking view of the Philadelphia landscape.

      By the time Beaumont arrived, knocking on his door, he was cool, calm, and collected.

      “Come in.”

      “You summoned, lord and master?” she asked, standing in the doorway, clearly annoyed by his gruff demand on the phone.

      “Lord and master has a nice ring, but I thought we established Daddy as my chosen nickname from you.” He grinned when her eyes narrowed.

      “Hell will freeze over.”

      Today, she was wearing ripped jeans that looked like they’d gone through the shredder a couple of times and an ugly brown sweater with a line drawing of a cat printed on it. She was also wearing those godawful glasses that reminded him of Edna Mode from The Incredibles, and she had her hair pinned up in Princess Leia buns on the side of her head.

      He’d actually started making it a point to run into her every day just so he could see what crazy getup she had on. Her sense of fashion—if it could be called that—was always quirky and entertaining.

      Gage pointed to his printer. “My printer is broken.”

      Despite his annoyance about her potential desertion, he was amused by the way she shot him an irritated look.

      “Seriously?”

      He nodded. “Seriously. I have a meeting in twenty minutes.”

      Beaumont strolled over to his printer and slid the paper tray open.

      “I already checked that,” he grumbled.

      “You say that like a lack of paper wasn’t the problem previously.”

      “One time,” he stressed, holding up one finger.

      “I don’t understand why you don’t call Alex. He’s the hardware guy.” Even as she complained, she started pushing buttons on the machine.

      “Alex takes too long to fix shit, always talking my damn ear off. I told you, I have a meeting in twenty minutes. You’re quicker.”

      “And in the meantime, you’re losing thousands while I’m here tinkering with a printer instead of doing—you know—my job.”

      Gage grinned. “Let me know when I’m losing millions and I’ll worry about it.”

      “I’m just saying, fixing printers isn’t part of my job description,” Beaumont grumbled.

      “Of course it is. It falls under ‘other duties as assigned.’”

      She shot him a dirty look as she dropped to her knees and ducked beneath his desk to check the connections. 

      Gage took the opportunity to check out her ass. He’d been called a lot of things in his life, but a gentleman wasn’t one of them. He’d never really looked at Beaumont as someone he’d be sexually attracted to, but there was no denying…she had a great ass.

      “What the hell have you been doing?” she asked. “Half your shit is unplugged.”

      Unable to resist, Gage joked, “Let’s just say you’re not the first woman to crawl under my desk today.”

      Beaumont peeked her head back out, piercing him with another glare. “Gross.”

      Gage laughed. “I’m kidding. We hired a new cleaning crew last week, and I’ve noticed things have been getting unplugged. Didn’t think to check that.”

      “You need some serious cable management. Well,” Beaumont said from beneath the desk. “I think it’s all good now.” She climbed back out and rose again. “What did you want to print?”

      He pointed to the document open on the screen. She tinkered with his machine for a minute or two, clicking a bunch of buttons, then hit the print icon, and gave him a voila hand gesture when the printer started shooting out paper.

      “You up for some Warzone tonight?” he asked.

      “Really? It’s Friday night. I would have figured you’d have a date.”

      Apart from Connie and Marjorie, Gage hadn’t been doing a lot of dating in the last couple months. He hadn’t lied to his brother about both women asking him out. If they hadn’t, he certainly wouldn’t have approached them.

      Dating had grown stale, the idea of going through the whole drinks/dinner/seduction routine just to get laid, tedious. Hell, sex didn’t even interest him all that much nowadays. It felt as if he’d fucked himself out. He’d done it all, and now it was just…boring. He could take care of his own business with his hand in the shower every morning and it felt just as satisfying.

      How fucking sad was that?

      “No date. Not tonight. So what do you say?”

      “I’m not sure I’m available,” she said, though he knew for a fact the woman never dated. “After all, you still owe me twenty bucks from the last time we played.”

      He chuckled. “I’m good for it.”

      Lately, the two of them had been putting small wagers on their games, the competition heating up. He and Beaumont were evenly matched.

      “Actually, let’s make it more interesting. Double or nothing,” he added.

      She paused, sinking her teeth into her lower lip, and he suddenly found himself wondering if she really needed the money. Then he considered the offer from Frost. He knew her salary here was more than decent, but maybe there was something he didn’t know.

      “I’m just kidding.” He reached into his back pocket for his wallet. “I can pay up now.”

      Beaumont waved her hands. “No. I was thinking…”

      She stopped talking, and he could tell she was suddenly nervous, something he hadn’t seen from her as often in the months since they’d become friends. The silence drifted long enough that most people would have found it awkward and sought to fill it with meaningless jabber, but he knew it wasn’t unusual for Beaumont to go quiet while she sorted through her thoughts.

      So he waited.

      “What about instead of double or nothing,” she said at last, “we change the wager?”

      Gage’s curiosity was piqued. “What do you mean?”

      Beaumont’s cheeks grew pink, and once more, she fell silent.

      He’d heard some of the things the guys in IT talked about—hell, he’d added his own risqué stories to his share of the conversations—and Beaumont always took it in stride. Sometimes it was easy to forget she was a woman. But now…

      “Are you blushing?” he asked.

      Her hands flew to her face. “No. I mean…it’s hot in here,” she lied.

      “What do you want to wager, Beaumont?”

      “Favors. If I win, you have to do what I ask. If you win, the same.”

      “Favors? Just random favors, or did you have something in mind?” It was clear there was something Beaumont wanted, but she didn’t want to say. However, he wasn’t the type to walk into a wager like this blind.

      Beaumont shrugged. Another lie.

      “I need to know the stakes before I agree.”

      She sighed, her gaze suddenly glued to the floor. “I have a milestone birthday coming up in a month.”

      “Oh yeah? About to hit the big three-oh?”

      She shook her head. “No. Twenty-nine.”

      Gage chuckled. “Pretty sure that doesn’t count as a milestone.”

      She lifted her eyes just in time for him to see them roll. “My brother said the same thing, but you’re both wrong. This is going to be my last year in my twenties, which means I only have one more year to make this decade count. So far, the twenties have sucked.”

      “You want me to throw you a wild party or something? Because I could get behind⁠—”

      “No,” she interjected. “I need…I want to change some things about myself.”

      “What things?” Gage asked, even though he was afraid to hear the answer. What if she was serious about taking the job offer from Frost? What if he couldn’t change her mind?

      He was ready to match their offer. No. Fuck that. He was ready to beat the other offer. She was amazing at her job, but more than that, he liked being around her and Toby and Rich. They called themselves the nerd circle, but the truth was, they were probably the coolest people Gage knew. Because they were the most real, the most genuine, the most what-you-see-is-what-you-get. On top of that, their interests matched his, and they’d welcomed him into their midst. With them, he could set his gamer, D&D side free, could shed the carefree playboy bachelor billionaire persona, and just be one of the guys.

      Once again, she lowered her eyes, embarrassed by whatever she planned to say next. “I saw you with your date the other night and…well…I want you to teach me how to be like her.”

      “Like Marjorie?”

      She nodded. “Yeah. I don’t really have anyone else to ask.”

      “What about Jess? I’m sure she could give you some pointers on…” He stopped, not even certain what Beaumont was asking.

      “Oh, Jess is great. And I’m definitely going to ask her for some help with hair and makeup, but she’s really busy with her son and the new relationship with Tony and Rhys and⁠—”

      “She really is with both of them?” Gage had heard rumors, but he’d dismissed them as just that. Rumors.

      Beaumont looked up again, her eyes narrowed. “Don’t be a prude, Gage.”

      “I’m not. Forget I said anything.” He’d have to think about Jess and her guys later. “Spell this thing out for me, Beaumont.”

      She started to look down once more, but he wasn’t having that. He stepped forward and tilted her face up with a finger under her chin. “Look at me. Not the floor,” he demanded.





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/hardandfast_ebook.jpg
1 itatian

Stallions

New York Times Bestselling Author

MARI CARR





