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Chapter One

“Where the hell is Glenn?”

Rome Rizzelli stormed into the office of WKST’s new station owner and gave her his best Liam Neeson–style “Did you kidnap my daughter?” look.

“I fired him,” Amelia said, wearing that same smug look her old man had given Rome six months ago when he’d yanked Riled Up with Rome from drive time on Sports Radio 94.7 and moved it to the dead zone of midmorning.

“That’s what Glenn said.”

“Well, then, if Glenn already told you I fired him, why are you glowering in my office on a Saturday morning?”

“Because I want you to hire him back. He’s been my producer for ten years!”

“Ten years too long.” She crossed her arms and lifted her chin. “I’m older than you, Rome, remember? I’ve been in and out of this station for twenty years. I remember the day my father hired you straight out of OSU. O-H!” she said as a reminder they shared an alma mater, and then she sat there good and quiet until Rome gave in and added an unenthusiastic, “I-O.”

She smiled briefly. “The show is stale, Rome.”

“I disagree. It’s the time slot.”

“I don’t think so. Your numbers were down before you moved to ten.”

“I’m sure my numbers were better than that syndicated crap your father put in my place.”

She dismissed him with a shrug. “Only barely and your show costs more.”

He winced. Rome knew this business was all about ratings, but how could Glenn’s ten years of faithful service to this station be tossed aside so easily?

He shoved his hands into his longer-than-normal hair and tugged at the roots. “Glenn has a kid headed to college this fall. How the hell is he going to pay tuition without a job?”

“Not my problem.” Amelia tapped her fingers on a folder stuffed with paper. “This is my problem, pages and pages of numbers so bad I can’t fathom why my father didn’t sell this place before he died. The day Barry Vincent left to start his own station, the war was on. And we never really recovered financially. So, like it or not, I had to do what I had to do. And trust me; you wouldn’t have liked the alternative.”

The minute she’d mentioned Barry’s name, Rome’s nose wrinkled. He’d trusted that guy, like an older brother, to teach him the ropes, and the biggest lesson he’d ended up learning was you couldn’t trust anyone in radio—except Glenn. “What was the alternative to keeping Glenn?”

“Firing you.”

Shit.

“Which still might happen, because I can’t justify paying you the top salary at this station when your show is four hours of mostly berating callers and taking the unpopular stance on everything.”

“I’m a shock jock, Amelia.” He threw up his hands. “That’s what I do. Listeners like it.”

She slapped her hand on the folder. “Advertisers don’t. You lost O’Reilly’s Family Restaurants because of that prank call you and Glenn made yesterday.”

Oh, come on! That call had been hilarious. He still couldn’t believe Glenn had gotten him through to Cleveland Boltz general manager Patrick Swift.

Rome stifled a laugh. “Hey, Swift is the one who got himself into this mess by paying for sex in the first place, and he hung up on us thirty seconds into the call. What’s the big deal?”

“The big deal is a chain of family restaurants that was paying us more than $15,000 a year in ad dollars doesn’t want to be associated with a radio show whose host is prank calling around town pretending to be a violent pimp collecting on bad debts.”

“Listeners loved it! The phones were ringing off the hook.”

“Yes, but again, the people at O’Reilly’s hated it, and I did, too.”

“So that’s why Glenn was fired?”

She nodded. “And if you want to avoid his fate, you’re going to start doing things differently.”

“How differently?”

She sat back in her oversized leather chair and smiled. “Say hello to your new producer.”

Even as his stomach bottomed out, he looked over her shoulder and into the hall hoping to see someone else, but nobody was there. It was just Rome and ... “No!” He glared at her. “Please tell me you’re joking.”

Her smile broadened. “Nope. I’m producing. At least temporarily, until I can find someone else I think you’ll listen to.”

Shit.

“I have big plans for you, Rizzelli. Starting tonight.”

He gave her a puzzled look. “I’m off tonight.”

“Not anymore. I arranged a remote broadcast from Ballers’, that bar across the street from John Heisman Stadium.”

“Why the hell would we want to go all the way out there?”

“The Cleveland Clash have a playoff game.”

Wait. That was women’s pro football. This station had never covered a single women’s event—not even during an Olympic year. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Nope. When I asked the folks at O’Reilly’s restaurants what we could do to win back their business, they said be more inclusive and listener-friendly.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said again.

As the older brother of a woman with Down syndrome, he was all for inclusivity, but ... this was sports radio they were talking about. The audience he’d been pandering to for the last ten years wasn’t made up of the kind of guys who wanted to hear about women’s football.

“We’re going to lose some longtime listeners,” he said.

“Then we’ll gain new ones.”

“It’s not that easy.”

“It is.” She narrowed her eyes. “And you don’t have a choice here. You’re doing this show tonight.”

Amelia was wrong, but it didn’t matter. He was going to end up paying for the drop in ratings no matter how he looked at it.

Rome clenched his jaw and shook his head before saying, “Fine.” But she wasn’t going to like what he had to say. Bottom line ... if he was going to be fired no matter what he did, he was going to go out in a blaze befitting ten years of stirring up trouble on the airwaves.

He stalked out of her office and into the hall only to have his ringing cell phone slow his pace. His sister’s name and gummy-grinned face flashed on the screen, and instantly, his mood changed. 

Rome blew out the anger he’d been holding in and smiled. “Hey, kiddo. What’s up?”

“The ceiling, the sun, the sky.”

He chuckled even though it was the same exchange they had every time she called. “You’re a goof.”

“Just like you.”

They definitely shared an off-the-wall sense of humor. “What’s going on?”

“Will you bring me home a milkshake?” Her voice was muffled like maybe she was covering her mouth and the receiver with her hand to avoid their mother getting wind of this.

“You’re lactose intolerant, Tess.”

“Not today.”

He bit back a laugh. “I’m sorry to tell you, but you’re lactose intolerant every day.”

“I know.” She sounded sad and even farther away.

“Where are you making this call?”

“In my closet.”

So that their mother, who was on permanent disability due to a fall from an electrical company ladder truck fourteen years ago, didn’t hear. Despite her limited mobility and all the other medical issues she’d endured from the accident, there was nothing wrong with her ears ... or her mouth.

“How ’bout I bring you all home some donuts?”

“Glazed,” Tess said, and he could hear her smiling.

“You bet. Ask Mom what she wants, too.”

He made his way to his car while he waited for Tess to gather their order. In the background, he could hear his mother complaining.

“I don’t want donuts. I don’t feel good. I’m in too much pain. I need my pills.”

“Tell her I’ll be home soon and not to bother Aunt Karen.”

For the millionth time since Rome had hired his aunt to help care for his mother and sister, he thought he didn’t pay her nearly enough. Karen came for a few hours a day, five days a week. But he wouldn’t be able to keep paying her or anyone else a damn thing if he lost his job.

As much as he wanted to stick it to Amelia for firing Glenn, maybe he should at least try to play it her way tonight. But then he thought about the conversation Glenn must be having with his family right now, and giving in to Amelia felt like selling out on a guy who’d been with Rome through thick and thin. No way. He wasn’t turning his back on what he and Glenn had built. He would go to Ballers’. He would even talk about women’s football. But he was going to do it his way and prove to Amelia the audience was on his side.

After all, there was safety in numbers.

• • •

Sixty-four sweaty, screaming women piled into the home team locker room at John Heisman Stadium on the far west side of Cleveland, Ohio.

“Oh-and-four is ancient history!” Jade Wren launched herself onto the back of her roommate, Jillian Bell, joyful that the Cleveland Clash had shed their rough start and made it into the playoffs. “Round Two here we come.”

Jillian reached back with one tattoo-riddled arm and roughed up Jade’s hair. “We need tunes ... and drinks. I got our usual tables reserved at Ballers’, and I’m buying shots for everybody!”

Tanya Martin, who anchored the Clash O-line with Jade, gave Jillian some side-eye. “Easy tiger. We get one day off, and then it’s back on the field again Monday. We gotta face New York next week.”

“New York has to face us,” quarterback MJ Rooney said with a confident smile.

Jade let go of Jillian and soaked up the sounds of victory. She loved these women. For an overprotected only child, they were the perfect surrogate family.

“Please tell me you can skip going out for ice cream with your mom and gram tonight,” Jillian said hopefully.

Ice cream after every game was the price Jade paid for playing a potentially dangerous sport. Not that ice cream itself was a hardship. But luckily, tonight was a rarity. “Actually, they couldn’t make the game. Umma wasn’t feeling well. But I’m still going to have to call and check in. She’s going to want to grill me about any hits I took, and Halmoni will want to add any new bruises to her running tally. But I’ll make it quick. Promise.”

Tanya reached her locker first, tossing her helmet onto the top shelf with a triumphant clang. “It’s a miracle they support you playing at all.”

MJ reached out and pulled Jade into a playful headlock. “Of course they do. Best center in the FFL right here, ladies!”

More hoots and hollers.

Jade reveled in the noise even as her thoughts turned darker. The real reason her otherwise very traditional mother and grandmother supported her football career was because this game made her tough. After what the three of them had been through at the hands of her alcoholic, abusive father, having a daughter who was strong enough to protect herself outweighed any other concerns they may have had.

She pulled off her shoulder pads and shoved the sobering thoughts aside. “Jill, I thought you said we needed some music?”

And that was all it took. A half undressed Jillian grabbed her phone and walked the line of benches like a balance beam on her way to the portable speaker they’d used to pregame.

“Put on something we know,” Tanya teased. “None of that alt crap you peddle to the clubs.”

Jillian was a band promoter for her day gig, and her roster was mostly punk, ska, metal hybrids. She stuck out her tongue to a locker room full of laughter and slapped her phone onto the speaker’s dock. “I’m like Santa Clause, and you get what I give, Martin. In fact, I’m just going to push play and see what comes up.”

“What were you listening to last?” Jade asked, because that was exactly what would come up.

A rich, rough male voice emanated from the speaker, filling the locker room, startling more than a few of them. Probably because he wasn’t singing. He wasn’t even rapping. He was simply talking ... about them.

I’m coming to you live tonight, folks, and get this: my new producer told me our topic this evening is the Cleveland Clash.


All of a sudden, you could’ve heard a feather drop in that room. Then Jillian opened her mouth and said, “I had on Sports Radio 94.7. That’s Rome Rizzelli! He’s talking about us ...”

“Ssh!” Tanya jumped up on the bench and waved her hands above her head. “I want to hear what he has to say.”

This was crazy. In all the months Jade had been listening to 94.7, she’d never once heard a host talk about women’s sports, especially not that outrageous jerk, Rome Rizzelli.

MJ’s hand landed on Jade’s shoulder. “If he says something nice about us, I’ll take back every bad thing I’ve ever said about him. Well, most of the bad things.”

For some reason, Jade’s stomach was jumpy. What were the odds a guy who trashed almost everyone would say something positive about them?

The background noise from the bar crackled through the speakers and another male voice could be heard yelling, “Who the hell are they?” And still another hollered, “Who cares?”

Rome laughed.

“Once an asshole ...” MJ said.

They are Cleveland’s full tackle women’s football team, and apparently, they played a first-round playoff game tonight and won, so my producer cares. Personally, I don’t, because there are enough A-list sports in this great city to cover without dipping into the B list. I don’t cover soccer, either. He made a disgusted noise. Besides, I honestly don’t think you care, and I’m nothing without my listeners. I need listeners to keep my job, and man, I really want to keep my job. So, correct me if I’m wrong. Do you care about women’s football?


Some negative noises echoed in the background, and then Rome made a satisfied sound.

That’s what I thought. So there. I talked about the Cleveland Clash. Now, we can move on to more important things.


Jade scrunched up her nose and jumped onto the bench beside Tanya. “Hey! It doesn’t matter what that guy and his band of merry idiots think. All that matters is that we care and believe in ourselves. Here’s what I think of Rome Rizzelli.” She flipped “the bird” at Jillian’s phone.

The locker room reenergized.

“It’s cool that his producer cares,” one of the other linewomen said. The coverage for FFL games was pretty much nonexistent. They barely even got a mention in free community newspapers, never mind prime-time exposure on a hub network like 94.7, which broadcasted to the greater Cleveland metro area.

Still, any publicity was not quite the same as good publicity.

“Yeah, that means somebody at that station has a shred of decency, and maybe that person has enough power to eventually fire him!” Jade pumped a fist into the air amid even louder cheers. “Now, shut him off,” she said to Jillian. “Let’s get ready to party!”

That jerk was not going to ruin their evening.


Chapter Two

Thirty minutes later, sixty-four primped and polished women piled into the bar across the street from John Heisman Stadium. It must’ve been a sight to see.

Jade wouldn’t know, because two steps across the threshold, her phone rang. It was her mother, and she had to take it. She always took it. But never, ever in a bar.

She glanced over her shoulder at the exit, which was blocked by easily more than a thousand pounds of women pushing in, and decided taking a quick left and heading down the narrow staircase to the ladies’ room was her best bet.

“I’ll catch up with you,” she said to Jillian, and then she rushed the stairs with the phone to her ear. “How are you feeling, Umma? I was worried when you didn’t answer when I called.”

“Where are you? Are you running?”

“No.” Jade slowed her pace. “I’m just taking the stairs.”

“Good. You’re safe at home. That makes me happy. How was the game?”

Jade bit her lip, pushed into the quiet restroom, and did nothing to correct her mother’s assumption. Since she’d moved out six months ago and in with Jillian, this was the double life she led. She wasn’t exactly proud of the deceit, but she couldn’t think of another, better way. How could she possibly explain she’d found fun in the things her mother and grandmother thought as the biggest risks? She didn’t want them to worry about her.

“We won.”

“Good. Are you hurt?”

“No.”

“Did you get hit?”

“Nothing major.”

“How many bruises?” But it wasn’t her mother’s voice; it was her grandmother piping up to be heard.

Jade balanced her phone between her ear and shoulder and lifted her blousy sleeves one at a time. All clear. Then she dragged the soft fabric higher, exposing her belly, and angled her body so she could see the angry, purple welt on her hip. Technically, the trainer had called it a contusion. She touched it briefly and winced. “Tell her no bruises.” Then she rolled right into a different subject. “You sound like you’re feeling better.”

“I am. I had tea, and Mrs. Lee stopped by. That’s where I was when you called. In the shop ... meeting her grandson. And guess what?” Jade didn’t have to guess. “He wants to meet you.” Of course he did. “How about tonight? It’s still early. I could send him your way.”

“I don’t really want to meet him tonight, Umma.”

“Why do you want to make me feel bad again? Be a good girl, and meet him.”

Jade swallowed the discomfort that rose up at that familiar phrase. “Not meeting him doesn’t make me a bad person.”

“He’s from Seoul. Very handsome,” her mother added. “He flies a jet.”

Okay, that was kind of cool. “Maybe I can work something out tomorrow.”

“He’ll be gone. He wants to see as much of America as possible while he’s here. And trust me, along the way somebody will snatch him up. Did I mention he’s tall?”

Jade doubted it. Her mother was just trying to bait her. “How tall?”

“I didn’t ask.”

Jade straightened from her usual slump to her full five feet, ten inches and eyed herself in the mirror. He was probably five eight at best. Imagine if she wore heels to meet a guy like that?

Not that she was going to give in to the pressure and meet him.

A fast-moving crowd of rowdy women stormed the restroom and pushed her into the corner between the garbage can and towel dispenser. Over the chaos, she heard her mother ask, “What was that noise?”

“Just some people.”

“I thought you were home.”

Not exactly. “I’m with the team. We wanted to hang out after the win.”

The women continued to hog up space in the small room with their bodies and shrill voices.

In the split second of silence between the noise and whatever Jade’s mother had been planning to say, one of the women yelled, “I need another drink!”

Umma gasped. “Are you at a bar?”

Busted. Jade bounced her head off the metal towel dispenser. “Yes, but I’m not drinking.”

“You know the kind of men who hang out in bars?”

“Your father hung out in bars,” Halmoni added, sounding just as clear as if she’d been talking into the receiver.

“You met your loser ex in a bar.”

Kyle. Yep. He’d been shooting pool in an off-campus bar, wearing ripped jeans and a killer smile. He could’ve easily been a fellow Dayton student ... except he’d been thirty, with a rap sheet.

“Don’t trust your judgment,” her mother said.

“Don’t trust men,” her grandmother said.

Except Korean men who were handpicked by them.

Jade’s free hand fisted at her side. “I’ll be fine. You don’t have to worry. I’m with the team. I’ll call you in the morning.”

She ended the call and took a nostril-flaring breath. Good intentions or not, they sure knew how to ruin an evening. And she let them. She let them every time.

Anger squared her shoulders and lifted her chest. Not this time. Not tonight. The sky wasn’t going to fall after just one beer. And to prove it, she was heading straight for the bar.

Jade left the restroom on determined strides, the blood whooshing in her ears. And even though the stairs to the bar were narrow and someone was heading down, she charged up anyway. You’re just going to have to move, buddy.

Glancing up—way up the steep incline—she saw the guy, all blue jeans and James Dean swagger, slow his pace. She slowed hers too as they met in the middle with two free steps in between.

There was a hint of a smile on his face. A little sexy. A little cocky.

This was exactly the kind of man who hung out in bars, exactly the kind of man she shouldn’t trust. Broad shoulders, rugged face, and a look in his eyes that said, “Hold on, baby. You’re going to enjoy the ride.”

Trusting a guy like that was the last thing on her mind.

She smiled, too, until her mother’s words of warning echoed in her head. Don’t trust your judgment.

But they were wrong. She could trust her judgment. She’d been on her own for six months now, and nothing terrible had happened. Just because she strayed from the straight and narrow every once in a while didn’t mean she was doomed. And to prove it ...

She raised up on her toes, closed the distance between them, and laid one on him. The kiss was sharp and short, like a bold period at the end of a hard-hitting sentence. But before she could pull away, she took a breath, filling her nose with the soft scents of denim, soap, and beer. Her mouth watered. Her brain told her to be still. Just a little bit longer.

When, bam! He came alive, brushing his lips back and forth across hers in a simple but sensual motion. He skimmed his hand up her hip, raising chill bumps on her skin. And then, he sucked her upper lip between his before he pulled back and whispered, “Hello, there” in a low, dreamy voice that somehow seemed familiar.

“Hi,” she whispered back, only to be drowned out by the group of women from the restroom.

They barreled up the stairs behind her amid laughter and a ruckus that made her think about her friends, who were waiting upstairs. Holy crap! Talk about getting sidetracked.

The sexy stranger didn’t say another word. He just stepped aside to let her pass, but not before he unleashed a killer smile that seemed to be saying, “Come find me later.”

But she wouldn’t. It was hard to get into any real and lasting emotional trouble when you didn’t take your interactions with the opposite sex seriously. That’s why she didn’t do relationships. Too risky. Her analytical mind preferred calculated risks. Like kissing some guy you would probably never see again—no numbers exchanged, no names.

As the women pushed at her back, she stepped up and up again, and for a split second, Jade and the mystery man finally stood on the same step. He was short! What a shame! A little bit of his sexy shine wore off, which was probably a good thing. All the more reason not to take it beyond one random kiss.

Caught up in the wave of women, Jade climbed the rest of the stairs, still feeling the rush of kissing a perfect stranger in the stairwell. Her mother and grandmother would call that bad judgment. Definitely.

But at the top of the steps, she looked up at the suspended ceiling and smiled. The sky hadn’t fallen. She’d kissed a sexy—albeit short—stranger, and absolutely, positively nothing bad had come of it.

Take that, bad judgment.

“Where the hell have you been?” Jillian ran toward her. “And why aren’t you answering your texts? You’re never going to believe who is here tonight!”

“Who?”

“Rome Freaking Rizzelli! And rumor has it, he’s hot! I don’t know, though. We haven’t seen him yet. He’s on a break.”

Jade’s steps faltered. A bathroom break? She swallowed hard. No. It couldn’t be. But there had been something familiar about that voice.

“Come on!” Jillian pulled on her arm. “You’re not going to want to miss this.”

Then why did she feel like she absolutely, positively did?

“Okay! Okay!” Jade scrambled along behind her until she stumbled out of the crowd and into an open space.

A long table sat in front of the picture window that overlooked the stadium, from which a huge banner hung, proclaiming The Truth in Sports Talk Radio ... Riled Up with Rome on 94.7. But there was no sign of him.

Tanya Martin rushed up. “His producer just came over to the table. She said she’s glad we’re here, and she wants us to be rowdy. This is going to be fun!”

Jillian and Tanya high-fived.

Jade felt faint. No. Please tell her she hadn’t kissed Rome Rizzelli. It couldn’t be. What were the odds? She had a degree in mathematics. She knew all about statistics and probability. This bar was packed. Too packed for her to have stepped on the needle in a haystack.

She stood a little straighter and scanned the crowd for the sexy stranger from the stairs. He had to be here somewhere, swilling draughts with his friends.

“There he is!” Jillian said.

Jade’s modern-day James Dean approached the broadcast table, complete with swagger in his step.

Oh dear God, she whispered under her breath. She’d kissed the enemy. She’d enjoyed kissing the enemy.

Jillian got in her face. “Can you believe he’s hot?”

In the bright light of the bar, he was blazing. Shaggy, sandy brown hair covered his head and curled at his temples. His gravelly voice matched the stubbly skin along his chiseled jawline and around what she now knew was a very kissable mouth. But he was a certifiable jerk, who—she watched him raise a pilsner glass of beer to his lips—drank on the job!

She could hear Umma now. Just like your father, a typical American man.

“Welcome back, folks. I’m Rome Rizzelli, coming to you live from Ballers’ Bar and Grill, where the beer is cold, the wings are hot, and the women are ...” Jade’s head spun when he looked straight at her and smiled. “The women are even hotter. Come on down and join me if you’ve got some time on your hands ...”

Those two little, horrible words roared through her head: Bad. Judgment.

There had to be some way to undo what she’d done in that stairwell.

Was it too late to meet Mrs. Lee’s grandson?

• • •

Rome looked at his laptop, which displayed basic information about the callers who were on hold, waiting for their chance to speak. The first name was Lewis from Chagrin Falls. Lewis was a regular caller, and the guy liked to stir whatever pot Rome put in front of him. Perfect timing. He needed more proof to show Amelia she’d made a mistake in firing Glenn, and she was barking up the wrong tree by pushing women’s sports on an all-male listenership.

“Lewis, how are you, buddy! You’re live on the air with Rome. What’s going on?”

“Nothing much, man. I’m just hanging out with you. I got a question.”

This ought to be good. “Shoot.”

“If you had to choose, like if someone was holding a gun to your head, and you had to choose between watching women’s football, European soccer, and having a root canal, which would you choose?”

Rome laughed. “Man, that’s a tough one.”

A ruckus from the corner of the bar drowned out whatever Lewis had said. Rome held the right side of his headphones tighter to his ear and motioned for Amelia to turn up the volume. In the process, he glanced at her, and she was smiling. The hair on the back of his neck stood. What the hell?

“I’d probably take the root canal,” he said, going for the most outrageous answer, just like his former mentor, that son-of-a-bitch, Barry Vincent had taught him. Though it wasn’t so much about following Barry’s direction anymore. Now, it was habit.

More noise from the crowd. Boos. That didn’t make sense.

He glanced in the direction of the noise. Women—a whole bunch of them—packed around four long tables and lining the wall. Two big ones down in front sneered at him. Where did they all come from? He hadn’t noticed them before. In fact, those tables had been empty. He shook his head and refocused on the computer screen, determined not to be rattled.

“Well, now this should be interesting,” Amelia’s voice practically purred in his headphones. “Let’s see how you do with a balanced audience, hotshot.”

Unbelievable. Had she set this up? He wouldn’t put it past her. Well, he wasn’t leaving here until the cheers outweighed the boos again or Amelia kicked him off the air.

“Look, the truth about women’s sports is nobody wants to be forced into something. I don’t watch women’s sports because I don’t enjoy women’s sports. Most men don’t. But we’re being forced to pay attention thanks in part to Title XI.” The jeers were on overdrive, but the cheers picked up, too. “Seriously. Every time you yell at the television and complain that rules to protect the quarterbacks have watered down the game, thank Title XI. Same thing with new, overreaching concussion protocols. Title XI, thank you for desecrating the games that descended from the greatest warriors on earth: gladiators, charioteers, knights. These men were willing to die for the game. Without true risk, where’s the glory?” More boos.

He covered up a surge of panic with a shrug and ended with the ridiculous catchphrase he’d been using for ten years. “That’s the truth. You don’t like it, you can Rome your ass outta here.”

It did the trick with his faithful listeners every time. Chants of Rome, Rome, Rome, overtook the boos and put a hearty smile on his face.

No matter how outlandish the stance, he would never be alone out on that ledge. He’d learned that ten years ago when Barry had been the station’s demigod. He’d convinced Rome to take a colorful, controversial stance on performance-enhancing drug use in baseball.

“I could use someone else in my corner on this,” Barry had said, and Rome being kind of star struck had listened. Some of Rome’s on-air antics that day had earned the station a visit from the FCC, particularly his use of the annoying Emergency Broadcasting System’s warning tone, which unbeknownst to him had been illegal. And it wasn’t until a hefty fine had been levied and Rome had been hauled into the owner’s office that he’d learned the whole story. Barry had been playing a prank on him, since at the time, Rome was the lowest ranking on-air personality. It had been station tradition. Fraternity hazing. Only, Rome—in an attempt to be one of the guys—had taken it too far.

The funny thing was, despite all the reprimands, that broadcast had put him on the map, and it had taught him that bold actions and opinions mattered more in this business than reasonable ones.

Tonight would be no different. He punctuated the crowd support with his trademark blast of an air horn, obnoxious but something that wouldn’t bring the FCC down on him again.

“I should’ve fired you this morning, Rome,” Amelia said into his headset.

Even though the thought made his stomach roll, if that was where this was headed, at least he was being true to Glenn.

“On to the next caller.” He double tapped the mouse pad. “John, you’re on the air with Rome.”

“I’m totally in support of women’s football.”

Rome looked up as the cheers became deafening. This go-round, he noticed one of the heftier women was wearing a Cleveland Clash T-shirt. Damn. Not only had Amelia leveled the playing field, she’d leveled it with women football players. That was actually impressive.

But it couldn’t last. These women would go home. They wouldn’t listen to him every day and call in to the show. Eventually, Amelia would see firsthand that she had a hell of a lot more to lose than to gain by courting some phantom female sports fan demographic.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
©

< >
CRIMSON

p ROMANCE

EVELA,
cA’CLIXSH A2

ELLEY ARDEN





OEBPS/nav.xhtml



Contents





		
Title Page
   


		
Copyright Page
   


		
Dedication
   


		
Chapter One
   


		
Chapter Two
   


		
Chapter Three
   


		
Chapter Four
   


		
Chapter Five
   


		
Chapter Six
   


		
Chapter Seven
   


		
Chapter Eight
   


		
Chapter Nine
   


		
Chapter Ten
   


		
Chapter Eleven
   


		
Chapter Twelve
   


		
Chapter Thirteen
   


		
Chapter Fourteen
   


		
Chapter Fifteen
   


		
Chapter Sixteen
   


		
Chapter Seventeen
   


		
Chapter Eighteen
   


		
Chapter Nineteen
   


		
Acknowledgments
   


		
About the Author
   


		
More from This Crimson Author
   


		
Also Available
   







Guide



		Cover


		Contents


		Start of content









OEBPS/images/188I1032_-13563_0_0.gif





