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To my parents, who never blinked when I wanted to play hockey, football, and soccer—with the boys. Thank you for celebrating me for who I am, not who you wanted me to be.
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Women’s professional full-tackle football exists—and there is no lingerie involved. These amazing women are strong and determined to play a sport they love at a level that challenges them. But they need fan support to keep their leagues up and running. I urge you to check out The Women’s Football Alliance (http://www.wfafootball.net) or the Independent Women’s Football League (http://www.iwflsports.com/) to find a team near you.

As always, I’m eternally grateful for the insider’s perspective my husband, a team physician, and his colleagues provide me with. Pro athletes are impressive, but the men and women who keep them on the field are extra-special.

This book closes out the Kemmons Brothers Baseball Series, so I’d like to acknowledge Jennifer Lawler, who gave the first book in this series—and me—a chance. I’ve been blessed with wonderful editors along the way, but none more influential than Tara Gelsomino, who worked with me on this final book. Thank you.


Chapter One

Beer did not belong at baseball games. Not on a Sunday afternoon when there were little, jersey-wearing kids in search of foul balls, not foul mouths.

M. J. Rooney rolled her eyes in commiseration at the clearly uncomfortable kid sitting on her left while the loudmouth behind them spewed vulgarities at the first-base umpire, who was no more than forty feet away. How had the kid’s dad not said anything yet? He sat on the other side of the boy, drinking his beer like the antics of the man behind them were perfectly tolerable.

They weren’t.

The jerk stood for the millionth time today, bumping the back of M. J.’s head with his knee.

She growled and faced her friend and roommate, Tanya, who was seemingly as oblivious to the commotion as the kid’s dad. “You know? If I wanted to deal with drunken fools, I could’ve picked up an extra shift at the bar—and gotten paid for it.”

Tanya’s face wrinkled while she chewed a mouthful of popcorn, and then she shrugged her broad shoulders. “Aw, come on. This is fun.”

Not for M. J. The rude person behind her aside, she struggled with being a spectator and would much rather be out on the field, even if baseball wasn’t her game. Sitting in a stadium filled with thousands of screaming fans summoned a tsunami of adrenaline, making her muscles twitch. She was pretty damn sure she could throw that ball more accurately than Cleveland’s last two pitchers. After all, accuracy was the hallmark of any quarterback worth his or her weight in eye-black.

“Fans, please stand for the seventh-inning stretch,” boomed a voice over the loud speaker.

M. J. stood if for no other reason than to give her muscles some action.

“Is that a Clash jersey?” The Neanderthal behind them snickered as he poked a finger into Tanya’s left shoulder blade. “That’s a Clash jersey.” He stuck out his yellow tongue. “Girls can’t play football. That’s a joke.”

Right before Tanya turned around, she flashed M. J. “the look”—the one that said, “Bitch, you’re dead,” when directed at the opposing team’s cornerback, who was heading straight for M. J. outside the pocket.

“You got a problem with women playing football?” Tanya asked, getting way up in the guy’s face, which wasn’t hard with her six-foot-one frame.

A few people around them stared, while others obliviously swayed as they sang “Take Me Out to the Ball Game.” Right about now, M. J. would’ve given anything to have someone take her out of the ball game, because if the tightening in her gut was any indication, this wasn’t going to end well.

“I play football,” Tanya spit. “You wanna make something of it?”

The guy’s glossy eyes widened, and M. J. gripped Tanya’s wrist in a show of peace as much as solidarity. Where M. J. would do her best to diffuse the situation with words, Tanya, the daughter of a boxing coach, preferred to use fists.

“Ooh. Is that your girlfriend?” The guy howled at his own juvenile question.

The guy next to him tried distraction with the least-effective action—he handed him another beer. Just what the jerk needed, more alcohol.

M. J. reached for Tanya’s other hand and tugged on it to turn her around. The singing stopped. People around them returned to their seats, but M. J. refused to sit until Tanya sat, too. All the while, she wished her best friend and captain of the O-line didn’t feel the need to represent the team everywhere they went. Pride was an excellent thing, but unfortunately, this wasn’t the first time Tanya’s apparel got them into trouble outside the Clash stadium. People just weren’t that open minded when it came to women playing football.

One of these days, the Clash was going to win a championship and, along with it, some respect. Then maybe they wouldn’t become targets for assholes who couldn’t run a mile, let alone suit up and compete with a women’s professional full-tackle football team.

Back in their seats, M. J. noticed the staccato rise and fall of Tanya’s chest as she tried to calm herself down. “He’s not worth it,” M. J. said. “If you get into another fight, Coach will bench you.” Tanya’s dark eyes locked on M. J. “I need you on the field.”

“Fine,” Tanya snapped, nostrils flaring.

They turned their attention back to the game. M. J. focused on the pitcher, trying not to let the run-in with the guy behind them spoil her only day off this week. An inning later, the boy beside her stood to let his father pass.

“You sure you don’t want to come, bud?” the man asked from his place in the aisle.

The boy shook his head and wiggled a mitt onto his left hand. “No way. Polla hits a lot of fouls.”

M. J. smiled. She liked kids. One of her favorite parts of being a professional athlete was signing autographs for boys who were shocked she could actually play, and girls who suddenly realized they had every right to play, too.

Five minutes after the boy’s father left, the unmistakable crack of wood meeting leather ripped through the stadium, bringing everyone on the first-base line to their feet. The ball hung in the cloud-splotched sky.

The kid reached his glove overhead, hitting M. J. in the jaw. She didn’t mind, though. In fact, she’d locked onto that ball like a pass-starved wide receiver. If she had anything to do with it, this kid was getting that ball.

And he did.

The bullet hit her left shoulder before it tumbled into his glove. She winced, but shook it off. At least it wasn’t her throwing arm. And the kid … he was beaming … until the jerk behind them reached for the ball, jostling the glove.

“Lemme see it!” He sprayed beer-tinged spit into the air.

Horror flashed on the child’s face as the ball rolled out of his glove, hitting the seat, only to be scooped up by the drunken man.

“Finders keepers,” the guy said, laughing.

“Give it back,” the boy shouted. “It’s mine.”

People around them agreed, but the man pretended to spit-shine the ball on his T-shirt and shook his head.

Tanya growled. “Give the ball to the kid.”

All M. J. could see was Tanya’s fist connecting with the guy’s fleshy cheek—which was warranted, but not the way M. J. wanted to start this football season—so she shoved between the confrontational pair as best she could and attempted diplomacy. “Come on. He’s been waiting all game for one. He’s just a kid.” She held her hand palm up. “Be the bigger man.”

The guy laughed. “I think your girlfriend’s the bigger man.”

Tanya lunged, and M. J. steeled against her. As the man wobbled in his drunken state, M. J. grabbed the ball. She had just enough time to pass it off to the child before the guy’s two-hundred-fifty-plus frame careened over their seats, falling into M. J., who felt the railing scrape the back of her thighs.

“Grab my hand,” Tanya yelled. But it was too late.

Bottom of the eighth, M. J. Rooney face-planted on the right field warning track.

• • •

Dr. Tag Howard kicked his feet onto the seat of the chair across from him and admired the image on the phone being shoved under his nose by the team’s orthopedic surgeon, Dr. Marcus Kent. As far as game coverage went, working with Marc was optimal, because it meant Tag gave up his complimentary seats in the stadium so Marc’s wife and three kids could see the game instead. That way, Tag could stay in the clubhouse.

It wasn’t that Tag didn’t like watching baseball—or any other sport for that matter. He just liked fixing hurt athletes better. Besides, being near the field reminded him of not-so-pleasant things.

“She’s gorgeous,” he said, eyeing the platinum paint job on the Mercedes S-Class that Marc was considering buying.

“Look at this interior.” Marc swiped a finger over the screen, changing the picture.

Tag held the phone closer. He could almost smell the flawless, hand-stitched leather. The image of top-of-the-line perfection warmed him somehow. Maybe it was time for him to get a new car. Maybe this one, if Marc wasn’t buying it.

“What’s holding you back?” Tag asked.

Marc chuckled. “The $95,000 price tag. Meredith’s off to college next year, and that’s a semester and a half of tuition payments.”

Tag nodded even though he didn’t have a clue as to what college cost these days. He’d been lucky enough to be adopted by a wealthy family who paid his tuition in full—all the way through med school. A charmed life, he’d been told. And it was, if he didn’t think about what came before Edna Dean and Simon Howard opened their Shaker Heights home to an unwanted nine-year-old boy.

“So lease it,” Tag said, chasing away the memory with the power of his voice and passing the phone back to Marc. As he did, the silver box lit up and vibrated.

As team physicians, their phones went off all the time, but Tag thought he recognized the name of the texter—and it was the last name on earth he expected to see.

Squeezing his eyes shut, Tag reset his brain. It couldn’t be his biological brother’s name flashing on Marc’s phone. Tag must’ve been seeing things, a vision brought on by his earlier thoughts.

It’s not him. Calm down.

But no amount of rational thinking could stop his throat from squeezing shut. He turned his head toward the television to hide his discomfort, and cold sweat covered his skin. He tried to swallow hard enough to break the blockage and get some air to his lungs so he could stop the panic, but he failed.

“Huh. Jordon Kemmons has a player he wants you to see,” Marc said. “He asked for your number.”

Bad joke, Tag thought. But it couldn’t be a joke. As far as he could tell, no one outside his adoptive family knew about his biological connection to baseball’s storied Kemmons brothers.

“How ’bout I tell him I’ll pass his number along to you?”

Tag nodded. Somehow the motion loosed the knot in his throat, and he reminded himself that Jordon wanted to talk about a player, not rehash their abysmal childhoods that ended up with awkward Tag in a foster home while his athletic brothers, Jordon and Grey, were placed on the fast-track to professional baseball.

Marc’s palm landed on Tag’s back. “You have arrived, my friend. When the biggest agent in baseball comes a-callin’, you’re the real deal. Do you think it’s Causeway? I heard he’s struggling with rehab after the Tommy John surgery. If you get Causeway back on the field, every agent in baseball will be referring players to you. Damn! How’d you get so lucky?”

“I have no idea,” Tag whispered.

The minute he accepted this job with the group of physicians who covered Cleveland’s major athletic teams, he worried the day would come when his past collided with his present. But he wanted this, worked hard for this—the opportunity to prove to his biological father wrong. There was a place in professional baseball for a boy like Tag, just not on the field, where Tag had received the brunt of his father’s emotional abuse.

Now, it was time to face the consequences of that decision.

Tag’s stomach churned, but he banished the unrest with a deep inhale. He’d keep a barrier between himself and Jordon. His office manager could call Jordon’s assistant and arrange for the injured player to be flown to Cleveland for a consultation. It happened all the time. Agents went outside team medical sources for second opinions. Sometimes they accompanied the player, sometimes they didn’t. Under the circumstances and with a mutual history riddled with discomfort, Tag figured Jordon would want to stay as far away as he could.

“Is that a fan on the field?”

Tag snapped his head in the direction of the television suspended on the far wall. The first baseman, Johnnie Foreman, and an umpire were bent over a lump on the warning track.

Marc was already out of his seat. “This night just got a whole lot more interesting.”

After Jordon’s text message, it was interesting enough, as far as Tag was concerned. He had no desire to be close to the field on the heels of that, but he jogged behind Marc toward the hallway staircase that led to the dugout. No matter what the injury was, if it happened in the seats, paramedics took control, but if it happened on the field, it was the team physicians’ jurisdiction. Not knowing whether the injury was orthopedic or medical meant they both had to assess the injury. Lucky him. Tag cringed.

“Probably some drunken idiot,” Marc said, right before Tag took a huge breath and stepped onto the field.

Marc couldn’t have been more wrong.

Just beyond first base in the dirt of the warning track, a woman stared up at Tag with watery, translucent eyes. They were the color of a Caribbean sea and, suddenly, the unrest that plagued Tag the minute he stepped onto the field waned. Whoever she was, she was gorgeous, but the blank expression on her sharply angled face bothered him.

“She just came to about a minute ago,” Chris Chalmer, the team’s trainer, said.

“Anything broken?” Marc asked.

If anything was, that could be Tag’s cue to step back and let Mark take over. Then Tag could work his way off the field and return to the comfort of the clubhouse while Marc and Chris tended to the break.

But Tag knew it was a concussion the minute he saw her vacant stare.

He dropped to his knees.

The wind picked up around them, tossing a ribbon of caramel hair across her face where a strand stuck between her lips. She didn’t move except to blink.

Hooking his finger around the loose bend of the strand at her ear, Tag tugged it free on instinct.

She smiled, and something other than discomfort at his current on-field location buzzed in his blood. He ran with it, if only to get through the exam.

“Hi, I’m Dr. Howard. What’s your name?”

“Maya Jane,” she answered. Her voice was soft and scratchy. “But don’t call me that. I hate that name.”

He nodded, holding in the smile he wanted to release. This wasn’t the time or place. They had an audience—and not just the small group of players, officials, and medical staff surrounding them. Forty thousand pairs of eyes were wondering a) what happened and b) when the game would resume. The field was one big arena of judgment.

“Get the hell off the field,” a fan heckled.

Those exact words were a one-way ticket back to a rundown little league field in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, where Tag had heard his biological father spout the very same thing—because there was “no place in baseball” for an uncoordinated kid like him. And apparently, there had been no room in Francis Kemmons’s life for a boy like that, either.

His breathing weakened as he confronted the demons again, but as he focused on the peaceful blue of the woman’s eyes, his pulse settled, too. “What’s your last name?” he asked.

“Rooney.”

“Then how about I call you Miss Rooney?” Tag glanced at her left hand to make sure “Mrs.” wasn’t more appropriate. When he didn’t see a ring, he bit back another smile. This one slightly more troubling, because it was born from an undeniable attraction—something he shouldn’t be thinking about during an exam.

“Fine.”

“Good. Miss Rooney, how did you end up on the field?”

“It’s my job to be on the field.”

Tag raised his brows and looked up at Marc.

“Concussion,” Marc mouthed.

Tag gave his head an almost imperceptible nod. For all he knew, Maya Jane Rooney wasn’t even her name—although making up an identity would take one hell of a blow to the head.

“Do you know where we are, Miss Rooney?”

She nodded, but then she inhaled and her eyes rolled upward with a flutter and her body swayed from its sitting position.

The team trainer caught her from behind.

“Call for the cart,” Tag said over his shoulder.

Laying on her back on the warning track, the woman stared up at him. “Did I get sacked?”

Sacked? Like fired? Tag shook his head. He didn’t detect an accent, but maybe she was from another country where the phrase meant something different.

“You fell,” he said. “We’re going to get you to the hospital for some tests.”

She mumbled something.

Tag leaned closer until he could feel her warm breath on his cheek and smell her spicy perfume. The normal slow jog of his heartbeat turned into a full-on sprint. “What did you say?”

“I hate hospitals,” she whispered. “I hate doctors, too.”

That was worth a chuckle, so he let loose.

“Then this is going to be a long night for you,” he said, thankful he wasn’t the emergency room doctor who’d be on the receiving end of her disoriented disdain.

She sat again, and her hand shot up to grip her neck, her pretty face crinkling.

“Does your neck hurt?”

She answered with a vacant stare.

“We’re going to board her.”

Ten minutes later, Miss Rooney was strapped in and hoisted onto the cart. As Tag watched her get driven away toward the exit in the left field wall, his phone buzzed. He glanced at the text from Marc. It was the contact information for Jordon along with a note:

After that circus act, I bet you’re ready for some real sports medicine. Ha! Let me know what he says.

Somehow, Tag had forgotten about Jordon, and now that he was reminded and feeling uncomfortable in the middle of the baseball field, he was oddly sorry he wasn’t accompanying Miss Rooney. Whether she hated doctors or not, an evening with her sounded better than an evening spent worrying about contacting his brother.


Chapter Two

M. J. laid a hand over her eyes, shielding herself from the overhead light. Her head hurt. Her stomach churned. If it were any other day, she might try to blame the discomfort on the woman standing at the foot of her bed.

“Maya Jane, your father is not pleased.”

M. J. grimaced at her stepmother’s chiding but didn’t doubt the sentiment. Dad was rarely pleased when it came to his only daughter. Still, the woman, who’d spent the last twenty years telling M.J. she loved and supported her as much as if she’d given birth to her, could’ve at least waited until she was out of the hospital to launch into the lectures.

“He can barely think straight with worry,” Felicia continued.

And yet, he wasn’t here. He hadn’t even called.

“This is the biggest case he’s heard since his appointment, and the trial requires all of his attention.”

Good thing his daughter never did.

“How are we doing?” The booming male voice was a nice change from Felicia’s high-pitched rattle.

The short and stout emergency room physician who’d been in and out of M. J.’s room since she arrived hours ago, stood over her.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

M. J. dropped her hand to the sore side of her neck. “I’ve been better.”

“And you will be better again. It’s a mild concussion, and you just need to take it easy.”

“No football,” Felicia blurted.

The doctor confirmed it.

“For how long?” M. J. whispered at the doctor, trying not to think of Felicia’s glee, which would become Dad’s glee when he heard the news. His daughter playing professional football was a thorn in his side; he viewed it as nothing more than a teenage rebellion gone awry, an excuse for M. J. not to grow up and get a real job. He was wrong, but over the years she’d gotten tired of trying to explain what football meant to her.

The doctor tugged a pen from his breast pocket and clicked the top. “You’re out until you’re cleared. You’ll need to follow up with your team doctor tomorrow in the concussion clinic. For the rest of today, take it easy. No physical activity. Limit your exposure to electronics. And if the symptoms worsen, notify your physician immediately, or go to the ER.” He said that last part while he was looking at Felicia. “Watch her closely, Mom.”

M. J. almost snorted. Mom? Felicia had never baked her cookies or read her bedtime stories. No one would ever mistake the woman for June Cleaver.

She did have the nagging part down though.

“Absolutely,” Felicia said, eyeing M. J. up with the same you-heard-the-man look she had perfected during M. J.’s limit-testing teen years. “And no shifts at that filthy, noisy bar, either.” Felicia nodded for emphasis, and then addressed the doctor. “We’ll make sure she follows orders.”

No doubt they’d try. Dad and Felicia had been trying to force M. J. into some neat little mold for twenty of the twenty-seven years she’d been alive. Dresses, makeup, high heels. Couldn’t you try out for cheerleading instead? Don’t you want to be a ballerina like your stepmother? Stand up straight. Sit like a lady. Majoring in physiology is a waste.

And the beat went on. No football. No shifts at the bar.

“Did I hear someone say something about following orders?” Tanya stood in the doorway with a bottle of Gatorade in hand. Her keys swung around the index finger of her other hand.

Felicia grimaced and looked away. There was no love lost between the pair. Being one of those women who started sentences with “I’m not a racist, but …” Felicia couldn’t quite get past Tanya’s skin color and the fact that she played professional football, too. One or the other, maybe. But both? Never.

M. J. closed her eyes again. Damn concussion. If she’d been in her right mind, she’d never have let Tanya call Dad in the first place. There hadn’t been a voicemail M. J. had left for him over the past decade that wasn’t addressed by Felicia first.

“We’re just going over discharge orders,” the doctor said.

Tanya laughed. “Good luck with that. A quarterback doesn’t take orders; she gives them.”

Felicia’s dramatic sigh filled the room. “Well, she’s going to listen now. Maya Jane … ” her hand landed on M. J.’s ankle, “you need to come home with me where you can rest and be waited on hand and foot. Right, doctor?”

“Sounds good to me,” the man said.

It sounded terrible to M. J. She hadn’t lived at home since she was eighteen. She would never willingly put herself back in a place where she fell short of expectations just by breathing. “I’ll be fine.”

“She’ll be good.” Tanya stepped forward. “I got this.”

Felicia sighed again. “Your father isn’t going to be happy with you.”

He never was, but when she’d broken every record in the league’s book and powered the Cleveland Clash to a championship, he’d have to acknowledge she was at least good at it.

M. J. pushed off the elevated mattress using the aching muscles in her back. Shit. She felt like she’d been sacked by Washington D.C.’s freight train, CeCe George. Except that getting up after a hit like that was the best feeling in the world. Certainly better than dealing with disapproving family members.

The weekly injury clinic at University Hospital, where M.J. would see Dr. Ridge, couldn’t come fast enough. If she had anything to say about it, she’d be cleared in time for tomorrow evening’s practice.

• • •

Tag stared at his cell phone resting beside his laptop. The damn thing seemed to be alive, taunting him. He tried to focus on the MRI results on the computer screen, but his gaze kept wandering back to the phone as if it had spoken to him: When are you going to call your brother back, chicken? Buck, buck, buck. How ’bout now?

“How about never?” Tag spouted, and then looked at his open office door before standing up to close it.

Of course, Jordon had to go and be a dick about this by refusing to give details or make arrangements through Tammy. His message had been crystal clear and befitting of his reputation as a hardline negotiator: I will only talk to Dr. Howard.

But Dr. Howard didn’t want to talk to him.

Dropping his elbows to the desk with enough force to hurt, he roughed his face in his hands and growled. “Fine.” He’d call, because if he kept up like this much longer, he’d be certifiably crazy, and that wouldn’t get him to the top of the sports medicine world.

Calling Jordon, on the other hand, might.

With a deep breath, Tag tapped through to Jordon’s number, reminding himself this was business. It’d been twenty-five years since they’d said a word to each other, with no attempts at contact in between. He wasn’t a sniveling nine-year-old anymore. He was a focused and determined thirty-four-year-old, who could handle a professional call without getting sentimental. From what he’d heard, Jordon wasn’t the sentimental type either. There was no reason to believe this call would disintegrate into a discussion of the past.

A gruff hello interrupted the second ring.

Tag opened his mouth, but no words came out. Worse, his mind blanked.

“Hello?” Jordon said again.

“This … is Dr. Howard.” Making a professional call, he told himself. Be professional.

“Tag.” There was just enough of a pause after Jordon’s voice faded to inject emotion into the silence, making Tag squirm.

He’d spent the last twenty-five years of his life trying to forget the emotionally abusive family he’d come from. He didn’t want to deal with anything but an injured baseball player now.

“How are you?” Jordon asked.

“I’m well.” It was a rote and inaccurate answer, considering the searing pain in Tag’s chest. “What can I do for you?” He had the impossible wish that if he didn’t acknowledge the connection, then Jordon wouldn’t remember him.

But Jordon had been the oldest. He had to be close to forty now. Certainly, a fifteen-year-old Jordon would’ve remembered Francis Kemmons’s drunken tirades and humiliating coaching sessions even better than a nine-year-old Tag did, which was saying something, because, after twenty-five years, Tag still heard the man’s voice as though he was standing behind him.

You’re too weak, boy. Weak boys don’t play baseball. They grow up to be sissies.

Tag swallowed the jagged emotion pressing into the walls of his throat, and yanked the glasses from his face.

“I need you to take a look at Grey,” Jordon said.

Tag squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head against the thickening silence. Unbelievable. It wasn’t enough to be contacted by Jordon, but the injured player was his brother, too.

“I don’t know if you heard about the injury,” Jordon continued.

“I did.” It had been all over the news. Even if Tag hadn’t been a sports medicine doctor and team physician, even if he hadn’t been related to the injured party, the sheer horror of a decorated athlete nearly sawing off his throwing hand would be astonishing news. “But I thought he was progressing.”

“He is. Everything internally seems to be healing miraculously, but they have to keep stopping therapy because the wound site re-opens.”

All of a sudden, the reason Jordon would single out Tag despite their troublesome connection became clear. “You heard about my research, didn’t you?”

“Actually, one of the trainers mentioned it. I … sat on the information for a while not knowing if I should call.”

Again with the personal innuendos. Tag winced. His eyes blurred and burned. It had to be psychosomatic. He hadn’t struggled with his vision since the surgery ten years ago—unless you counted the ridiculousness of wearing reading glasses at such a young age. Still, it was better than being legally blind in one eye because of a congenital cataract that nobody in your biological family cared enough to fix. He dipped the phone away from his mouth and exhaled. Getting through this call would be so much easier if the focus remained on work.

“I might be able to control the dehiscencing by using pig bladder as a scaffold to re-grow the tissue,” Tag said, hearing the sureness return to his voice.

“That’s what I’ve been told.”

“But I’d have to see him first—make sure he’s a candidate.”

“That’s what I was hoping you’d say.”

Tag rubbed a palm over his face as the bulk of his brain scrambled for a way to backtrack and get out of this meeting. The other small but noisy part of his brain chastised him for even considering turning down the opportunity to use experimental treatment to put a Gold Glove centerfielder back on the field. Something like this could put Tag on the radar of every agent and team manager in the game. It could make him an integral part of major league baseball, something Francis Kemmons said he’d never be.

“I, uh, don’t know my schedule off-hand, but you can call my office. Tammy will set him up.”

“Tag …” Again with the emotionally-charged pause. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me until it works.”

Or at the very least, until he kept the appointment. A second after hanging up, Tag was back to thinking up ways to get out of it.
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