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“Sometimes I wonder if men and women really suit each  other. Perhaps they should live next door and just visit  now and then.”
—Katharine Hepburn
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Radio Days
Matt looked up from the audio board and stood, his face reflecting his surprise. “Hello, Livvy.”
The use of his old nickname for her stopped her cold. “I want to talk about what’s going on between us.”
“Between us? Have I missed something?” He smiled, and his brown eyes went warm. “No, I’d definitely know if there was something between us.”
She straightened to her full height. “I expect you to stop making fun of me on the air. And I also expect you to keep your callers in line. I don’t appreciate being held up to ridicule, even on that free-for-all you call a radio show.”
“Well, you’d be a less tempting target if you didn’t take yourself so damned seriously. It’s just radio, Olivia. Not brain surgery. And no matter what you want to tell yourself, it’s all about entertainment and ratings.”
“That’s no excuse for your behavior.”
“Are you referring to my show or to what you assume to be my sex life? As I recall, at one time you had no problem with either.”
The reminder carried the force of a slap. “I just can’t believe you’re still living in Never Land. Isn’t it about time for you to grow up?”
He clutched at his chest, his tone still mocking, but there was something unreadable in his dark eyes. “Ah, Olivia. You wound me.”
“I doubt it. But I’d like to.”
She turned and walked carefully out of the studio . . . already searching for a weapon capable of blowing a hole in Matt Ransom’s massive ego.
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Olivia Moore’s day began with a cheating husband and went downhill from there.
This time the cheating husband didn’t belong to her. Of course, he didn’t belong to the wispy-voiced woman on the other end of the phone line, either—a fact Olivia, as host of WTLK Radio’s Liv Live, felt compelled to point out.
“The man has a wife, Clarice.”
“But . . .”
“No, no ‘buts.’ Let’s recap the facts, shall we?”
Olivia ticked her points off on fingers that her audience could not see. “You’ve never been in his home, and you can’t call him there. You don’t go out together in public. He’s never available on holidays. Your  dates take place in hotel rooms.”
The sniffling began on the other end of the line.
“What does this tell you, Clarice?”
More sniffles.
“This man is not available, Clarice, because he’s married.” Olivia’s tone turned dry. “And unless you’ve been living on a desert island for the last year, you know that I’ve had some personal experience in this area.”
Clarice stopped sniffling long enough to laugh a little.
“The bottom line here is, he’s married, you’re miserable, and his wife probably isn’t turning cartwheels, either.” Lord knew she hadn’t been when she’d finally stopped pretending that nice, safe, dependable James was just working late.
“Married men do not belong in the dating pool. They’re like catfish, Clarice. If you’re unlucky enough to reel one in, you’re honor-bound to either bash him against the side of the boat or throw him back.”
Olivia settled her headphones more firmly in place and squinted out through the small rectangle of glass to the radio station control room beyond. The producer of her call-in advice show, Diane Lowe, cradled a phone between her ear and shoulder, her fingers flying across her computer keyboard as she typed in a list of callers waiting to go on the air with Olivia. After each name, she typed a brief summary of what he or she intended to say.
Scanning the monitor in front of her, Olivia noted four calls holding, two of them in agreement with her advice to Clarice. The other two, who’d never been married to a “catfish” or had the misfortune of dating one, thought Clarice should proceed more slowly.
Olivia drummed her fingers on the Formica tabletop and wondered how many Clarices her own ex-husband had dated. If you believed the tabloids, there had been truckloads of them. In the end, of course, the actual number hardly mattered; one or one million, the damage was the same.
Olivia sat up straighter, her thoughts leading her to ask, “Have you noticed that your boyfriend is the only one who seems to be enjoying himself?”
There was a sob. A hiccup. The blowing of a nose—all the more graphic for lack of accompanying video—and then a final sniffle.
“Can you hear me, Clarice?” Olivia leaned into the microphone. She could practically feel Clarice nodding her head.
“Yes.”
“Good, because I want you to listen carefully.”
A barely audible sniff, and then, “Okay.”
“Get rid of the man, Clarice. Dump him. Throw him back. It doesn’t matter what method you choose. Just do it.”
Olivia hit the “drop” button to kill the call and, without allowing herself time to stop and think, moved on to the next.
She let half of the women have their say, totally aware of the irony of her advising the “other woman” when she’d spent almost six months imagining fates worse than death for James’s last fling. Then she moved on to a new caller with a new problem, hoping this one wouldn’t hit quite so close to home.
“Rachel, hello. What’s happening?”
“Hi, Olivia. It’s, um, about my new boyfriend. And my, um . . . feet.”
Olivia heard a snort of laughter from the control room, mercifully out of microphone range, and saw Diane shoot a triumphant fist into the air. Olivia felt the same fine rush of adrenaline; only in radio could the topic move from philandering to feet in less than fifteen seconds.
Olivia tucked a stray strand of hair firmly behind her ear and got down to work. For several minutes she extracted information from her embarrassed caller. In a husky voice Rachel described the new beefcake boyfriend who only laid hands on her aerobicized body long enough to get to her big toe.
Olivia made a mental note to devote a future program to foot and other fetishes. More calls came in, and she started contemplating a book on the subject. Idly, she considered titles. Maybe Frenzied Feet? or Hung Up on Hangnails?
Glancing down at her own feet in their cushy Aerosoles, she tried to remember how long it had been since her last pedicure.
Her schedule allowed exactly no spare time for either toe sucking or pampering. In the year since her headline-making divorce, she’d moved her radio call-in show, Liv Live, from Tampa, Florida, to WTLK in Atlanta and seen her audience expand exponentially.
The three hours on the air every morning were the most visible part of her day, but the articles she wrote on a regular basis and the fulfillment of her multi-book contract gobbled up what little free time remained. And that was without the promotional appearances the station insisted upon.
“Rachel, this isn’t a particularly unusual fetish as fetishes go. And it’s only a problem if it’s a problem for you.”
She stood up to pace the postage-stamp-sized room— a highly unsatisfying experience for a pacer of her magnitude—while the husky voice described what incredible shape her toes were now in and offered graphic detail about what her boyfriend liked to do to them.
The walls of the tiny room pressed inward as Olivia realized that her caller’s feet were having a much better sex life than Olivia’s entire body was.
She stopped pacing and waited out the moment of dead air while Rachel of the much-loved toes worked up to the real reason for her call.
“My boyfriend just took a job in the shoe department at Saks. He has his hands on other women’s feet all the time.” Her voice broke. “He comes home from work whistling every day.”
Olivia bit down hard on the inside of her cheek and reminded herself that this was a legitimate problem to Rachel, one that deserved her full and serious consideration. Unfortunately, a glance through the window to the control room told her that neither her producer nor the news anchor getting ready to go on at the top of the hour felt any such obligation; they shook with silent laughter, their bodies doubled over with mirth.
Who could blame them? Her own self-control hung by the slimmest of threads. “You know, Rachel, as long as you have no reason to believe he’s stepping out on you, I’d be careful not to jump to any conclusions. In fact, I suggest you keep your feet planted firmly on the ground and—”
Rachel dissolved into a fit of giggles while Olivia made one last stab at actual advice. “Remember, it’s your feet, I mean, you, he runs home to every night.”
The opening strains of the show’s theme music in her headphones felt like a reprieve from the governor. Gratefully, Olivia leaned in to the microphone one last time and closed the show with her signature tag line. “I’m Dr. Olivia Moore, reminding you to live your life . . . live.”
Olivia removed her headphones and gathered up the notes now strewn across the table. Pushing the microphone back on its retractable arm, she began to clear her things out of the way. In the control room on the other side of the glass, she could see Diane doing the same.
Opening the door that separated them, Olivia popped her head into the control room. “Nice job today, Di. Thanks.” A quick scan of the room’s flat surfaces revealed no candy wrappers or cookie crumbs. The usual McMuffin smells were missing. “On a new diet?”
“Yeah. I just started the Everything-but-the-Crust Pizza Diet.”
“Oh?” Olivia felt one eyebrow go up. Her producer approached both eating and dieting with equal enthusiasm.
“Today I get ten green olives, five slices of pepperoni, one slice of cheese, and all the anchovies I can eat.”
“Wow.” Olivia tried not to wince. She didn’t have time for fad diet lectures or yet another attempt to persuade Diane to look at the emotional triggers behind her eating.
If she hurried, she’d just make it to her own lunch with the  Atlanta Leisure reporter. With a wave, she backed through the door and into the hall where the Operations Manager’s secretary lay in wait.
“Hey, Olivia. Loved the feet thing. T.J. asked if you could stop by his office on your way out.”
“Can we make it another time, Anna? I’ve got less than twenty minutes to make it to an interview.”
The pert brunette shrugged apologetically. The top of her head barely reached Olivia’s shoulder. “Sorry. He told me not to let you get away. I don’t think it’ll take too long.”
Resigned, Olivia followed Anna down the corridor past two other studios and another control room. They went through a heavy door that swung shut and locked behind them, then crossed the lobby to the station’s general offices.
T.J. Lawrence smiled and stood when Olivia knocked on his open office door. The sunlight streaming through the window spotlighted his freshly shaved head and glinted off his wire-rimmed glasses. Olivia blinked at the brightness after her stint in the artificially lit studio and took the chair the OM offered.
T.J. was a bit of a maverick by current radio standards. In the corporate environment that now permeated the industry, his hands-on approach and personal commitment to local production made him a rarity. It also commanded fierce loyalty from the people who worked for him.
It had been T.J. who’d talked Olivia into moving her show to WTLK, and T.J. who’d put the station and its resources firmly behind her during the media feeding frenzy that followed her divorce.
In a market where more and more stations relied on prepackaged syndicated programs, he continued to produce and promote local programming, building his on-air talent and staying personally involved in the direction of their shows. As a rule, he was head strategist and chief cheerleader.
Today, T.J.’s smile lacked its usual wattage, and his warm brown eyes looked troubled. Olivia settled into her chair and looked up at the man perched on the desk in front of her. “What’s the problem, T.J.?”
He studied her for a moment as if weighing his words. When he folded his arms across his chest and then crossed his long legs at the ankles, Olivia shifted uncomfortably in her seat. As body language went, his was not promising.
“I know you’re in a hurry, so I’ll spare you the gory details. The problem, as always, is the corporate office in Detroit.” He paused and shook his head in disgust. “Normally, I can handle the suits. But this time when I got out my whip and chair, they refused to back off.”
The picture of T.J. in lion-taming spandex notwithstanding, Olivia found herself wishing they were in the big top so that T.J. could cage those mangy business types, or at least throw the beasts some . . . dead meat. Uh-oh. The image of Liv Live as a hunk of raw sirloin dangling above razor-sharp teeth was not a particularly pleasant one.
Olivia stood and walked to the window, where she stared down at the lunchtime traffic inching along Peachtree Street. T.J. joined her there, and for a long moment they stood side by side watching the antlike activity seven stories below. “Liv Live’s not in jeopardy, is it?”
T.J. ran a hand over the dome of his head and sighed. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to take a hard look at it.”
“Why is that?”
“It’s one of our most expensive shows. It and Guy Talk  pull the biggest audiences and have the most export potential, but they’re also the most costly to produce. You and Matt Ransom are WTLK’s highest-paid talent. Based solely on the bottom line, your shows are roughly equivalent.”
“How can anyone compare Liv Live to Guy Talk? They don’t even belong on the same planet.”
“Yes, well, that’s pretty much what Matt said. But WTLK is owned by people who started out marketing dog food, Olivia. To them, one can is pretty much like the next.”
“How do the dog food people expect you to handle this problem?”
“Basically, they’ve informed me that I can’t afford both Alpo and Gravy Train. Both of your contracts are up for renewal. They’re sending the consultant down. I may have to give one of you up.”
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Olivia made the drive to Figaro, Atlanta’s trendiest new Italian restaurant, in record time. Screeching into valet parking, tossing her keys to the attendant, and hurrying around the car toward the canopied entrance, she arrived for her appointment out of breath and totally out of sorts. She hated being late or unprepared, and at the moment she was both. She also hated being interviewed—which left her zero for three. And that was without T.J.’s bombshell thrown in for good measure.
The reporter from Atlanta Leisure stood as the maitre d’ ushered Olivia to the table. He was young and self-consciously hip in a black T-shirt under a black unstructured jacket. A noticeable amount of gel forced the hair above his forehead up in little spikes, and although he looked relatively harmless, the red warning light in Olivia’s head flashed just the same.
She’d acquired the red light and other survival techniques when the media decided a radio therapist whose own marriage had crashed and burned made great headlines.
Keeping her current motto, “Never forget the potential for disaster,” firmly in mind, she chatted amiably with the twenty-something reporter. When he pulled out a small tape recorder, turned it on, and placed it on the table between them, she didn’t bat an eyelash, but the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.
“Do you mind?”
“No, no, of course not,” she said as the flashing red light in her head strobed brighter.
For the first fifteen minutes or so, he stuck to the safe and predictable. Yes, she loved Atlanta. Yes, she was thrilled at the buzz about her show’s syndication potential. No, she didn’t think being divorced disqualified her from advising others. A Gen X Dr. Laura? No, she hadn’t thought of herself in quite that way. After all, she wasn’t preaching morality, but trying to help women stand up for themselves.
More like a Dear Abby, then, with Gloria Steinem tendencies? Though that description came a lot closer to the mark, Olivia didn’t come out and say so. Between bites, she bobbed and weaved, trying to duck both the pigeonholes and pitfalls. And all the time, she thought about the decision T.J. would be making.
She was waiting for the question about how Tampa, the city where  Liv Live had been born, compared to Atlanta, when the tone of the interview began to change.
They’d just finished their Caesar salads, and she was in the middle of dipping a hunk of crusty Italian bread in seasoned olive oil, when her companion brought up the one name guaranteed to kill her appetite.
“Atlanta Leisure named your colleague, Matt Ransom, Bachelor of the Year again this morning. As a therapist, what do you think makes him so appealing to women?”
He stared at her expectantly, his sheep’s clothing beginning to slip, but Olivia was busy sorting through her real feelings for a socially acceptable response.
“Well,” she hedged, “if there’s one thing I’ve learned from my listeners, it’s that there’s no accounting for what women find attractive in men.”
“So, you don’t find the host of Guy Talk attractive?”
Unfortunately, only a blind woman could get away with calling Matt Ransom unattractive. Olivia tried not to squirm as her brain reached into its memory banks to replay her first glimpse of Matt years ago at WZNA. Then, as now, he was movie star handsome. In fact, he bore an uncanny resemblance to the actor George Clooney. Though taller and broader, Ransom possessed the same close-cropped dark hair going gray at the temples, the same brown eyes under thick dark brows, and the same sort of perfectly chiseled features over a square-cut jaw.
Personally, Olivia found him too good-looking, too argumentative, too egotistical . . . too . . . everything. Eight years ago in Chicago he’d ground every one of her romantic illusions into dust, but this hardly seemed the time or place to say so. “I didn’t say that.”
“Do you think he deserves the title ‘Bachelor of the Year’?”
Olivia took a sip of water and swallowed. Matt Ransom was thirty-six going on twenty and wouldn’t recognize a committed relationship if it bit him on the . . .
Olivia looked up, caught the feral gleam in the reporter’s eye, and knew how Little Red Riding Hood must have felt.
“I honestly can’t think of anyone who deserves the title more. Mr. Ransom brings a whole new meaning to the definition of bachelorhood.”
“And the sniping on air and in interviews? What’s the problem with you two?”
She cocked her head and squinted at the reporter. You  mean, besides the fact that I’m a trained therapist dealing with interpersonal issues that impact my listeners’ lives, and he’s a seat-of-the-pants rabble-rouser who explores burning issues like why women can’t fathom football? 
Or how about the fact that working with him again dredges up  memories I’ve spent eight years trying to bury, and today I found  out that one of us is about to knock the other off WTLK?
Olivia managed a smile. “Just a little on-air hijinks. Mr. Ransom’s show draws a large male audience; mine is predominantly female. Sometimes there’s some . . . banter. It doesn’t mean anything.”
The reporter grinned and gleefully shed the last stitch of sheep’s clothing. “So you weren’t bothered by the article in which he referred to you as”—the wolf actually looked down to check his notes—“ ‘an insurgent in the war between the sexes’?”
Olivia slipped a last crust of bread into her mouth and tried not to choke on it. She chewed carefully for a moment before speaking. “Well, I was somewhat surprised that Ransom acknowledged there was a war on when his side is losing so badly. I’m even more surprised that a man who admits to frequenting bars named after female body parts knows what the word ‘insurgent’ means.”
“But you’re not upset that the host of Guy Talk named you Killjoy of the Year? Or that a good twenty minutes of his show last night featured callers laying odds on how long it’s been since you last had sex?”
Olivia felt her jaw drop at this latest affront. She covered by dabbing at the corner of her mouth with her napkin and reminding herself that some questions didn’t deserve answers. Since signing on at WTLK ten months ago, she’d been very careful to keep her interaction with Matt purely professional, but the Bachelor of the Year obviously felt no such compunction.
“Do you have a rebuttal for Mr. Ransom or his listeners?”
Olivia continued chewing her food carefully and forced herself to think. Not too long ago, a reporter had asked her to sum up a woman’s greatest obstacle to happiness in five words or less, and she’d made headlines by doing it in one. “Men,” she’d said.
Then she’d rethought her answer and added the word “sex.” Those two subjects, and her willingness to tackle them on the air, had sent her ratings soaring.
Olivia had no intention of being railroaded into making a remark she’d regret. Nor did she intend to let Matt Ransom destroy her again—personally or professionally. If she kept her head, she could come out of this interview with her dignity intact and maybe even an advantage in the coming battle.
“No comment, Dr. Moore?”
Olivia set her napkin on the table and pushed her plate gently away. She met the wolf’s eyes and raised a queenly eyebrow in return, speaking clearly and calmly for the benefit of the small tape recorder sitting on the table between them.
“While I have great respect for Mr. Ransom’s show— what little I’ve heard of it—if he ever decides to tackle weightier subjects like real life and relationships, I might be able to help him out.”
The wolf’s fangs disappeared into a pleased smile. He stopped eating, picked up his notepad, and started scribbling.
Olivia knew when to make an exit. Slipping her purse over her shoulder, she thanked her host for lunch, slid her chair back from the table, and stood. Pausing with her hands on the back of the chair, she nodded toward the notebook and tape recorder and flashed her best smile. “I do hope you’ll feel free to quote me on that.”
“This is Guy Talk, where a guy can be a guy. And it’s 11 P.M. on a Freefall Friday, which means no topic and no rules. Give me a call at 1-555-GUY-TALK. I always have an opinion. It’s a guy thing.”
Switching his microphone off, Matt Ransom leaned back in his chair, put his long legs up on the table in front of him, and clasped his hands behind his head to wait out the five-minute commercial break. With just an hour to go before midnight, the station was close to empty, which made it just the way he liked it.
Two minutes later, he tossed a Nerf ball at the basketball hoop duct-taped to the wall and smiled when it swished through. He shot the next one left-handed, the one after that with his eyes closed.
Satisfied, he reached for the mug of lukewarm coffee more from force of habit than from a need for caffeine. He was a night owl, always had been, and preferred working late, when things were looser and less structured.
At one minute until air, he made a few notes about a topic for next Monday’s show and let his thoughts wander to the previous night’s program. He’d begun by posing the question, “Why can’t men and women share a TV remote?” planning to segue into a discussion of the elemental differences between males and females, a topic custom-made for his particular brand of humor.
Instead, the show had digressed into a trashing of couples’ counseling, which had led to another caller’s caustic evaluation of therapy in general, which had ultimately led to the topic of WTLK’s very own Dr. Olivia Moore.
Even he, who normally had no problem following the flow, had been a little surprised at how quickly her name had come up and how strongly his callers, mostly male, felt about her. In loud voices they objected to her pro-female stance and the male bashing that often accompanied it, but they couldn’t seem to stop talking about her.
He was fairly certain he wasn’t the one responsible for bringing up Olivia’s sex life, or the imagined lack of one. But once the subject was raised, he’d had a devil of a time getting off it. He winced as he remembered the jokes and innuendo.
Almost as bad as his callers’ fixation with the earnest Dr. Moore was the way they kept trying to get him to rehash and counter her advice. Hell, even if he had the least bit of respect for or belief in counseling, he had no interest in providing it to his listeners. He was in the entertainment business, and his show was designed for mental stimulation—not rehabilitation.
At ten seconds to air, he hunkered deeper into his seat and took one last shot at the hoop. The coffee had grown stale, and his aim was faulty. The digital clock on the wall provided his countdown, and on cue, he said, “This is Guy Talk, where a guy can be a guy. I’m Matt Ransom.”
“Hey, Matt.”
Matt recognized the deep drawl of one of his regular callers, a long-haul trucker who’d picked up his lifelong nickname as a linebacker for the University of Georgia Bulldogs. “Hi, Dawg. How ya doin’?”
“Not so great. My girlfriend, JoBeth, wants to get married.”
“Aw, hell, Dawg. This is not Relationships Anonymous.”
“I’m sorry, man, but I’ve got to talk to somebody.”
“Can’t we talk about football? Or maybe the relative merits of owning versus leasing a vehicle?”
“I need some help here, Matt. JoBeth’s been listening to that Dr. Olivia. I need somebody on my side.”
Matt looked to his producer, Ben, for assistance, but the coward refused to look him in the eye. A check of his monitor showed only one caller waiting. There wasn’t a commercial break in sight.
“All right, all right. What seems to be the problem?”
“Well, I don’t think there is a problem. But JoBeth keeps going on about her biological clock. Says it’s time to settle down and start a family.”
“Why don’t you just tell her you need some time? I’m sure she doesn’t want to rush into anything. How long have you been dating?”
“Three years.”
“Three years? Good Lord. How long does it take to figure out whether you want to be with somebody?”
“That’s what she said. And aren’t you the one to talk? How many times have you been named Bachelor of the Year, now, Ransom?”
“A few.”
Dawg snorted. “Not exactly settling down and making any life-altering commitments yourself, are you?”
“Nope.”
“How come your girlfriends aren’t calling in on that show to complain?”
“Because I don’t give them anything to complain about. I’m honest. I tell them right up front what they can expect, namely a good time, but I don’t pretend I’m offering anything more than that.”
“And that works for you?”
“Always has. Let me put it this way, Dawg: Real guys need to be real clear. Then there’s no problem.”
“Well, it’s a little late for that now. JoBeth’s a fine woman and all, but I’m just not ready to do the marriage thing again.”
“I hear you, Dawg. But I’ll tell you, it’s a whole lot easier to say that up front instead of later in self-defense. You’ve put yourself in the middle of a classic no-win situation. Whatever you do now, you’re pretty much screwed.”
Matt terminated the call and glanced at the clock, relieved to discover it was almost time for a commercial break. He took one of the holding calls, listened to some more less-than-macho whimpering, and dumped the rest, signaling Ben he was ready to move on.
This was what came of telling men they were supposed to have a sensitive side; it made them wimpy. He didn’t like it one bit.
At long last Matt heard the strains of his theme music. He needed this break, and when he came back on the air he wasn’t going to allow any more whining. Matt looked through the small plate-glass window, glared at Ben on general principle, and then leaned in to the microphone. “This is Guy Talk . . . not Dear Abby. If you’ve got something manly to say, give me a call. It’s a Freefall Friday.”
At the all-clear signal, Matt stood, removed his headphones, and headed out of the studio. He made it past the control room, down the corridor, and through the security door before slowing down. The last two days were enough to spoil a man’s good time. First, T.J. had to go and share his budget dilemma with him, and now his audience was trying to turn him into some kind of Donahue. Sheesh.
As far as Matt was concerned, the best relationships were every bit as uncomplicated as he’d said. Two people got together, they enjoyed each other’s company, and they moved on when it stopped being fun. If you didn’t get too close, no one got too hurt. He’d been living that philosophy successfully all his adult life, with the exception of one long-ago assault on his heartstrings, and he saw no reason to reconsider that philosophy now.
He stopped in front of a publicity photo someone had tacked up on the bulletin board and studied Olivia Moore, Ph.D. Funny how completely she’d managed to intrude into his life, once again. Not only was her show beginning to change the face of his own, but according to T.J., Olivia was now the competition. One of their shows could go.
He narrowed his gaze and contemplated the likeness more closely. She’d grown sleeker, more sophisticated, but physically Olivia hadn’t changed much since Chicago. Her cheekbones still angled dramatically upward on either side of the straight, slightly pointed nose, while her lips remained too full for the determined chin underneath. Her silky blonde hair fell straight to the shoulder like it always had, and her wide-set green eyes continued to glitter with wicked intelligence.
And she still turned him on without even trying.
Matt poured himself a last cup of hours-old coffee, zapped it back to life in the microwave, and headed toward the control room, his mind full of Olivia. When the time came for T.J. to make his choice, he’d be strangely sorry to see her go.
Yep. He’d miss her all right. He’d also miss the surge in listener response that resulted every time he ruffled her feathers on the air.
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