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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	Kate O’Leary was having bad luck.

	First, she’d missed her bus and been late to work.

	She worked at a veterinary clinic, and she was the one all the dogs and cats chose to bite or poop on today.

	But things really went south when Kate tried to show a picture of her own cat to the veterinarian. Everyone at the clinic was always showing off photos of their own pets. Kate held her phone out to the veterinarian, who blinked, and said, “I don’t think that’s the right thing.”

	Kate took her phone back and looked at the screen. It had somehow switched from her photos to her ereader app. And the smutty story she’d been reading in bed last night was on the screen, title clear as day: Gangbanged by the Billionaires.

	Kate thought she might have to quit her job from embarrassment.

	After work she’d gone to the grocery store to buy ingredients for soda bread. Tomorrow was St. Patrick’s Day, and she was going to compete in the soda bread contest. But after the shopping, she’d missed the bus again, and since there wasn’t another bus for an hour, decided to walk home. So naturally she’d dropped the heavy bag of groceries, and the bag of flour had exploded in a dramatic mushroom cloud of white powder. 

	Kate had walked the rest of the way home covered in flour and trying not to cry. She couldn’t make bread without flour. And she couldn’t compete in the St. Patrick’s Day contest without soda bread.

	After abandoning the groceries on her kitchen floor and feeding the cat, she grabbed her fiddle and headed into the backyard. She sat on the dry-stone wall that divided her yard from the neighbor’s sheep farm. She could at least practice for the seisiún tomorrow, where musicians played while people sampled the soda bread. 
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