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      Welcome to Wilde—a small town in Arizona owned by an eccentric billionaire with an unusual will. The old geezer left everything to any grandchildren who agree to manage the estate for ten years. If only it were that simple…

      

      The Wilde Heirs is a contemporary romance series that includes age gap, billionaires, enemies to lovers, small town, love at first sight, bossy, possessive heroes, innocent heroines, and a strong desire to fill the mansion with the next generation of heirs.
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        I’ve had my eye on her for four years, but she’s my best friend’s much younger sister and off limits.

      

      

      
        
        She is a breath of fresh air.

        Feisty, sassy, and strong-willed.

        She’s also Brody’s younger sister.

        There’s no ignoring her, though.

        We’ve both moved to the Wilde mansion.

        Everyone is right; cupid’s arrow strikes all who enter.

        I’m way too dominant for her.

        But she craves my brand of bossy.

        Every woman at this estate is pregnant.

        Mine will be, too, as soon as she agrees to marry me.
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      Haden

      

      “Well, shit…” I grumble to myself as I park my truck behind the ostentatious Wilde mansion. The structure itself is enough to elicit such a response. It’s as ridiculous as Brody described over the phone.

      But that’s not what has me stiffening.

      It’s the woman who’s nearly skipping toward me with a smile on her face.

      Emilia Wilde. My boss’s sister. His much, much younger sister. Way too young and totally off-limits.

      Damn.

      She gets prettier every time I see her. She’s like a ray of fucking sunshine to my Oscar the Grouch. It’s a good thing she was eighteen when I met her for the first time four years ago, because even that first time she walked into the room…

      Just damn.

      When Brody asked me to come to Wilde, Arizona, to work on renovations at his family’s legacy home, I didn’t ask if Emilia would be here. I know she recently graduated from college and figured she was off pursuing her career.

      Clearly, that’s not the case. The woman is smiling as she approaches. She’s wearing a pale-blue sundress and sandals. Her long, pin-straight, dark hair hangs like silk to her ass. It always looks glossy as if she recently sat brushing it for hours.

      She’s really tan. If she’s been here in Arizona for any length of time, that’s not hard to believe.

      Yeah, Brody is behind her, but it’s hard to focus on my friend and boss when his sister is around.

      I wonder if she’s planning to stay in Wilde. Maybe she’s just visiting. After all, it’s summer. I think her degree was in early-childhood education. Perhaps she has a job lined up for fall.

      Based on what Brody has told me about this monstrosity—his exact word—I could be supervising renovations for years. If the outside of this massive structure is any indication of the state of the inside, he’s probably right.

      I’m already wondering how many additions were added to the place since it was built and if there was any quality control whatsoever. I’m not even out of the truck, and already I’m cringing internally. Years might be an understatement.

      Shaking myself from my wandering thoughts, I open the door and jump down from the truck just as Emilia reaches me.

      She smiles broadly, lighting up the universe. “Welcome to Wilde.”

      I smirk. It’s what I do. “I’m not sure if you’re referring to the town, the mansion, or perhaps you actually meant W I L D as a warning that I’ve arrived in Crazy Town.”

      She giggles. “All of the above.”

      Fuck. That sound. It goes straight to my cock. I want to thread my hand in her hair, twist it around my fingers, tug her head back, and press her front against the side of my truck.

      Yep, that’s where my thoughts always go when Emilia is around.

      It wouldn’t end there, either. The desire to make her breath hitch and hear her whimper before I slam my mouth onto hers is strong. I can practically feel my cock pressing against the small of her back as I reach around with my free hand to cup one of her pert tits.

      Fuck. Me.

      Brody arrives and holds out a hand. “You made it. Any trouble?”

      Not until I arrived. “Nope.” I nod toward the long driveway. “I wasn’t expecting a guard and an electric gate. It’s like a fortress. I feared I was going to have to get out and let them search my vehicle before letting me in.”

      Brody chuckles. “Yeah. We’ve had a few issues. Nothing to worry about, but we’ve upped security. I told the guard to expect you. I hope he didn’t give you too much trouble.”

      “He didn’t. He had my name. Waved me through. I was just surprised.” A few issues… I’ll be interested in hearing those stories, but I won’t ask in front of Emilia.

      Brody points toward an RV that’s parked near the mansion. “My cousin Tiago was living in that RV when he arrived. He’s moved into the house now. You’re welcome to stay in the RV if you’d like, or you can choose a room inside. It’s up to you, but I suggest you meet everyone and get a feel for just how wild it is in there before you decide.”

      I lift a brow.

      Emilia giggles again. “Brody… You’re going to scare him off before he even unpacks.”

      Deciding to leave my duffel and other belongings in the truck for now, I shut the door. “What am I missing?”

      Emilia sighs as she tucks a lock of hair behind her ear. “It’s like a den of wolves in there. Anyone who enters is stuck for life. There’s something in the water, or maybe the paint. I can’t decide if it’s an aphrodisiac or some fertility pheromone. If bachelorhood is important to you, I wouldn’t set foot inside.”

      My eyes widen at her odd pronouncement.

      Brody growls as he reaches over to tug his sister’s hair. “Stop it, brat. There’s no such thing as a fertility pheromone.”

      “Yeah? Then how do you explain all the pregnant women and lovestruck men? Including you and your wife?” she sasses. She turns back to me. “Can you even believe my brother is married? He met Melody, and five minutes later, he married her.” She waves a hand through the air. “She’s fantastic, though. You’re going to love her.”

      My smirk returns. Emilia is too fucking cute for her own good. But she’s feisty. All five-foot-two of her is standing tall as if she might exude power with her stance. She even puts her hands on her hips. Her fucking sexy hair is blowing slightly around her, making her look like an apparition.

      I’m six-four and more than a foot taller than Emilia. The fact that I tower over her only adds to the appeal.

      “Yeah…” I face Brody. “Sorry I couldn’t be here for that. My invitation arrived about four days after the ceremony.” I chuckle.

      “Hardy har har har.” Brody nods toward the house. “Come on.”

      Emilia shakes her head. “I’m warning you… Enter at your own risk. Maybe don’t inhale or drink anything.”

      I lift my brows. “Your brother’s right. You are a brat.”

      She cocks out a hip and crosses her arms. “Fine. Make fun of me. You’ll see. If you go in there, you’d better be prepared to take a wife. Cupid will hit you on the way through the door. Weird cartoon hearts will float above your head, and you’ll either end up married to one of the staff or the first woman you meet in town.”

      I glance at her as she once again nearly skips alongside me. Her legs are short. She has no choice but to put some pep in her step to keep up. In fact, I slow my gait to be polite.

      Has it not occurred to her that the first single woman I’m going to see when I step into the house is going to be her? Unless… My breath hitches. “Have you met someone?”

      Her eyes pop wide. “Me? Hell, no. I think the breeding gene only extends to men. I’ve been here for over a month. Cupid has not caught me.”

      I snicker. “Maybe you have to be a Wilde man. I’m not related. My last name is Geltman. I’m sure I’m safe.” I’m not actually sure I’m safe at all, not if Emilia is going to be close by.

      I wonder how her brother would feel if he knew how lustful I felt toward his sister. He’d probably have me hanged. I’m eighteen years older than her. I’m sure he’d have me hanged. Then again… He told me Melody is twenty-eight. She’s seventeen years younger than he is. He’d be a hypocrite to judge anyone else. But Emilia is his sister…

      For some reason, I actually suck in a breath and hold it as we enter the giant kitchen at the back of the mansion. It’s ridiculous. I should not listen to foolish superstitions. Plus, it’s not like I could continue not to breathe the entire time we’re inside.

      It’s lunchtime, and the kitchen is bustling with people. The first thing I notice is that there are four women gathered around the giant island, and they’re all young. Under thirty.

      The men who come over to meet me are all Wildes. I instantly see the family resemblance. Plus, Brody told me who would be here. His brother—whom I’ve met many times—plus two cousins. These men are all in their forties.

      Glancing at Emilia, I fight the urge to smirk yet again. Who among these men could possibly judge me for finding her attractive?

      It’s loud, but I shake hands with Ryder and Tiago—Brody’s cousins—before Dallas—Brody’s brother. A round of welcomes is followed by everyone expressing how glad they are that I’ve arrived. I’m bombarded with talk of water pipes, electrical issues, and structural concerns.

      Emilia surprises me when she grabs my arm. “He just got here. Let him at least have a sandwich before you give him a list.”

      I know this job is going to be massive. I’m not even sure that’s a fair word. I suspect I could be here a lifetime and never fully get on top of all the issues that need attention. It’s not a small house. It’s over a hundred years old and has undergone numerous renovations without any kind of permits. It’s not as if Wilde required the old man, who practically owned the town, to get permits every time he made a change. And it wouldn’t have been just him. His own father as well.

      I’m aware of the number of people in the room, all talking over one another. It truly is loud. I’m not used to giant families. Growing up, my own family was small. We lived very far away from my grandparents, so most holidays were spent with just the four of us—me, my brother, and my parents. We weren’t a rowdy bunch. I don’t see any of them very often. My parents have retired and are living the dream in Florida. My brother is currently backpacking somewhere in Germany. A midlife crisis.

      What I’m aware of is Emilia’s fingers on my arm. And the tinkle of her voice every time she speaks. And her scent. She’s standing close enough that I can smell her floral shampoo.

      I’ve thought about this woman often over the past four years. Every time she visited Brody, I would see her. After all, neither Brody nor I had family living close by in San Antonio, and we’ve been friends for many years, so we’ve spent a lot of holidays together.

      When Emilia was in college, her parents moved to Europe, so she started joining us. She and Brody share a father. Her mother is their dad’s second wife.

      Every time she left to go back to school, it took me days or even weeks to stop thinking about her. I’m pretty sure I was even surly and disgruntled. I’m not sure how no one noticed. Maybe they did, but they had no idea why.

      I’m here to do a job, but I’m also going to live here indefinitely. What are Emilia’s plans?

      She guides me over to the island and starts more introductions. The entire time, her small fingers are wrapped around my forearm. With her other hand, she starts pointing toward people. “The most important person in this house is Gretchen. She’s the house manager and runs this place like a tight ship. Anything you need, just ask her. She’ll make it happen. Any foods you want, let her know.”

      Gretchen is an older woman. I’m guessing she’s about seventy. But she’s bustling around this kitchen as though she has more energy than someone half her age. She smiles warmly at me and holds out a hand. “Nice to meet you, Haden. Welcome to the Wilde mansion. Like Emilia said, if there’s anything you need, let me know. Breakfast is kind of loose around here. I make a spread, and everyone comes and goes on their own schedule. Lunch is similar at about noon. Most everyone comes together in the dining room for dinner, but that’s not mandatory, of course.”

      “Oh, I’m sure I’ll figure things out on my own. You don’t need to worry about me for meals.”

      She waves a hand through the air between us. “Nonsense. There’s always food in this kitchen. Whether you decide to stay in the main house or out in that old RV, you come in here for your meals.”

      “Thank you, ma’am.” I’m stunned. I didn’t expect to be welcomed into the family, but that’s exactly what’s happening.

      “It’s Gretchen.” She chuckles as she turns back toward the sink.

      A younger woman in her early twenties is working next to Gretchen. She has her head down, not making eye contact.

      Emilia nods in her direction next. “Isabel.”

      The woman looks our way. Her face is flushed. “Ma’am.”

      Emilia groans. “Stop calling me that. We’re practically the same age.” She glances at me. “This is Haden. He’s here to start the renovations.”

      “Nice to meet you, sir.” She gives a little curtsy. It’s cute but totally unnecessary.

      I smile at her. “Call me Haden,” I say, following Emilia’s lead. Damn, this place is odd. The bustle in the room is totally informal, but the mansion itself, and perhaps some of the staff, make me feel like I’ve stepped back in time. I suspect Old Man Wilde liked his staff to be respectful. Hopefully that will ease. I’m not the pretentious sort. If people call me sir, I’ll grow uncomfortable.

      Except perhaps Emilia… My cock would get hard if she called me Sir.

      And where the fuck did that thought come from?

      Emilia turns to face the island next. It’s obvious that the four women sitting on the stools are waiting for introductions. Emilia lifts her pointer finger again. “That’s Claire. She’s married to Ryder. Then Reagan, who married Tiago. Then Arianna, who married Dallas. And last, Melody, who recently married Brody.”

      Melody slaps a hand over her mouth, jumps down from the stool, and runs from the room.

      I twist around to find Brody taking off after her at a jog.

      Emilia sighs. “She’s pregnant. Everyone is.”

      “Wait, didn’t she marry Brody two weeks ago?”

      “Yep.” Emilia reaches around me to pick up a plate and hands it to me. “Morning sickness kicked in fast for her.”

      I shudder as I look around at the other women. Apparently they’re all in various stages of pregnancy. I’m pretty sure Claire was the first to marry into this family, and that was less than three months ago, so no one is out of their first trimester.

      Suddenly, Emilia releases my arm. Her breath hitches at the same time, and when I look at her, her cheeks are slightly pink. “Sorry,” she murmurs.

      “For what?” I’m genuinely confused.

      She waves toward my arm. “I didn’t mean to, uh…drag you around.”

      I think Emilia means that she hadn’t realized she was touching me all this time. Nor does she know that I liked it. Did she? Or was that just her being friendly?

      Based on the pursed lips of the other three women still sitting at the island, I suspect they noticed, too. I should not read anything into it. I must not. Emilia is Brody’s sister. His baby sister. She’s barely out of college.

      My move to Wilde is going to be very uncomfortable if I don’t stop pining after the woman standing next to me. I’m not here to hook up with my friend’s sister. Plus, though I tend to forget sometimes, Brody is also my boss. I’ve worked as one of his foremen for so long that I tend to forget that. He turned over entire projects to me years ago. He never checks in with me.

      And this woman with silky hair and pink cheeks next to me is his sister.
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      Emilia

      

      I’m glad I ate before Haden arrived because there’s no way I could possibly swallow right now. It’s a wonder I’m making any sense when I speak.

      Why does he have to be so damn sexy? Every inch of him. He’s tanned and fit with brown hair, always maintaining what I call the two-day-old beard. I suppose it’s probably more like a week, but he keeps it groomed. I’ve wanted to touch it since the first time I met him.

      I can tell he’s overwhelmed. I know Brody told him some things, but Haden seems to be rather uninformed about other aspects of this mansion. He’s genuinely shocked to realize he’s welcome to join us for meals. It would be silly for him to shop and cook his own food in that tiny RV while a full spread is available a few yards away.

      Granted, he might choose a room in the mansion. But I doubt it. I suspect he’ll want some privacy and quiet. He won’t get that in this monstrosity.

      For my own sanity, when Brody returns to the kitchen and starts talking to Haden, I slip out of the room. I need to breathe. I’m not sure I have since he arrived.

      I don’t know what possessed me to rush outside and greet him. That was madness. I should have let Brody handle it and found a way to casually bump into Haden later.

      But no… I was eager and not thinking clearly. When his truck pulled up, I darted out of the kitchen with Brody. Hopefully, my brother thought I was simply being friendly and a good hostess. I don’t need him finding out I’ve had the hots for his friend for four years.

      I head for the library. It’s quiet in here. Well, quieter. I can still hear the hum of voices coming from the kitchen. I shuffle toward the windows, lean against the sill, and stare out at the expanse of land that my grandfather once owned.

      It’s so strange. None of us ever met the man while he was alive. We didn’t even know anything about him. My father and his three brothers left this estate almost fifty years ago and never returned. None of their wives ever met Amos Wilde. To my knowledge, not one grandchild ever came here. Why?

      Our parents are rather tight-lipped about the subject. It’s like they have some odd pact between them. They moved away and never returned for a reason, though.

      I need to put some distance between me and Haden. It’s foolish for me to fawn over him. He probably thinks I’m still a kid. If anything, he’s humoring me with his politeness. I never should have mentioned my infatuation with him to the other women. I should have kept it to myself. Now they’re going to get nosy and ask questions and probably push me toward him.

      The idea is horrible. I’ll end up getting hurt. The only way to protect my heart is to stop thinking of Haden as someone who could possibly ever see me as anything other than Brody’s annoying little sister.

      It doesn’t matter that I’m a grown woman, and I was over eighteen the first time I met him. He’s twice my age. He would never be interested in someone like me.

      After wandering along the rows of books, I slide one out of its snug spot and carry it over to the armchair under the window. I like to sit here occasionally. It’s relatively peaceful when no one else is around. I can curl up in the chair, see the estate out the window, and read.

      Today, I fail, though. I can’t focus. I let the book fall into my lap and stare out the window yet again. Until voices jar me from my wandering thoughts.

      Glancing over my shoulder, I find Brody and Haden entering the library. Brody is yammering about the structural concerns he has with this room. I assume he’s giving Haden a tour of the mansion so he’ll have the basic lay of the land.

      Brody notices me first. “Hey, squirt.”

      I roll my eyes as I uncurl my legs and sit up taller. “Stop calling me that.” He and Dallas nicknamed me “squirt” when I was a newborn, and they refuse to let it go.

      Brody snickers. “Never. It’s ingrained. Just like all the times you projectile vomited formula when you were a baby.” He fake shudders. “You earned that name. You’re stuck with it.”

      As if I wasn’t already concerned about Haden thinking of me as a baby, Brody is not helping the matter at all. On top of that, my face flushes. I can’t stop it. I’m embarrassed. Is it really necessary to share my formula allergy with everyone we meet?

      Haden is staring at me. He’s not laughing with Brody, though. His brow is furrowed, and his lips are flat. That doesn’t really mean anything. It’s his usual look. Serious. Pensive. Perhaps even aggravated. Though I’m not sure why he often has that expression. It’s possible he finds me to be a nuisance and sets his face like that only when I’m around.

      The thought makes my face heat further. Fuck.

      “I’m just giving Haden a tour. Shouldn’t take more than about a week,” Brody jokes. But suddenly his phone buzzes, and he digs it out of his pocket. He reads a text and cringes before lifting his gaze to Haden. “Sorry. I need to go help Melody.” Shifting his attention to me, he continues, “Would you mind giving Haden the tour? We’ve barely started.”

      Me?

      I try not to react to his suggestion. Not physically, anyway. I just spent the last hour or so sitting here reinforcing the fact that I should stay away from Haden. Now I’m tasked with spending the afternoon with him? Fuck.

      Haden’s brows lift at my hesitation. Is he smirking again?

      I stand and set my unread book on the chair. “Sure. No problem. Is Melody sick?”

      Brody winces. “Yeah. I’ll be lucky if she doesn’t start throwing things at me. Her new favorite phrase is ‘You did this to me.’ And I can’t blame her. I hope she stops feeling like shit soon. She’ll end up killing me in my sleep if this goes on for the whole pregnancy.”

      Haden chuckles. “Go hold your wife’s hair back. After all, she’s right. You did this to her.”

      Brody turns and jogs from the room, leaving me alone with my infatuation, who is now stalking toward me. “Squirt, huh?”

      I groan. “Don’t you dare call me that. I hate it.”

      Haden lifts a brow. “Did you flee the kitchen and come in here to hide from me?”

      I gasp, my eyes widening. “What? No?” Yes. How the hell did he figure that out?

      “Are you sure?”

      I lick my lips. He’s so intense. He’s staring at me without blinking as he continues to approach. Clearing my throat, I manage to say, “Why would I be hiding from you?” I’m kind of curious about his response.

      He shrugs. “I don’t know. You tell me.”

      “Well, I’m not. It was just loud in that kitchen. I’d already eaten.”

      “Mmm.” He holds my gaze as if searching for something. Finally, he turns to the side and looks around the room. “So this is the library.”

      “Yep. Books. Reading corners. Ancient desk. Cool ladders that my bossy brothers and cousins think aren’t safe for women.”

      Haden saunters toward one of the sliding ladders that should allow visitors to reach books on the upper shelves. They’re structurally sound. I know this because Ryder had someone come out and inspect them when he first arrived. That has not stopped the men from enforcing a standard rule across the household that none of us “girls” are permitted to climb the ladders.

      Haden gives the wooden steps a slight shake before sliding the coolest part of this old mansion to one side and back. Eventually, he turns to face me again. “I agree. I’d spank your ass if I caught you climbing one of these.”

      I gasp harder than ever before. I suspect my eyes are about to pop clear out of my head. Did he say he would spank me? Surely I misheard him. My heart is racing at the suggestion. But that’s not all. Now all I can picture is the subject of my dreams taking me over his lap, pushing my skirt up, and swatting my butt.

      The craziest part is that I’m so fucking turned on at this moment that I can’t move, speak, or even breathe. My pussy pulses with my heartbeat, and my panties are damp.

      Haden chuckles. A low, deep sound that reverberates through the room. I’m sure I can feel the vibrations from his timbre crawling up my body. Irrational.

      My mouth hangs open, but I don’t have the first clue what to say.

      “Come on, squirt. Give me a tour.”

      I cross my arms, narrow my gaze, and cock out a defiant hip. I’ve done this a few times so far this afternoon. I don’t care. I say nothing, watching Haden head for the doorway.

      It takes him a few seconds to realize I’m not following him, and then he turns around.

      My hackles are up. When he threatened to spank me, I grew aroused. But calling me “squirt” is not going to work for me. Not at all. Not even in jest. I want to punch my brother for bringing it up. I’m not a fucking child, and I don’t want to be treated like one.

      Sure, spanking is also childish. I shouldn’t want that either. Especially if Haden was thinking of me as a kid when he said it. If so, I want to punch him, too. I might survive him not seeing me like I’d prefer, but I will not tolerate him adopting the stupid nickname I’ve hated for years.

      His smile drops as his expression turns serious right before he walks across the room to stop in front of me. He surprises me when he lifts a lock of my hair and runs his fingers down it. “I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

      “Thank you,” I manage to murmur. He’s never stood this close to me. He’s never touched me. He’s never looked me in the eyes the way he is now. Or spoken to me in that tone.

      I don’t know what it means, but he’s dead serious. He won’t be calling me “squirt” again.

      His expression is the one I’m used to—brows furrowed, mouth in a straight line, intense eyes. This is the Haden I picture when I think of him. It’s like he’s trying to read a room. Or read me.

      I swallow and shake myself back to the here and now. “I’ll give you a tour, but I’m warning you, we might get lost. Never wander around this monstrosity without a phone on you. It’s always possible you will get lost and not be able to find your way out.”

      He gives a soft chuckle. “You’re teasing.”

      “Nope. Definitely not. You’ll see.” I step around him and head for the door. I need to break the weird spell. Something sizzles in the air between us. I’m not sure it’s a good thing. I’m probably setting myself up for a world of hurt.

      Why must I be so freaking attracted to my brother’s best friend? I haven’t seen him for several months. Part of me had thought perhaps I would feel nothing when he showed up. Then I could stop daydreaming about him. But no… Instead, he’s everything I’ve fantasized about and more.

      I lead him down the first-floor hallway, pointing out rooms that have been taken over as offices by Dallas, Ryder, Tiago, and Brody, as well as the workout room they installed. In between are several rooms that no one has claimed for any particular purpose.

      Haden pauses inside one of them. “It’s like stepping into a flea market,” he comments.

      I giggle. “That’s a great way to describe it, including the fact that some of this shit is worthless and some of it is extremely valuable. Luckily, Dallas knows his antiques. He’s slowly working through everything to ensure we don’t throw out some million-dollar heirloom.”

      Haden trails his fingers over an end table. “I see the problem. It’s hard to tell if this table was picked up at an estate sale for a dollar or purchased in the early nineteen hundreds from a famous furniture designer.”

      “Exactly. So we go through these rooms one at a time, meticulously cataloging and looking things up. It’s tedious.”

      He turns to face me. “Are you staying?”

      “In Wilde?” I shrug. “I’m not sure.”

      “Do you have a job lined up? I know you got your degree in early-childhood education.”

      I’m stunned that he remembers that so specifically. “Uh, no. I intended to start my master’s in the fall.”

      “But now?”

      After a deep inhale, I respond, “I’m not sure. This place is addictive. I might decide to stay.”

      He gives a curt nod. His expression is unreadable, as usual. I can’t tell if he’s glad I might stick around or if he’d prefer I get out of town.

      “Show me the upstairs,” he demands, the abrupt change of subject giving me whiplash.

      I lead him toward the front of the house. “This is the main entrance. These ornate stairs go up to the second floor. We almost never use these doors or steps. Most of us come in through the kitchen where you parked. There’s a back staircase in the corner of the kitchen. It’s just easier.”

      “Got it.” He grabs the railing and gives a gentle shake as we ascend, probably to assess how sturdy it is.

      I don’t blame him. I’m half afraid I might fall through the floor one of these days. All of us will sleep better once Haden gets a handle on the safety of this mansion. Not just structurally, but also the electricity.

      Clanky pipes that need replacing are one thing, but faulty electrical wiring could be a fire hazard with the pressure on the framework now that the house is filling with occupants.

      I take a look around, seeing the mansion through new eyes.

      Let the renovations begin.
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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