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      KILLIAN

      There’s only one thing more beautiful than McBride Mountain blanketed in the pre-dawn mist.

      And I don’t think about that other thing.

      I don’t think about her.

      Because I can’t.

      If I allowed myself to indulge in those memories every time my mind wanted to wander to Willow, I wouldn’t be able to get out of bed each morning. I wouldn’t be able to come out here each day to the mountain we loved, where we built a life together, and do my job for all the people who depend on McBride Timber for their livelihoods.

      And truth be told…I wouldn’t be able to keep breathing.

      Not without her.

      So, no matter how badly I may want to, I can’t dwell on the gaping hole she ripped in my chest when she left me and this place, when she turned me into this person I’ve become—one I hardly recognize.

      This man traipsing through the thick woods with an axe—and a chip—on his shoulder is so many things I wasn’t before.

      Bitter.

      Resentful.

      Even quicker to anger, which a lot of people didn’t think was possible.

      I’ve become something that can be summed up in a single word: miserable.

      Instead of obsessing over what I lost, how much I’d love to have her at my side to watch the sun rise and burn off this fog, what I wouldn’t give to see that early morning light hit her face and brighten it the same way her perfect smile did, I concentrate on the bitter mist engulfing me and the rest of the Blue Ridge Range this morning.

      Damp.

      Chilly.

      Clinging to my bare skin the same way it does the ground and the trees all around me.

      An ethereal haze—almost like I’m in another world, even though we’re less than a dozen miles from the homestead and cabin.

      Yet it’s another world out here.

      Remote.

      Wild.

      Filled with the kind of feral creatures people often accuse me of being.

      Maybe I should just stay out here…

      That would be easier on everyone, I suppose, to disappear into the wilderness with my regret, into a world where I can live with my failure without interference from anything or anyone else.

      But like my bitter mood this morning, this pre-drawn haze won’t last long.

      As soon as the sun hits the horizon, the fog will start to burn off, and the heat of early summer will descend on the mountain.

      Bright.

      Warm.

      All the things Willow was and I never could be.

      My favorite time of day to be out here, trudging through the trees, alone save for my thoughts and ever-present axe.

      Quiet.

      Peaceful.

      Only my footsteps on broken branches and leaves littering the forest floor, the birds starting to chirp at the lightening of the sky, and animals scurrying about after sleep break the otherwise silence of the crisp air.

      It almost makes it possible for me to forget that I have nothing to look forward to once we complete our task today. That I will return to the timber yard and finish out my day, then return to the cabin I once shared with her and find it cold and empty. That I will have to sleep in the bed where I made love to her and sleep alone.

      I can almost pretend I haven’t spent the last 372 days since she left wandering around in my own sort of fog…

      Almost—but not quite.

      Her face continues to pop into my mind the deeper I push through the trees and the higher I climb up McBride Mountain.

      My hand tightens around the axe handle, eager to use it to work out some of the tension that has only grown since I woke this morning.

      I try to concentrate on scanning the area for the goal of today’s expedition—the perfect tree for Liam. The one he says he needs to create his next project. Once we find it, I can put my axe to work, and hopefully, decimating something will make me feel better.

      At least for a few minutes.

      “Killian, wait up!”

      Hell.

      Pausing with a groan, I turn back to Liam, watching him thread through the massive trunks and step over a fallen log I just navigated with his own axe slung over his shoulder.

      He hustles to catch up, releasing a little annoyed huff. “You got somewhere to be or something?”

      I raise a brow at him.

      Considering he’s the one who dragged us all out here this morning, when we should be at McBride Timber supervising the final details of the big lumber shipment that needs to go out later today, it’s a bold question.

      “What?” He shrugs, tilting his head slightly to the side and offering his boyish grin. “They can handle things ‘til we get back. And you’re kind of rushing…”

      “Fuck off.” I shift my axe to my other shoulder. “I’m not.”

      I am.

      My annoyance at being pulled away from work, plus not being able to wallow in my misery alone because I’m stuck with Liam and Connor, is enough to make me want to get this over and done with as quickly as possible.

      Liam gives me a little frown that makes him look like the adorable toddler who used to follow Connor and me around to places he had no business being at that age, instead of the twenty-three-year-old young man he is today.

      “Yeah, you are.” His gaze drifts behind us to the path we wove through the trees. “And I think Connor would agree.”

      Connor trudges forward, still a good hundred yards back and looking seriously perturbed at either my pace or at having to come out here today at all—probably both.

      Running a hand through my mist-dampened hair to keep it out of my face, I scowl at Liam. “Sorry. I didn’t know you two still needed a leash like people put on their children sometimes.”

      He playfully bumps his shoulder against mine playfully. “Mom never used that on us.”

      “She should have.” I poke him in the sternum, directly over the swirl of ink visible in his half-unbuttoned shirt. “Especially on you.”

      Liam gapes in mock offense and presses a hand over his chest. “I’m offended on both my behalf and hers.”

      I wave him off. Not really annoyed anymore, just eager to get moving. “Yeah, yeah, yeah.” Turning back, I call to the straggler. “Come on, Connor, let’s go.”

      Our brother mutters something from behind us that gets instantly carried away by the breeze rustling the leaves, but even without being able to hear it, I’m confident it wasn’t very complimentary.

      So little of what Connor says ever is these days.

      Maybe my attitude has been rubbing off on him…

      There are certainly enough people around here who seem to think that’s the case, if the comments on Raven’s posts on the McBride Mountain Community News page are any indication.

      The way she portrays Connor and me, warning people away from us and our volatile moods, we might as well be wild sasquatches waiting in the forest to attack unsuspecting hikers and tear them limb from limb.

      I have been known to rip someone a new one…but they typically deserve it.

      Connor finally catches up with us, releasing a huff that has nothing to do with exertion.

      We’ve done hikes far worse than this, faster and harder, before and often, scouting for areas to log and hunt, but he, like me, prefers to choose when we go instead of being told we are by our insistent little brother.

      I scan the surrounding area before rotating back to Liam. “Where did you say you thought you saw this ‘perfect’ tree?”

      Apparently, the only one specific tree in the entirety of the Blue Ridge Mountains he can use to make his next rocking chair happens to be in a copse, nowhere near town or anything resembling civilization.

      Go fucking figure.

      Liam motions ahead of us vaguely. “It was up near the river. A grove I stumbled upon last year up here.” A glimmer of anticipation flashes across his green gaze, making him practically tremble. “I’ve been eyeing it for a while, waiting for the perfect project.”

      His genuine excitement is enough to make some more of my annoyance ebb, and I do my best to push away all those thoughts and memories that plagued me while I was hiking alone.

      I step over a fallen log in the direction of the river that flows down the expanse of McBride Mountain to the falls closer to town. Liam walks beside me where the trees will allow it, with Connor trailing behind.

      Liam smacks me on the shoulder. “Thanks for coming with me, by the way.”

      “Did I have a choice?”

      A slow grin pulls at his lips. “Not really. I would have dragged you two out here, kicking and screaming, if I had to.”

      Connor snorts. “I would’ve liked to see you try, little brother.”

      Liam tosses him a dirty look, but there isn’t any malice in it or their words. Pushing buttons, testing limits, and throwing verbal barbs have always been our love language—but it hasn’t come to physical blows in years.

      Mom would be proud.

      At least, of that.

      Not of what I’ve done.

      Not of what I’ve become.

      Acid churns in my stomach, imagining the verbal lashing she would give me if she knew how I destroyed things with Willow as the three of us continue higher up the mountain, weaving through the endless towering trees and dense foliage toward the sounds of the river finally starting to filter to us.

      I push away a low-hanging tree branch with my axe so Liam and I can pass around it and almost allow it to sling back and smack Connor, but aggravating him even more isn’t a good idea. “Which side of the river?”

      It’s an important question since I don’t particularly feel like wading through the still-chilly water this early in the morning. Especially when I know we’ll be out here for hours, breaking down this tree into manageable-sized logs to get it back to Liam’s workshop on the makeshift sledges we’ll put together with the materials stuffed in the pack Liam carries.

      A task that would have been far easier if he had chosen a target that wasn’t in such a hard-to-reach part of the mountain.

      This portion of our home is completely wild.

      Harsh.

      Desolate.

      Without a hint of civilization that you’ll find as you descend closer to our homestead and eventually the town.

      And it’s pristine.

      Exactly as Mother Nature intended it.

      This is why the McBrides settled here almost two hundred and fifty years ago.

      This is why I stay even when the bad memories threaten to overtake the good.

      This…and the two men with me right now.

      The promise I made to Mom before she died to look after them, to take care of them, to ensure they were okay, is one I intend to honor. I never broke a promise to that woman while she was alive, and I have no intention of doing it now that she’s passed on to somewhere better than this Earth.

      That means staying, even when it doesn’t feel like home without Willow here, even when the place I’ve lived my entire life somehow seems foreign and all the things I once loved only seem to irritate me.

      Like being out here now helping Liam.

      Liam smirks, likely already anticipating the bitching and moaning that would ensue if he were to tell us it was on the other shore now, rather than back near the homestead, where we could have used the bridge to cross the river and make our way up the mountain on the proper side from the beginning. “This bank.”

      Good.

      Because the river up here isn’t anything I want to tangle with.

      We push through another few dozen yards of trees before we reach the west bank. Rushing waters cascade over and around giant boulders, creating bubbling and churning rapids. Farther down, closer to town, McBride Falls tumbles down into the swimming hole so popular this time of year to cool off in the afternoons. But this early, no one would be there, and there’s certainly no one up this far on the mountain.

      This is the type of spot I would bring her, though…

      Willow’s face flashes before my eyes.

      What she would look like lying spread out on the thick, green grass along the shore, laughing and smiling.

      Panting and gasping.

      Coming undone in my arms.

      My fingers twitch, imagining how wet she would be and how soft her skin would feel under my rough hands.

      I clench them around the handle of the axe so hard my knuckles ache, fighting the descent of the dark cloud I’ve perpetually lived under that always surrounds me whenever I think about her.

      Liam smacks me on the shoulder. “You okay?”

      “Yeah.” Because I would never admit to him or anyone else how bad it’s gotten in the past week since the anniversary of her flight from McBride Mountain. “Let’s go.”

      We wander along the rocky bank, pushing farther north and west until Liam points to the left. “I think it’s just over there, but it could be up a little more.”

      Connor scans the vast expanse of trees, taking in the landscape and the endless possibilities, then glances in Liam’s direction. “Let’s split up. Cover more ground. Signal if you find what we’re looking for.”

      We all nod our agreement.

      It will be the fastest way to locate this grove—and the hickory Liam has his heart set on using to build his custom chair. If he weren’t so damn good at it and the end results weren’t so beautiful, I would have told him to cut down any of the millions of trees within easy walking distance for the project. But knowing him and the extent he’s going to in order to get this, it must really be something.

      Worth the effort to see him happy.

      Connor sets off directly to the west, and Liam heads into the woods a dozen yards to the north, both disappearing between the trunks while I take a moment to scan the river as far as I can see up the mountain.

      The sound of the rushing water floats through the air, and I stand absolutely still, waiting for that raging torrent of emotions that threatens to drown me when I’m alone to come like it always does.

      It starts with that tightness in my chest.

      A feeling of simultaneously suffocating and drowning while trying to draw in air.

      But before it can completely overtake me, a splash of pale-red color catches my eye near the opposite bank, fifty yards upriver. Not a color I would usually see out here. Not natural.

      Instead of stepping into the woods like Connor and Liam to continue the search, I move toward the water with slow but deliberate steps.

      What the hell is that?

      It wouldn’t be completely unusual for an animal carcass to end up in the river after a coyote or bobcat got to it, but the hair on the back of my neck stands on end as I move even closer.

      There’s something there…

      Lodged up in the roots of the tree protruding into the water…

      “Fuck.”

      I drop my axe onto the ground and rush into the frigid rapids.

      The sharp sting of the icy swirl against my skin makes me grit my teeth, but I fight through the natural instinct to head back to dry land.

      Because that isn’t a wild animal in the river.

      I can just barely make out an outstretched hand, dark hair floating in the water, face turned away from me. The rest of the torso and limbs are beneath the surface or tangled in the tree that prevented it from drifting farther down the rapids.

      What the hell was anyone doing up here?

      There is absolutely nothing for hundreds of miles in almost every direction except one—toward our homestead, the falls, and the town. But that’s a good eight miles from where we are now, and whoever this is clearly entered the river farther up to have ended up here.

      My boots slip on the slimy rocks on the bottom, but I manage to keep my balance, arms spread wide, as I work my way across the expanse toward the opposing bank, fighting the current that threatens to drag me down.

      “Fucking hell.”

      Teeth chatter at the chill seeping into my bones, but I force myself to keep moving.

      Each step feels like barely advancing, yet I finally make it close enough to grab the end of the log. My grip on the wet wood helps me battle the current and get a better footing.

      I inch my way along the fallen tree until I can grab the hand floating in the water.

      Pale, clammy skin.

      But it doesn’t have the cold, stiff feel I would expect from a dead body.

      The heat barely registers against my palm…but it’s there.

      Holy fuck.

      Whoever this is.

      They’re alive—though barely.

      I push forward along the log toward where the person is pinned in a V created by the massive tree roots. My feet slip on the rocks again, but I regain my balance enough to grasp the thick, dark hair and shift the head back to ensure it stays out of the water, so whoever it is can breathe.

      But it’s my breath that catches at the face that tilts up at me.

      Covered in cuts, scrapes, and mottled bruises…

      Blood trickling from a nasty cut over one dark eyebrow…

      Normally pink lips now holding a deathly blue tinge…

      Lips I kissed every day for five fucking years…

      “Willow?”
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      WILLOW

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      The pitch-black abyss surrounding me ripples…

      God, what is that?

      Onyx shifts to gray, then returns to impenetrable black again.

      I float in it for a few seconds.

      Struggling to cling to it.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      The noise pierces my skull.

      My brain thrashes against my skull violently, desperate to escape to somewhere quiet.

      Back to the darkness I’ve been floating in so beautifully.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      I try to raise my hands to press them over my ears, to drown out that infernal racket clearly sent by Satan, but something tugs on my arm.

      A wave of nauseating agony rolls through me.

      Lancing my side.

      Slicing and stabbing at various places across my body.

      What the hell is happening?

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      I attempt to swallow, but it’s so dry I can’t make it work right.

      All trying does is cause more bad.

      Scratchy. Awful. Pain.

      Fuck.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Groaning, I roll away from that incessant sound, putting my back to it in a vain attempt to block it out. But the movement brings more agony that roils my stomach and makes acid fill my throat.

      I choke on it, coughing violently, only making the throbbing in my side worse.

      “Willow?” The sound of something metallic shifting across a hard floor comes from directly in front of me. Sharp. High-pitched. No better than that damn beeping. “She’s awake. Go get the doctor.”

      That voice…

      The familiar, deep, silky sound permeates the darkness that’s still trying to drag me into it, where I would willingly go if it stopped all this hurt. It cuts through the thudding in my head. Washes away the pain for a brief moment. My heartbeat picks up, that horrible beeping sound increasing its pace in time with the thumping against my ribs.

      Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

      “Willow?”

      Killian…

      He’s here.

      His eyes. Those crystal-blue orbs, always filled with so much love and affection, flash across my closed lids. I want to see them. Need to. My aching body yearns to feel his arms around me, to have him hold me…

      But moving again is completely off the table, given what just happened.

      Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

      A warm, rough, calloused palm brushes along my cheek. Gentle. Reverent. “Willow? Can you open your eyes? Can you look at me?”

      It seems like such a simple request.

      And I want to.

      I want to see him so damn badly.

      I need to.

      It feels like it’s been an eternity since I’ve laid eyes on him…

      Yet when I try to lift my lids, to see his strong, handsome face, that smile that he reserves only for me, they refuse to move.

      Why are they so damn heavy?

      “Willow?”

      The plea in his voice makes me want to try again.

      I somehow get them half-open, despite them weighing a thousand pounds, but the immediate blinding lights make the stabbing headache a thousand times worse.

      Wincing, I clamp my eyes shut and try to swallow again, barely managing to wet my parched throat. “Lights…”

      “Someone turn off the fucking lights!”

      Killian’s voice booms, filled with so much authority and tension. A command he expects to be followed by whoever else is here.

      And they’ll do it.

      Everyone always does what Killian asks, even if he isn’t the nicest about the way he does it.

      He has always been grumpy and short with people, but they know he doesn’t really mean it. And he’s never that way with me. Certainly not like that.

      He sounds angry.

      Frustrated maybe?

      I try to shift again, to move closer to him, to reach out and offer my touch that always seems to soothe him whenever he’s lost in his own head, suffocating with the weight of all that he carries on his broad shoulders. Just as he does for me when I need it.

      But everything hurts.

      Every limb.

      Every muscle.

      Every damn inch of my skin.

      Every fiber of my being screams at me to stop moving.

      That incessant beeping picks up.

      Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

      What is that?

      Killian’s thumb brushes softly over my cheek. That familiar scrape of hard-earned callouses soothes some of the tension in my body. “Willow, can you hear me?”

      I manage an almost imperceptible nod through the pounding in my skull and hear his sigh of relief over that horrible beeping.

      What the hell is that?

      Nothing on the homestead makes that sound.

      Certainly nothing in the cabin.

      Yet, it’s somehow familiar, even though I can’t quite place it.

      “Did somebody get the doctor?” Killian again, panic rising in his voice. “Someone get her. Now!”

      Panic?

      No.

      Killian McBride doesn’t panic.

      Ever.

      So strong.

      So steady.

      So confident in himself and everything he does.

      But not now…

      What did he say?

      Doctor?

      “What—” I only manage to get out that single word before the dryness in my throat prevents me from speaking anymore, and I cough again. A sharp stab in my side doubles me slightly, and I press my hand against it, groaning at the discomfort every little movement creates.

      “Can someone get her some water?”

      People shuffling.

      Footsteps approaching… “Is she allowed to have it?”

      Liam…

      Liam’s here, too.

      That’s good.

      He always calms things down, especially when Killian is out of sorts.

      And it sounds like he is right now.

      I try to settle down into the bed that doesn’t feel quite right.

      Not our bed.

      Ours is soft and comfortable and smells like Killian—like the clean, crisp mountain air, leather, and freshly cut wood. This smells…sterile. Like chemicals. And the sheets are scratchy on my aching skin.

      Definitely uncomfortable.

      Something else brushes against my forehead.

      Not his hand.

      His lips, maybe?

      Soft and warm.

      Loving.

      I groan and try to shift closer to him on the bed. My body screams in protest, a piercing pain in my ribs making me wince again.

      “Here.”

      Liam again.

      He always takes care of everyone…

      Killian’s fingers tip my head up, and something presses to my lips. “Water. Take a sip.”

      I open my mouth, and a straw slips slightly into it.

      Water.

      Yes, that would be good.

      So thirsty.

      I take a short pull from it.

      Cool liquid coats my desert-dry throat.

      God, does that taste good…

      Killian’s hand slides away from my face, and he pulls the straw back. “Not too much.” Feet shuffling again. Murmured voices I can’t quite make out. “Willow? Can you open your eyes?”

      His voice wavers.

      Unsure.

      Unsteady.

      Not at all the way he usually sounds.

      That alone is enough to get me to make another attempt to see what’s wrong, what has him so upset.

      I finally manage to get my lids to lift, and Killian’s face is right there, illuminated by something behind me in the relative darkness of the room.

      Thick, long blond hair falls over his temples and to his shoulders, disheveled and unkempt. Rough and rugged.

      Just like the man.

      A muscle in his clenched jaw tics while he examines me.

      Those icy eyes sweep over my face, narrowing with concern. Taking in every minute detail, as if he hasn’t looked at me every single day for the last five years and known me my entire life before that.

      Almost like he’s seeing me for the first time.

      Heavy lines at the corners of his eyes and dark smudges beneath them make him look somehow older. Exhausted. Almost…haunted. “Willow?”

      “Hi…”

      The corners of his lips twitch slightly, melting away a bit of the tension from his features. “Hi.”

      He releases a long exhale that sounds like he’s been holding his breath for days and cups my cheek again, slowly grazing his thumb across it. Goosebumps break out across my skin at the soft touch coming from such a strong man, clearly filled with so much tension.

      I shiver slightly, every part of me aching or stinging or screaming out in some other way.

      His brow immediately furrows, distress darkening that azure gaze. “The doctor’s going to be here soon.”

      Doctor?

      It takes a moment for my foggy brain, still tinged with that warm, welcoming darkness, to process his words.

      Oh, the beeping…

      That’s why the sound is so familiar.

      I peek over my shoulder at the machines lined up behind my hospital bed, monitoring my vital signs. An IV line runs to my left hand, which explains the tug on it when I moved. But nothing explains why I’m here, or why the hell it feels like my entire body is revolting against me.

      My head throbs as I struggle to remember what might have put me here, but all that comes is that same pitch black that surrounded me before I woke.

      I turn back to Killian, wincing at the ice pick slamming into my temples. “What happened? Why am I in the hospital?”

      He glances behind him, and I follow his gaze to where Connor and Liam stand. His brothers look just as nervous and concerned as he does, shifting on their feet and averting their gazes. Liam runs a hand over his short, reddish hair while Connor presses his lips together, his dark brows narrowed over hard eyes that focus on the foot of my bed and not me.

      Neither one of them has ever been uncomfortable around me before or afraid to speak their mind.

      Confusion shifts to unease bordering on panic.

      What is going on?

      No one says anything, and before anyone can or I can ask again, a woman in a while lab coat enters the room and flicks on the lights. I wince, and her soft hazel eyes immediately fall on me over the rim of tortoise-shell glasses, and she offers a genuine smile. “Willow, nice to see you awake.”

      I try to sit up, but Killian places a gentle hand on my shoulder, keeping me prone. “Don’t try to move too much.”

      What happened to me?

      He’s obviously terrified, and if I’m in the big hospital in Asheville, that means it wasn’t something Doc Broward and his nurse, Amy, could handle at the McBride Mountain Clinic.

      All I see when I try to remember how I got here is a vast, empty black hole.

      The doctor approaches the bed on the side opposite where Killian sits and takes a look at the monitors and something on the tablet in her hand. “I’m Dr. Sommers. How are you feeling?”

      I attempt to process the question and take stock of my body. The aches. The stabbing pains when I move. The throbbing in my head. “Like shit.”

      She chuckles softly. “I would imagine so, given your injuries.”

      “Injuries?”

      Killian squeezes my shoulder. “You’re okay. Right, Doc?”

      Dr. Sommers presses her lips together and meets my gaze after giving him a reproachful look. “You have quite a few bumps and bruises, lots of scratches and scrapes, and the cut above your eye needed stitches, but you were lucky that the only things broken were a few cracked ribs.”

      “What?” Panic seizes my chest, wrapping around it and tightening until my breaths feel more like a slow trickle of air instead of filling my lungs. “Wh-what happened? Was I…in a car accident?”

      She exchanges another look with Killian that I can’t quite decipher.

      He cups my face, turning it back toward him. “What do you remember?”

      “I…” I try again, but there’s still an empty abyss where my memory of whatever got me here should be. “I don’t…I can’t…the last thing I remember is being at the Memorial Day Festival, watching you do the carving demonstration. I was with Raven.” Darkness encroaches again, and I shake my head to try to keep it at bay, but I immediately regret the move when it makes those daggers stab into my brain again. “And that’s it. I don’t…”

      Killian’s eyes widen, and he glances at his brothers.

      Their earlier nervousness has shifted into something else.

      Fear.

      My lips tremble along with my body. “What is it?”

      Killian’s throat works, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he peeks up at the doctor. “Um…Willow, that was a year ago.”

      No…

      I try to push myself up, but the doctor gently presses on my shoulder, keeping me down.

      Killian pulls his hand from my cheek to shove it through his long, unruly hair, pushing out of his chair to his feet. “We just had the festival again last week, Willow. And you weren’t there. That was a year ago that you watched me…”

      “What?” No. No. No. No. No. No. “That can’t…that can’t be right.”

      That can’t have been a year ago.

      Connor and Liam exchange a look, as if neither particularly wants to intervene, but Liam steps forward, giving me the kind, reassuring smile he typically sports that always makes people feel at ease.

      He rests his hand on mine on the bed and squeezes gently. “I’m sorry, Willow, it is. That was last summer.”

      Last.

      Summer.

      “Oh, my God.”

      Dr. Sommers types something on her tablet. “You don’t remember anything from the past year?”

      “I…”

      No.

      No.

      No.

      No matter how hard I try, I can’t get past this solid wall of nothing.

      The memories of the festival and everything before are crystal clear.

      I can picture the way Killian’s tan work pants hung low off his trim hips that day. How those delicious abs and sinfully perfect Adonis belt tempted me to look even lower. The sculpted muscles of his back and chest bunching and flexing as he demonstrated wood carving for the excited crowd of locals and tourists that packed Main Street that afternoon. The way his eyes drifted over to meet mine, and he gave me that lecherous grin that promised as soon as we got home, he was going to get cleaned up and then get very dirty all over again.

      But after that…

      Absolutely.

      Nothing.

      “There’s like…this black hole.” I squeeze my eyes closed, wincing at the thumping of my brain against my skull. “I can’t see anything there. Not after the festival.” Releasing a frustrated groan, I force my eyes open. “It feels like that just happened yesterday…”

      Killian’s gaze softens as he stares down at me the way he always has—like I’m his entire world. Like the sun revolves around me instead of us around it. I remember that.

      Why can’t I remember anything else?

      God, that was a year ago?

      The fact that I can’t remember anything and they’re all looking at me expectantly makes me bristle. Something is very wrong. Full-blown panic threatens to choke me. “How-how did I get here?”

      Killian retakes his place in the chair next to the bed and pulls my hand into his. It feels the same, but it trembles now in a way I’ve never felt from this man. “I found you in the river, Willow.”

      “The river?”

      An image of the main waterway that cuts a path across McBride Mountain flashes through my head.

      The lifeline for the wildlife in the area.

      But also incredibly dangerous in places.

      Definitely not anywhere I would venture on my own.

      Killian nods.

      “But…how did I…?”

      He shakes his head. “We don’t know. You were hypothermic. I don’t know how long you’d been in the water, but I pulled you out and we got you into Asheville to the ER as quickly as we could.”

      What?

      That’s something I should remember.

      How I got into the water.

      Being swept downriver.

      Killian’s pulling me out.

      But there is nothing.

      I glance up at the doctor. “Why can’t I remember?”

      She offers me a soft smile. “The good news is, we did an MRI, and there doesn’t appear to be any damage to your brain, and your bloodwork has all come back normal. Given how you were found in the water and that gash on your head, you likely have a concussion, though. Your body shows that you were battered pretty badly on your way downriver. You’ve obviously suffered trauma, and with a traumatic injury, it’s not uncommon for some parts of the brain to shut down so it can focus on healing. The memories should return. Eventually. You just have to give it some time and give your body a chance to heal.”

      Time to heal.

      But apparently, a lot of time has passed.

      An entire year just gone.

      So much must have happened in that time.

      We had so many plans⁠—

      My gaze immediately drops to my left hand, where my engagement ring has sat on that all-important finger since Killian proposed, searching for the wedding band that would be with it if Killian and I had finally gotten married like we had planned last July.

      A few cuts and scrapes mar the otherwise bare finger where it rests on top of the hospital blanket.

      No wedding band.

      Not even my engagement ring.

      As empty as my memory of why it’s gone.
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      WILLOW

      My stomach tenses along with every sore muscle and joint in my body. That pulsating agony pierces my temples as I try to remember anything.

      Did it come off in the river?

      Or…

      Was it already gone?

      I never took it off.

      Not even when I was making candles.

      It was a part of me as much as the man who gave it to me.

      The harder I try to figure it out, the more I have to choke back the bile rising in my throat.

      I wouldn’t have taken it off.

      Never.

      Killian watches me carefully, so stock-still that he almost appears like he isn’t breathing. His massive chest doesn’t move. Those intensely blue eyes don’t waver from mine, but I see fear swimming in them.

      He has the answers.

      And I need them.

      Not being able to remember feels like floating lost in space with no tether to get me back to Earth. Spinning endlessly in a dark void. Spiraling out of control with no anchor to anything tangible. No lifeline. Except him.

      Killian has always been my rock.

      Even before we were together, the McBrides felt like home. He felt like home. A safe haven. The only person who could ever calm my fears and help me escape the turmoil in my life and head.

      That’s what I need now.

      I need him to do what he does best—take control and wipe away my uncertainty and confusion.

      “Wh-what happened since the festival last year?”

      Connor and Liam both shift nervously and give Killian a long, knowing look, then offer me tight smiles before they slip out of the room, leaving me alone with the doctor and the man I should be married to by now.

      “Ms. May…” Dr. Sommers offers me a kind look and a pat on the hand, as if she can sense my rising panic and doesn’t want it to boil over. “It’s best if you just relax and rest right now. Don’t try to strain your body or mind. Give yourself the opportunity to heal. In the meantime, we’ll keep you comfortable when it comes to the pain, and you should be able to go home tomorrow.”

      Home…

      I let my gaze meet Killian’s again, but before I can ask him anything else about the massive gap in my memory, rushed, frantic footsteps pound down the hallway, and a blaze of blond hair flies through the door.

      Familiar green eyes meet mine, filled with frantic concern.

      Raven’s jaw drops. “Oh, my God, Willow!”

      She rushes toward the bed and elbows Killian out of the way. The man twice her size, who absolutely could have stood his ground, knows better than to get between Raven and me after all these years. Especially when she gives him her don’t mess with me or you’ll regret it look.

      Even I fear that one.

      Raven throws her arms around me, and I wince as the pressure and movement pull at both the IV in my hand and at my damaged ribs.

      She doesn’t seem to notice, just buries her face against my neck, wet tears hitting my skin. Her body trembles, and she squeezes me far too tightly, as if she can’t believe I’m really here, in her arms.

      When she pulls back, she searches my face. “What the hell happened?”

      Her accusatory gaze cuts to Killian.

      He holds up his hands with a defensive scowl, his ice-hard glare carving through her like the blade of the axe he usually carries. “Don’t look at me like that. I found her like this in the river.”

      Raven’s blond brows fly up. “The river?” Her focus slices back to me. “What the hell? Last I heard, you were in Charleston.”

      Killian shifts his stance, angling himself closer to me, physically inserting himself between Raven and the bed, forcing her to retreat a step. “Charleston?”

      What?

      My confusion matches Killian’s.

      I flick my gaze between their stare-down, trying to process what’s happening, but my drugged—and apparently damaged—brain can’t seem to grasp what they’re saying.

      Even attempting to remember brings more agony.

      “Why the hell was I in Charleston?”

      I struggle to find even a single memory to prove it’s true.

      The thudding against my skull gets even worse, and I raise my hands, the IV tugging on my left one as I rub at my temples.

      But it’s no use.

      It’s all blank.

      Absolutely blank.

      Raven shoves Killian’s chest, and he retreats enough for her to sit on the edge of my bed and take my hand in hers. Squeezing it, she glances at Dr. Sommers rather than answering my question, almost as if she’s afraid to. “Why doesn’t she remember?”

      The doctor continues typing on her tablet, barely peeking up at the soap opera unraveling in front of her. “Trauma like she’s suffered can cause temporary memory loss. It should come back with time and rest.”

      She keeps saying that, but the vague answer doesn’t do anything to ease the panic at having a year of my life missing.

      I watch her face carefully, trying to gauge her level of concern when I ask the very important question no one has yet. “Should come back. But when?”

      “That’s not an easy question to answer.” She finally fully looks up and offers me a sympathetic smile. “For most people, it takes a few days or weeks. For others, it can be months, even years.” Her gaze darts to Killian. “And there are some rare cases where people don’t ever recover those gaps in memory. Though, those are few and far between.”

      Don’t ever recover…

      A vise tightens around my ribcage.

      I might not ever remember the last year…

      Dr. Sommers smiles, tucking her tablet under her arm. “I’ll come back and check on you before my shift ends. Press the call button if you need anything. And you”—she points between Killian and Raven—“need to clear out of here. She needs to rest.”

      Killian grunts, reinserting himself closer to me with his hip touching the top of the bed. “If you think I’m leaving her, you’re out of your fucking mind.”

      The doctor just glares at him, seemingly undeterred by his attempt to physically intimidate her. “Do I need to have security come for you?”

      A low growl slips from his lips. “Let. Them. Fucking. Try.”

      He widens his stance and crosses his massive arms over his barrel chest, making his T-shirt pull taut across bulging muscles and tattooed biceps.

      An immovable force.

      My heart flip-flops the way it always does when he goes into this protective and possessive mode. When he stakes his claim on me and ensures anyone else around knows I’m his—and he’s mine.

      Raven offers her most innocent smile to the clearly perturbed doctor. “We’ll just be a few minutes, and then I’ll go.” She knows better than to argue with the woman who very well can get her thrown out, even if Killian would be more difficult. As a reporter, she understands what it means to choose her conflicts carefully and how to get what she wants. “I promise.”

      Killian continues his stare-down with the doc. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      Silent tension permeates the air, along with that infuriating beeping that is no longer drowned out by our conversation.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Beep.

      Finally, Dr. Sommers seems to realize she’s going to lose this battle with Killian and releases an annoyed huff before she leaves the room.

      Probably wise.

      Killian McBride isn’t the man you want to have this kind of argument with because he never breaks or bends. And Raven isn’t much better. She doesn’t get intimidated; she intimidates when necessary. Which is what makes her such a damn good reporter and best friend.

      Raven squeezes my hand as soon as the door closes behind the doctor. “So, you don’t remember where you were or how you ended up in the river?”

      I shake my head and glance up at Killian. “The last thing I remember was the Memorial Day Festival…last year.”

      Her pale-pink lips part as she gapes at me for a moment, then whips her head toward him. “Oh, my God.” She clears her throat, gaze darting between us almost frantically. “Um…”

      Killian offers her an almost imperceptible shake of his head.

      Anyone else might have missed the motion.

      But I know him too well.

      I know his body and how he moves.

      I know his moods and how to read them.

      I know every inch of this man.

      And the vibes he’s giving off now…

      Something is very wrong.

      Something he doesn’t want me to know.

      Something he doesn’t want Raven to tell me.

      “Umm.” Raven bristles, shifting nervously on the bed and giving me a tight smile. “Well, I think I can help fill in some of the gaps.”

      Except whatever Killian is trying to keep her quiet about…

      “What do you mean?” Killian’s deep voice echoes around the room, vibrating with his anger. “You told me you didn’t know where she was when I was looking for her.”

      Looking for me?

      Raven’s earlier comment about Charleston flickers through my head as she scowls at him. “I fucking lied, Killian. She told me she didn’t want to see you again. I was going to protect my best friend, not help you.”

      Protect me from what?

      My stomach pitches, and I have to fight to keep bile from making its way up my throat again.

      “What are you two talking about?” I start shaking, the fingers of my free hand curling in the scratchy hospital bed blanket and tightening. “What’s going on?”

      Tears well in my eyes the longer they don’t answer.

      My question just hangs in the air.

      Neither Killian nor Raven says a word, both simply staring at each other like they’re waiting for the other to break first—or daring the other one to try it.

      Finally, Raven throws up her free hand. “Oh, this is ridiculous, Killian. It’s not like she isn’t going to find out.”

      Having them talk about me and my life as if I’m not sitting right here makes me want to scream. “Find out what?”

      Raven squeezes my fingers tightly, ignoring the fury radiating off Killian. “Honey, you left town the day after the festival last year.”

      Left town?

      I look at Killian. “What?”

      His clenched jaw matches the granite hardness of every muscle in his body, and he shifts uneasily on his feet, arms still crossed over his chest.

      He doesn’t want to explain and hates being backed into a corner like this.

      He’s exposed with nowhere to hide. “We…had a fight…”

      A fight?

      Pain stabs at my temples again, and I squeeze my eyes closed, trying to reconcile his words with anything in my memory.

      We never argue.

      Like…ever.

      What could we possibly have fought about that was bad enough to have him acting like this?

      That was bad enough to make me leave McBride Mountain?

      I open my eyes again and meet his tentative gaze filled with utter anguish that I have only seen on his face once before—when his mother died. “I left?”

      Raven glares at Killian, who finally moves from his imitation of a statue and turns away, scrubbing his hands over his face and through his hair, tugging on the long, blond strands like he always does when he’s frustrated.

      He doesn’t seem inclined to shed any light on the situation.

      He can’t even look at me.

      But my best friend won’t leave me hanging.

      She tightens her grip on my hand, casting a hesitant look at him before refocusing on me. “You called me to come up and help you pack. You were…borderline hysterical. Said you had to leave. That you couldn’t stay any longer.”

      Killian’s shoulders tighten, back still to me.

      But I don’t have to see his face to know how upset he is.

      The tension practically radiates off him.

      “I tried to get you to tell me what happened, but all you would say was that it was over between you and Killian, that you didn’t have a future on McBride Mountain.”

      Those words ring in my ears, almost as painfully as trying to remember.

      But they don’t feel right.

      Not when the last memory I have of him is the love in his gaze and touch and of the future we were planning together.

      “But why?”

      Killian spins to face us now, his hands fisted as if he’s fighting the urge to destroy something. “It doesn’t matter.”

      Raven sneers at him. “It very much does.”

      His gaze drifts to me, and the apology soaking those azure eyes tells me that whatever happened between us, he regrets it deeply. “Please, Willow, you don’t need to be worrying about this right now…” He shoves a hand through his hair roughly. “Later, when you’re feeling better. We can…we can talk.”

      There’s a plea there.

      To let it go for now.

      Under any other circumstances, I wouldn’t.

      I’ve always had to push Killian to open up, to break free from his natural inclination to shut down and keep everyone out—even those he loves the most. And I was the only one who could ever do it without getting snapped at and paying the consequences for poking the bear.

      But bone-deep exhaustion threatens to drag me back under the longer this goes on.

      And that incessant pounding in my head only grows.

      Right now, I don’t have it in me to push, not when even breathing and thinking hurts.

      I tear my gaze from his to focus on Raven and what she said earlier, which makes more sense, coupled with this revelation. “So, I went to Charleston?”

      She shakes her head. “No, we loaded up your truck, and you said you were heading to Asheville, to those friends you met at that market.”

      “Julie and Rob?”

      “Yeah.” She nods. “You stayed with them for a while before you went to Williamsburg.”

      “Williamsburg?”

      Killian snarls. “What the hell, Raven? First, you said Charleston, now it’s Asheville and Williamsburg. Where the hell was she?”

      Raven glares at him, then turns back to me. “Over the last year, you’ve sent me maybe half a dozen different things. A birthday gift, a  Christmas gift, a few postcards. It seemed like you were spending a couple of months in one place and then moving on. Hitting up local markets and selling your candles in various shops. You always sounded so happy when you wrote, and I didn’t think there was any reason to worry, as long as you were.”

      A shadow falls over her as Killian shifts closer to the bed, blocking out the light and looming over Raven in a way that would intimidate someone who wasn’t so used to dealing with him. “So, you don’t really know where she was before today?”

      His question fills the room, along with a thousand other unspoken ones.

      Raven pulls her lip under her teeth and shakes her head. “No.” Her eyes meet mine. “The last postcard I got was from Charleston a few months ago.”

      Months?

      Shifting his weight, Killian scowls deeper, his brow furrowing as if he’s trying to process all this information just as I am. “A lot can happen in a few months…”

      And a year, apparently.

      Killian issues a frustrated growl, shoving his hands into his hair again. “None of this makes any fucking sense. Why would she come back to McBride Mountain and not tell anyone?”

      I suck in a long, slow breath, that same question battering my brain.

      Even if I wasn’t in Charleston. Even if I had moved on to somewhere else. Even if whatever happened with Killian kept me from wanting to see him, I would have driven straight to Raven’s the moment I pulled into town. “I wouldn’t have…”

      Raven seems to understand exactly what I’m saying, tears brimming in her emerald eyes as she squeezes my hand. “When are you getting out of here? When can I bring you home?”

      “Tomorrow, but⁠—”

      Killian moves again, towering over Raven, who is half his size at best—David and Goliath going head to head again in a battle I can sense in the air. “She’s not going to your place.”

      His tone offers no room for argument.

      Raven gapes up at him. “Excuse me?”

      He thrusts an outstretched finger toward the door. “That doctor isn’t going to get me to leave her bedside, and there’s no way in Hell she’s not coming home with me.”
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      KILLIAN

      Raven glares at me from where she sits beside Willow, clutching her hand possessively when it should be me doing it.

      The woman who has been a thorn in my side since basically the day she was born appears to want to continue that placement—and fester in the wound she created by not telling me where or how to find Willow over the last year.

      So many arguments.

      So many times I tried desperately to get any information about how to find Willow.

      Only to get nowhere because of Raven.

      Her pink lips that have spewed so many horrible things about me and everyone else in McBride Mountain on her little website twist at me, her jaw tightening. “She broke up with you, Killian. She left you. She’s not going back to your place.”

      Fucking hell.

      Raven isn’t wrong about what went down—or the fact that Willow’s leaving me was completely warranted. But rage boils in my blood at the thought of letting her out of my sight again. It reignites from the simmering fury that’s been there since the moment I found Willow in that cold water and pulled her from it.

      Even now, cataloging her injuries mentally and seeing them marring her still-too-pale skin makes me want to punch through a fucking wall, to burn down the world until I find whoever’s responsible for this⁠—

      Except it’s me.

      That fight…

      Willow had every reason to leave and believe what she told Raven—that she didn’t have a future with me on the mountain anymore. She had every reason to want to stay away. But coming back and ending up in the river like that, so far into the remote area of the mountains that even Connor, Liam, and I rarely venture there, doesn’t make any sense.

      And seeing her with Raven confirms for me that something else is happening beneath the surface of how things appear.

      Even if she wants nothing to do with me and didn’t want to see my face again, she wouldn’t have returned without going straight to Raven. She would have run to her best friend the moment she crossed past the “Welcome to McBride Mountain” sign.

      Which means there’s something bigger going on here.

      Something that could be very dangerous.

      Especially to the woman sitting in that hospital bed.

      That means I won’t cave about bringing Willow home with me.

      Not a fucking chance.

      Not when we don’t know anything.

      Not when she doesn’t have her memory.

      Not when she’s so vulnerable.

      Not when—since the moment I saw her face in that river—my heart started beating again for the first time in a fucking year.

      I won’t let her out of my sight again until I know she’s safe and I’ve unraveled this mystery.

      Unless that’s what she wants…

      I tear my focus from Raven and redirect it to the woman in question, who watches us with wide gray eyes, one with a bandage above it where the skin over her eyebrow was split open and had to be stitched closed.

      “Willow, I won’t force you to do anything you don’t want to”—I swallow the emotion clogging my throat at having to even ask her this—“but would you rather come home with me tomorrow or go to Raven’s?”

      The mere thought that she might not trust me, might not want to come to the home we shared, is enough to make me hold my breath in anticipation of her response.

      All the agony I’ve suffered the past year, knowing I lost the greatest thing in my life because of what I did, rushes over me, washing away the relief of having her back. Because I could lose her again just as quickly.

      She could say no.

      She could want to go with Raven.

      Some subconscious part of her might still hate me and want to stay away.

      Her uncertain eyes shift to her best friend and then return to me, searching mine, though I don’t know what she’s looking for because I don’t even know what’s there.

      Anger.

      Fear.

      Full-on hysteria.

      Everything happened so fast.

      This morning, I woke up thinking I was going out with Connor and Liam to fell a goddamn tree, but instead, I found the woman I thought I would spend the rest of my life with, the woman who left me and shattered my heart a year ago, practically dead in the fucking water.

      And now she can’t even tell me how she got there or explain any of it.

      “Please, Honeybee…”

      There’s only one woman on this planet I would get on my knees and beg for, and it’s this one.

      If I have to drop to this shitty linoleum in front of Raven, knowing full well it will end up on her gossip page tomorrow, I would still do it.

      And using that nickname for her might have been playing dirty, but when it comes to her, I’m willing to do anything.

      Willow looks at Raven and squeezes her hand, giving her a soft smile that pulls at her split lip. “I…I want to go home.”

      The way she says the word finally allows me to draw air into my lungs again.

      She means the cabin.

      Our home.

      The place we shared that’s been so cold and empty since she left it.

      Raven’s gaze softens until her glare flicks to me. “Are you sure? You left him for a reason…”

      I flinch at that, squeezing my eyes closed, rocking back on my feet slightly at the blow. But when I reopen them, Willow isn’t looking at me with any sort of mistrust or anger.

      There’s a soft yearning there.

      Because she doesn’t remember the fight or what I said.

      Willow gives me a smile that tugs at my heart in a way nothing else ever could. “Killian would never hurt me. Not in a million years. I need to go home. I need to go where I feel safe.”

      Fuck.

      I’ve spent a year wanting her back, wanting to hear words just like that, but now, I can’t even enjoy them. Not when she can’t remember and would despise me if she could.

      Raven appears torn between arguing and caving. “And that’s with him?”

      Willow nods, wincing slightly at the movement in a way that makes me want to climb into that bed and pull her into my arms. And I would, if I weren’t afraid of hurting her—and of the doctor actually calling security to try to physically remove me.

      Not that they could.

      But it would cause Willow undue stress to witness their vain attempt.

      “If you’re sure.” Raven leans in and kisses Willow on the cheek, then rises to her feet. “Do you need me to bring you anything?”

      She glances at me, and I run a hand through my hair, rubbing at the back of my neck. “She took most of her stuff with her. I only have a few things. She’ll need the basics—clothes, toiletries…”

      Raven offers a nod. “I’ll drop it off at your place tonight.”

      “I won’t be there.”

      Her annoyance hardens her gaze. “Then I’ll leave it with Liam.”

      I nod my agreement, not about to get into another argument with her by mentioning she could also leave it with Connor just as easily. Knowing the animosity between those two, there’s no question about why she didn’t mention that possibility.

      Willow gives her a smile, and a single tear trails down her cheek. “Thank you.”

      “You don’t have to thank me, hon, just get better. I’m so glad you’re home.”

      Raven leans down and hugs Willow again, more gently this time, then turns and slips from the room, letting the door close behind her and leaving me alone with Willow for the first time since I pulled her from that river.

      Those first few minutes flash through my head…

      Before Connor and Liam heard my screams and came rushing from the woods to see what had happened…

      When I had her laid out along the shore, searching her for injuries and trying to get her to wake up.

      I don’t think I breathed during those moments.

      I don’t think I did anything but pray.

      And someone heard me…

      She’s lying in this bed.

      She’s here.

      She’s okay.

      Mostly.

      But I can see that she’s really not.

      Even after a year apart, I can still read her.

      And she’s terrified and lost right now.

      I slowly lower myself into the chair beside her bed again and take her hand in mine.

      So small.

      So soft.

      So cold compared to my own.

      I bring it to my lips and brush them across the back of it, inhaling that scent that’s all Willow that somehow still clings to her after everything that’s happened today. Sweet honey and lavender. “How are you doing?”

      The tears flow down her cheeks now, over the bruise on the left, the scratch across the right, to where her bottom lip is split near the corner.

      Each injury painful to even look at.

      She shakes her head. “I don’t know. How should I be?”

      A little strangled sob slips from her mouth, and I squeeze her hand when all I really want to do is pull her into my arms and hold her tightly.

      “I’m so sorry.” I stare at our entwined fingers, including the one that should be wearing my ring. The ring she left sitting on the nightstand beside the bed we shared when she cleared out and left me and McBride Mountain behind. “I wish there was something I could do. Anything.”

      Literally anything.

      I would give every penny I have, my own life, to save her even one more minute of the suffering she’s going through right now. To alleviate the pain I see in her eyes. To wipe away those tears permanently.

      “It’s not your fault.” She releases another sob. “I don’t think…”

      Because she doesn’t know.

      And I can’t tell her.

      Not now.

      Not when she’s like this.

      Not when it would break her even more.

      I release a heavy sigh, filled with a year’s worth of regret. But she doesn’t need my apology right now when she doesn’t even know what went down between us.

      What she needs is reassurance.

      “Your memory will come back eventually, and you’ll be able to tell us where you’ve been, what you’ve been doing, and what happened to you. How you ended up back on the McBride Mountain and in the river.”

      Her bottom lip quivers. “What if…what if I can’t?”

      Fuck.

      Those words do more damage than any axe ever could, splintering me wide open as tears start to form in my own eyes.

      I lean forward and kiss away the one trickling down her cheek. “Then I’m going to find out what happened to you, and I’m going to make things right. I promise.”

      “Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Killian.”

      That blade cuts into me again, slashing deeper.

      If she only knew what she said really meant…

      How I’ve utterly failed to do just that, and it sent her running from me.

      I need her to remember where she’s been and what happened to her, but I dread the day the memory of our fight returns.

      Because once she knows what I said to lose her, it will change everything, and I will lose my second chance with the woman who still holds my heart.
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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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