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        For Amy

        My favorite sister-in-law

        For welcoming me into your family without question and for liking me more than you like your own brother.
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      Hayden flicked off his gloves, washed his hands, and rubbed his forehead. The surgery had taken longer than he had anticipated, but at least the patient wouldn’t have permanent disfiguration of her face. Car and other major accidents were the worst because they messed up the bone structure.

      He glanced at the chart one more time and went out into the waiting room. He found the parents in the corner with their hands clasped together.

      He sat in the chair beside the father. “I just finished with your daughter. She’s going to be fine. She’ll probably have some swelling for the next several weeks, but she’ll look like her old self.”

      The mother looked up, tear streaks staining her face. “Thank you so much, Dr. Jorgensen. We were so worried.”

      “A nurse will come get you when you can see her.” Hayden got up and trudged to his office. He never wanted sleep more than he did today. He enjoyed working the trauma side of plastic surgery, but it was exhausting.

      He stopped dead in the doorway. “Faith, what are you doing here?”

      She stood, revealing her mile-long legs. He was sure she wore the miniskirt to drive him crazy. She slid off her jacket, and her breasts nearly fell out of her dress. He rolled his eyes and sat down at his desk. He knew exactly what she was trying to do.

      “I was visiting a friend and thought I’d check on you.” She sat on the edge of his desk and leaned toward him.

      He scooted his chair away. Faith didn’t know how to take a hint. They’d broken things off years ago, but she tried to win him back from time to time. Maybe if he had a girlfriend or something, she’d back off, but he couldn’t bring himself to have a serious relationship after what happened with her.

      “It’s nice to see you, but I’ve got a lot of paperwork to do.”

      She placed her hand on his file. Her inch-long nails were painted a bright red. “Surely you can unwind a little. This won’t take long.”

      He touched the rock on her left ring finger. “You’re engaged. I thought I made it very clear that I wasn’t interested.”

      She pouted. “Just say the word, sweetie, and your ring can replace this one.”

      “You and I are through. We’ve been over for a long time. Why don’t you go home to Neal?” Three years ago, her little show might’ve worked, but he no longer wanted anything to do with her. Every once in a while the girl he knew peeked through, and if Faith remembered anything about their past, she’d know that would be the way to get to him.

      She let out a sigh. “He’s at a conference in Boston. I was thinking how much fun we used to have. Plus, you haven’t seen the girls yet.” She jiggled her brand new breasts.

      “Faith, get out of my office.”

      “When did you become such a bore?” she asked, sliding off his desk.

      “I’ve always been. You’re the one who changed.”

      He opened his file and refused to look up again. She made a lot of racket stomping out, and as soon as she cleared the door, he shut and locked it.

      He sat down and pulled out his phone, searching for the picture he knew was there. The one of Faith before his colleagues’ wives got their claws into her. The picture revealed the bright, blue-eyed gorgeous woman from five years ago, the woman he’d wanted to marry someday.

      Before he knew what was happening, she was botoxing and getting lip fillers, and she got liposuction to change her from a size four to a size two.

      He broke it off when she requested that he do her breast augmentation. She’d gone through at least three since that time. He remembered that argument well. She ambushed him one night at dinner, invited two of her new friends, and all three women spent an hour explaining why Faith would be better with a C-cup instead of her natural B.

      His phone buzzed, and he picked it up. Three days. You ready?

      Hell yeah, he answered.

      He wasn’t really. In three days he was leaving for a six-month stint at a clinic in Phuket, Thailand. Part of the reason he was going was Faith. Neal transferred his practice to a building at the hospital complex where Hayden worked, and Hayden didn’t want to see Faith parading all over the place.

      He didn’t love her anymore. He lost that feeling a long time ago, and he detested what she stood for. She was a stark reminder that he could never be in a serious relationship. Faith was perfect in every way before they began dating. She was sweet, giving, kind, beautiful, and down to earth. Now she was vain and looked nothing like she had then. The plastic surgery wives were the ultimate mean girls, and as long as he remained a plastic surgeon, he’d have to deal with their type.

      It wasn’t just Faith. He’d seen it happen to his buddy’s wife as well. She was sweet and cute until she started hanging out with the wives. Now he couldn’t stand the woman.

      He’d trained too long to get to this point. He was well-respected in his field. Plus, he got an enormous amount of satisfaction out of the work he did. He especially loved it when he could make a child with a cleft lip smile or allow a burn victim to step outside their doors without stares. He’d thought about switching to family practice, but couldn’t picture himself diagnosing strep throat. He was an expert at those tough surgeries, and to stop doing them wouldn’t be right.

      As soon as he had finished his residency, he moved home to Michigan and started at the hospital in Grand Rapids. He wanted to do necessary surgery, not the fake crap they did in the clinics.

      Now the one girl he never wanted to see again would be flouncing all over his hospital.

      So in spite of the fact that he loved doing necessary reconstructions instead of elective, he was going to go sell his soul in Phuket. He supposed it wouldn’t be that bad. He expected he’d learn a lot. All the new procedures were in the clinics since that was where the money was. He could take the things he learned and use them in the hospital when he returned. His buddy who hooked him up with the clinic also helped him find a local hospital he could moonlight at, which he was looking forward to.

      His phone buzzed again. He smiled when he saw that it was his mother. They were very close even though she didn’t agree with his career choice.

      Do you really have to go?

      Yes, Mom. I really have to go.

      You know, if you come up here to work, that would solve your problem as well. Also, the Olsen’s daughter moved home. She’s still gorgeous as ever.

      He chuckled. His mother wanted grandkids bad, but he figured she’d have to wait until his brother got married, because that would not be his life. She also wanted him to take over her family practice on Mackinac Island. Part of him wanted to. It would get him out of the vanity of plastic surgery, but he wasn’t ready to put all of his training to bed. Also, the money wasn’t as great, and he enjoyed his lifestyle.

      I’ll keep that in mind. Got work to do. Talk to you later.

      Hayden finished up his paperwork and filed it away. He’d clean out his office tomorrow. He plucked his keys out of the drawer and made his way to his Porsche. He didn’t drive it much, but since it was going into storage for six months, he wanted to give her one more spin.

      He couldn’t stop thinking about Faith. He carried the guilt of what she became. If he’d seen the signs earlier, or if he’d never introduced her to the wives, she’d still be normal. If they’d never dated, she would’ve settled down to a simpler life, had a couple of kids, and been happier than she was now.

      He passed The Night Owl and stopped at the last minute for a drink. He needed to forget about Faith and all that she represented.
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      Anna stared at the grave marker. It’d been six months since Grandpa died, but they had to let the ground settle before they placed the stone, and it was finally there. She’d spent most of the last six months curled up on the couch binge watching sitcoms on Netflix.

      She didn't want to go home. In fact, all she wanted to do was forget about that day. The last several months had been horrid, and she didn't know how to move on.

      Grandpa had been her whole life. Before he got sick, she'd had a little more of a life, but since her senior year in high school, he’d taken up nearly every minute of her time. Instead of going to school like her friends, she got her CNA license and stayed home to take care of him. She didn’t know how to cope with him being gone.

      She promised herself last week that as soon as they placed the stone, she’d stop moping around the house.

      Her phone buzzed, and she pulled it out of her purse.

      Where are you?

      At the cemetery, she replied.

      Eileen didn’t respond for a few more moments. She never knew what to say when Anna talked about her grandfather's death.

      What's the word?

      On what?

      What? SCHOOL GIRL!

      School still felt surreal. For the past several years, Anna had watched all her friends go off to universities, and she was stuck home. She never said it out loud, but she sort of resented them for that. Now she was going herself, and she wasn’t sure what to think.

      Oh, that. Yeah. I'll start August 20.  She’d gotten a half scholarship. With that and the rest of Grandpa's life insurance, she could just barely afford the first year.

      That calls for a celebration.

      What? No. I’m going home. She wanted to see Eileen, but she didn’t have the mental energy to go out.

      No way in hell. Meet me at The Night Owl.

      Come on, Eileen. I can't afford to go out. Especially now. Just let me go home. So much for her promise to herself. She could go out after school started.

      My treat. You need to celebrate the good things, or you'll burn out.

      Why don’t you come over. We’ll curl up on the couch, watch chick flicks, and make brownies! Eileen wouldn’t go for this, but it was worth a shot.

      You almost had me at brownies. But no. Bar. Two hours. Go home. Put on something cute and meet me there.

      Anna dragged her feet all the way to her car, not arguing with Eileen. At home, she dropped her purse on her side table and glanced around the nearly empty apartment. She'd gotten a bug earlier in the day and cleaned everything from top to bottom and locked all of her grandfather's things in his bedroom. Now it was weird without his shoes sitting by the door, his pillow on the lazyboy or his glasses on the coffee table.

      Anna needed to start her life. Getting her scholarship was the first step. She could go to school and finally feel like an adult. Her senior year in high school, her grandpa, who had been her sole caretaker, got sick. She managed to graduate, but then spent the last six years being his nurse. She’d always done the responsible thing. Even now, she was getting ready to go to school just because she was supposed to. She didn’t even know what she wanted to be. Just not a nurse anymore.

      She went into her closet and thumbed through her outfits. Most of them weren't any good for going out. She didn’t have the money to buy nice clothes. Eileen would want her to wear one of the dresses she bought for Anna, but she went with a pair of jean shorts that were too short to be considered decent, but at least it wasn’t a dress. They weren't going to a club. She threw on a thick-strapped black tank top and dug out her old cowboy boots. It'd been nearly a year since she went out.

      She enjoyed flirting. Most guys called her a tease because she refused to go home with them, but she'd always had to come home to take care of her grandfather. In the last several years, the latest she'd ever stayed out was ten p.m. Tonight would be different. She needed this. 

      She kept her makeup subdued and let her hair out of its ponytail. If the opportunity arose, she didn't need to come home. She’d never had this kind of freedom. Well, technically she could've gone out anytime in the last six months, but she was in mourning. She was grateful Eileen had respected that. 

      Anna was putting on some lipstick when her phone buzzed again. What are you wearing?

      Anna rolled her eyes. Clothes.

      Uh, uh. It must be cute and sexy. None of the yoga pants and t-shirts you've been rocking lately.

      Yoga pants are sexy.

      Not for the bar.

      Anna sighed. Fine. My Levi’s shorts, a black tank, and boots.

      That works. The shorts are the ones where I can see the pockets, right? Not your grandma shorts.

      I know better. 

      Well, we haven't been out in forever. I have news.

      What kind?

      Not telling. See you soon.

      Eileen's news could be about anything. Anna dropped her phone in her purse, grabbed her keys, and locked the door behind her. Tonight would bring something new. She could feel it.

      The bar was dark and musty, but busy. This was the place to be if you were under thirty but were over the club scene. Eileen met most of her hookups here. 

      Anna found Eileen at the bar chatting up Heath, the bartender, and she slid onto a stool next to Eileen. Heath spotted her, left his spot at the bar, and came around to her. He gathered her up in a big hug and whispered in her ear. "I'm sorry about your grandfather."

      "Thanks. I'm trying to move on," she mumbled into his shoulder.

      He let go of her. “You’ve come to the right place. Let me get you a beer.”

      Heath handed her the beer and moved on to others. Anna looked up at Eileen. "What's your big news?"

      "I got the internship."

      "What internship?"

      "I told you about it. It's in Beijing. I'll be there a whole year."

      Anna's stomach fell. This was not good news. "What are you talking about? You can't leave." Eileen had majored in international business, so it made sense. Plus, when they were kids, Eileen always talked about living overseas. She wasn’t ready for Eileen to leave though. Not now that she was finally moving on.

      Eileen creased her eyebrows. "Of course I can. Thousands of people applied for that internship, and I got it." 

      There wasn't much Eileen didn't get if she wanted it. For Anna though, this meant that she wouldn't have anyone to hang with because Eileen was the one who pulled her out of her shell.

      Anna stared down into her glass and blinked away her tears. She didn’t want Eileen to see that she was upset. "When do you leave?"

      "In a couple of weeks. I can't wait." Eileen was being nonchalant, and Anna knew that was only for her benefit. Eileen had to be bursting with excitement. Beijing. It sounded so foreign.

      Anna took a sip of her beer. It'd been a long time since she drank, and she'd have to take it easy. Eileen touched her shoulder. "You'll be fine. You'll meet all kinds of new people at school."

      “And then what do I do for fun?”

      “Then you go out.”

      Anna raised her eyebrows. "Really? Since when have I ever gone out without you?"

      "When you were dating Josh.”

      Anna shook her head. "That was the summer after high school. It doesn't count."

      "Well, it's time for you to do something different. You'll be fine, and we can Skype everyday if you want."

      Anna tried not to be upset. They were here to celebrate, and she was happy for Eileen, but she was sad that everything was changing. She couldn't expect Eileen to stick around forever. Eileen had a life, and she should live it. She'd stayed and gone to school at a local college instead of California like she planned. Eileen never said it, but Anna knew it was for her. 

      A few minutes later Eileen squealed and flung herself off the stool and into the arms of a tall, dark-haired man. Anna spun on her stool and watched for a second. The man leaned down and planted his lips on Eileen's, and Anna knew she'd lost her.

      She turned around and debated calling it a night. Eileen didn’t ditch her very often, but when she did, it was usually for the whole night.

      Heath walked over to her. "You know she's been coming here a lot without you. I think she's been lonely. Don't be too hard on her."

      "Oh, I'm not. This is Eileen. I'm used to it. But I'm probably going to head out."

      He shook his head. "Nope. You stay there. Hot piece of man flesh heading your way."

      Anna blushed. "Heath."

      He winked. "Just give it a few minutes. If he doesn't talk to you, I won't say a word when you bail."
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      Hayden hadn't planned on the bar being so crowded. He weaved his way past a couple making out and decided to sit at the bar instead of a table. He wasn't going to stay long. 

      He sat on a stool next to a pretty young blonde. She gave him a smile, and he waved over the bartender. "Johnny Walker Blue, please."

      The young woman was fidgety. She swirled the last of her beer around her glass and swept her eyes around the entire bar, except at him. Maybe she was waiting for someone and was nervous. He’d been there before. "I'm Hayden," he said.

      "Anna. Nice to meet you."

      "Are you waiting for someone?"

      She shook her head. "No, my friend abandoned me. I was actually leaving."

      "No, stay. Can I get you another drink?"

      She frowned at him. "Okay, thanks. But just one. Then I should go."

      He waved over the bartender. "Please get Anna whatever she wants."

      The bartender wiggled his eyebrows at Anna. "Oh, I know exactly what she wants." He moved to the other side of the bar, pulling out glasses.

      "You know the bartender?"

      Anna nodded. "Eileen and I have been coming here for years. Long before it was legal."

      Hayden snorted. "Really and how long has that been?”

      "Since we were eighteen. Heath didn't buy it, but he gave us our drinks anyway. When we finally got legal IDs, Heath asked how it was possible that we were still twenty-one."

      "So what is he getting you?"

      "That depends."

      "On what?"

      "Well, if he thinks I should go home, he'll bring me a beer. If he wants me to flirt with you, he'll bring me a margarita, and if he wants me to go home with you, it will be tequila shots. Three probably."

      "How often does he bring you the shots?" Hayden was intrigued by this young woman. It’d been a long time since someone interested him.

      "Never. He’s always joked that he would, but usually it's a margarita."

      The bartender came back with three shot glasses and raised his eyebrows at her. "Drink up, sweetie."

      Anna burst out laughing, and Hayden joined her. She was charming. She raised one of the shot glasses to him and swallowed it with a grimace. 

      "So tell me, Hayden, what brings you to my bar?"

      "Work sucked today so I thought I'd get a drink before I went home."

      Anna fingered the next shot glass. "What do you do?"

      "I'm a doctor."

      She snorted, and he was insulted. Maybe she thought he was lying to pick her up.

      "What?" he asked.

      "I'm a nurse. Sort of. I have my CNA. I used it to take care of my grandpa. What kind of doctor are you?"

      Hayden didn't want to tell her. Her reaction would be one of two things. Either she'd roll her eyes and make some snide comment about what he might do to her body, or she'd start gushing over him. He didn't want to see either one. She must've sensed his hesitation.

      "You don't have to tell me, if you don't want. It's a dumb question anyway. Why does everyone lead with that? When I was taking care of my grandpa, I always told everyone that I was a nurse because it was easier than explaining I wasn't actually working. How about we skip all the stupid normal questions and only ask questions you never ask someone you meet at a bar? Also, this is totally the tequila talking."

      She eyed the second shot.

      “You’ve never drank tequila before, have you?” he asked.

      She shook her head. “I’m not looking forward to the next shot.”

      “Here, let me help.” He pulled over the salt and the lime wedges the bartender left.

      He pointed to her palm. “Lick that.”

      She pursed her lips and then did as he instructed. He took her hand in his own. Her skin was soft and warm. He poured salt onto the spot she had licked.

      “Okay, now lick the salt off, do the shot, then suck the lime. It should be easier that way.”

      She followed his instructions, and he grinned at her grimace.

      “Better?” he asked.

      “Yeah, still burned though.”

      He took a sip of his scotch. She was proving to be quite interesting. If he'd met her in college, she would be exactly the kind of girl he’d want to get to know. But now she’d be obliterated by the wives.

      "Okay," he finally said. "You start. Ask me anything."

      She tapped her finger on her chin. "Okay. Who's your favorite family member?"

      "My mom."

      "Ah, mama's boy."

      "No. But she completely holds our family together. She's smart, is accomplished, and was the best mother anyone could ask for. I don't talk to her every day or anything, but she’s definitely my favorite. Though, our whole family is pretty close." He often wondered if he should throw the towel in and move home. He could work with his mom, fish with his dad, and give his brother a bad time.

      Anna gave him a grin. "Sure. Whatever. Okay, your turn."

      He thought. He'd never done something like this before. "What’s your secret wish?"

      The smile fell from her face. "That my parents were still alive." She dropped her eyes, and he grabbed her hand. He felt horrible for bringing up sad memories. He wanted to see her laughing and smiling.

      "Hey, I didn't mean to be a downer. How old were you?"

      "Twelve."

      He picked up the last shot and handed it to her. "No more serious questions. I'm sorry."

      She threw back the last shot. "What's your favorite Disney character?"

      He hadn't watched cartoons in a very long time, so he spouted out the first one he thought of. "Bugs Bunny."

      She giggled. "Bugs Bunny isn’t Disney."

      "He isn’t? Sorry, I don’t watch cartoons."

      "Then you are missing out. You should come to my house and watch Disney movies with me."

      He nodded, wondering if that was the alcohol talking, but he was enjoying their game. "Who's your favorite Harry Potter character? You can't say Harry, Hermione, or Ron." You could tell a lot about a person by who their favorite Harry Potter character was. Even if people hadn’t read the books, they’d seen the movies. And if they weren’t fans, they weren’t worth getting to know.

      "Luna. Hands down. What about you?"

      That was a decent answer.

      "Dobby."

      She put her hand on his knee. "Yep, you need to come watch Disney with me. Then we'll binge watch the Harry Potter movies."

      “Is that so? Aren’t all the Disney movies pretty girly, like Cinderella or Snow White?”

      She leaned closer to him with a silly grin. “No. They’re plenty of Disney movies for boys.” She started ticking them off on her fingers. “Finding Nemo, Hercules, Monsters, Inc., Toy Story.”

      "Okay, point proven. We’ll need to start with those. I’m not sure I could stomach a princess movie.”

      “Hey, princess movies rock.”

      “We’ll see about that. Favorite flower?”

      “Oh, now I know you’re trying to pick me up. Can I expect a bouquet of lilies to show up at my house tomorrow or what?”

      No, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. They were just playing anyway.

      “Maybe. Tell me your favorite gemstone, and there might be a tennis bracelet in there for you too.”

      She laughed. “No gems for me. Only pearls.”

      “Classy.”

      “Hey, that was two questions. My turn.”

      “Fair enough. Ask away.”

      “Cats or dogs?”

      “Dogs.”

      “What's your favorite dessert?" he asked her. He liked asking the questions, learning more about her.

      "Applebee’s lava cake."

      "Okay, can I take you to get some?" He wanted to get her away from the alcohol. He didn't know why, but he had this desire to know her, and he didn't want her wasted. She seemed so innocent, yet aside from a little silliness, the tequila didn't seem to affect her.

      She winked at him. "Sure. And we'll let Heath think I'm going home with you."

      He didn't tell her, but that was the plan. Though he did want her completely coherent. Drunk girls weren't much fun in bed.

      "I gotta go tell Eileen."

      He threw down a hundred for the bartender and slipped his arm around her waist. Just as they were walking away, the bartender yelled, "Use protection."

      Anna giggled, and he waved to the bartender. They found her friend Eileen making out with a guy in a corner booth. Anna tapped her on the shoulder, and Eileen untangled herself and stared up at them.

      "I'm leaving," Anna said. 

      "With him?" Eileen asked with narrowed eyes.

      "Yeah, we'll talk tomorrow."

      Eileen stumbled out of the booth and gave Anna a hug. Then she turned to Hayden and gave him a big hug, which he was not expecting. She whispered low in his ear. "You be good to her, or I will hire someone to gut you. Do you understand?"

      She pulled away with a smile. "Understood," he replied. 

      He guided Anna out to his car. She ran her hand across the bright yellow hood. 

      "This is a pretty car."

      He had to agree with her there. The poor Porsche wouldn’t see the light of day for another six months.

      "I know."

      "Why do you have such a pretty car?" she asked as she pulled on her seatbelt.

      He shrugged. "I guess because I can. I work a lot, and I like cars. I'm going to miss it."

      "Why?" She creased her eyebrows.

      "I'm going to work overseas for several months."

      "So this isn't going anywhere?" She stared at him with such seriousness. He didn't want to lead her on.

      "No. I'm afraid this isn't going to go anywhere after tonight. Are you okay with that?"

      She bit her lip. "Yeah. I am."

      "Good. Let's go get that lava cake."

      He was used to spending only a night with a girl. Since Faith, he hadn't let himself get close to anyone. He couldn't risk another girl turning out like her.

      He pulled into the Applebee’s parking lot. Anna got out with a surprising amount of grace for a girl who just had three tequila shots. Maybe he'd misjudged her innocence.

      The hostess directed them to a booth. Instead of sitting across from her, he slid in with her. Her eyes widened in surprise. He put his arm around her. He was being forward, but he wanted to get a feel for where this was going. If she shrugged him off, he’d probably be going home alone. She leaned into him.

      "Real food or just dessert?" he asked.

      "Dessert and then real food."

      "That sounds like a great plan."

      The waitress came, and they ordered the lava cake and two Cokes. He liked the feel of her against him. 

      "How old are you anyway?" he asked. 

      She shook her head. "Nope, that's not allowed. Remember, only questions that you wouldn't normally ask at the bar."

      He nodded. "Fair enough."

      They talked while they waited for their food. She was quirky and fun, and he liked her way more than he should. The dessert arrived, and Anna snatched the spoon and dug in. She closed her eyes and let out a moan. It was an incredible turn on. He had to think about something else and searched for another spoon. There wasn't one. 

      Anna opened her eyes. "Thanks. This is amazing."

      "You have the only spoon."

      She smirked at him. "Then I guess I get to eat it all." She scooped out another bite. 

      "That's not fair," he said with a fake pout.

      "You're right," she said. "Open up."

      He was so startled that he did as commanded, not breaking eye contact. She inserted the spoon into his mouth, and he was tempted to close his eyes as well. The flavor was incredible, but he kept her gaze. He chewed and quickly swallowed. Then he dipped down and placed a chaste kiss on her lips. He wanted to taste her.

      She responded instantly, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him into her. She slid her tongue into his mouth, and he was slayed. She could ask him for anything, and he'd give it to her. He knew that. There was something about this beautiful woman who tasted like chocolate and tequila. 

      After what felt like an eternity, she withdrew. 

      "Wow," she whispered. 

      "No kidding," he said. 

      He put his arm around her and tugged her close. She dug into her dessert without looking at him. She offered him another bite, and he shook his head. There was only one thing he wanted now, and it wasn't food.

      She kept one hand on his knee as she finished off her dessert. Then she met his eyes, and he had an overwhelming desire to kiss her again. But he refrained.

      "Do you want anything else?" he asked.

      “Nope.”

      He threw a few bills down on the table. "Then let’s get out of here."

      He held her hand out to the car, and before he opened the door, he pinned her against the window and leaned down and kissed her again. She was more than eager, running her fingers through his hair and pressing her body against his. 

      He pulled away, breathless. "Your place or mine?" he asked without thinking. He needed it to be her place so that he could leave in a couple of hours. It was much easier sneaking out of a girl’s house than kicking her out of his own.

      "How far are you?" she asked.

      "About thirty minutes. You?"

      "Ten. So my place."

      She didn't have to tell him twice. He opened her door and watched her long legs slide into the car. Then he raced around to his own door and sped out of the parking lot.
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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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