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      Dear Reader,

      This book features characters from the Deep South. As such, it contains a great deal of colorful, colloquial, and occasionally grammatically incorrect language. This is a deliberate choice on my part as an author to most accurately represent the region where I have lived my entire life. This book also contains swearing and pre-marital sex between the lead couple, as those things are part of the realistic lives of characters of this generation, and of many of my readers.

      If any of these things are not your cup of tea, please consider that you may not be the right audience for this book. There are scores of other books out there that are written with you in mind. In fact, I’ve got a list of some of my favorite authors who write on the sweeter side on my website at https://kaitnolan.com/on-the-sweeter-side/

      If you choose to stick with me, I hope you enjoy!

      Happy reading!

      Kait
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      “I can’t believe Sam and Griff got hitched in Vegas. Again.”

      Declan Callahan accepted the beer offered by his foster brother, Mick Routledge, before turning his attention back to the dance floor. The second “first dance” of the wedding reception had just started. “With the sparks they were throwing off at the bachelor-bachelorette weekend a few weeks ago, I’m not surprised. And hey, at least we don’t have to sit on the secret of their first marriage anymore.”

      When that little detail had emerged among the brothers during Kendrick’s bachelor party, Griff had sworn them all to secrecy. All he would say was that he’d screwed things up with Samantha Ferguson the first time they’d impulsively married at twenty-two, and he wanted to make it right. Apparently, the events involving the wedding party that had thrown them back together again—and whatever adventures they’d gone on after—had done the trick. Their newly hitched status had been revealed a little earlier, when Griff refused to come down for the garter toss, and both Kendrick and Erin—the actual bride and groom—had insisted this reception be a celebration for all of them. Hence the second “first dance.”

      “They look happy.”

      The wistful tone in Mick’s voice had Declan looking back at his brother. “They do. You feeling the single this weekend?”

      “Aren’t you?” Mick countered.

      “I mean, yeah, but I was feeling the pinch long before this wedding.” It was a discomfort so familiar, he seldom noticed it anymore.

      “When was the last time you had a date?”

      Declan huffed a laugh. “That was a couple of presidents back.”

      Mick’s eyes widened. “Seriously? Dude. Years?”

      A little self-conscious, he jerked his shoulders in a shrug and tipped back his beer. “It’s not like I’ve got a hell of a lot of time or bandwidth to even think about dating. Single parenting is not for the faint of heart.” And after the number his ex-wife had done on him, his ability to trust wasn’t exactly undamaged.

      “Fair enough. But look around. All four of our sisters are married with kids. Griff and Kendrick are both married. Hell, even Kyle finally got his head out of his ass and fixed things with Abbey, and she looks so pregnant, I’m half afraid she’s gonna go into labor right here. Doesn’t all that make you feel like you’re getting left behind?”

      Could you be left behind when you were the one who’d done the leaving in the first place?

      Declan couldn’t stop his gaze from seeking out Abbey Whittaker. Well, Keenan now. He’d been keeping tabs on her location since he saw her in the church for the wedding earlier, mostly so he could steer clear. Not that he didn’t like Abbey. It was more out of fear of the questions she’d inevitably ask—the ones he didn’t have good answers to—and the tongue lashing she’d been sitting on for twelve years. He one hundred percent deserved that dressing down for how he’d handled things with her cousin Livia all those years ago, but that didn’t mean he’d deliberately invite the opportunity.

      Ignoring his brother’s question, he subtly shifted the conversation. “The family is growing. You know nothing in the world would’ve made Joan happier.”

      “True that. God, I miss that woman.” Mick held up his longneck for a toast.

      “We all do.”

      Joan Reynolds had been a force of nature. A foster parent for more than twenty years, she’d managed to build a massive extended family with unshakable ties that had lasted beyond her unexpected death in a car accident a few years before. As a single dad, Declan wanted his daughter to be surrounded by the love of that big family. And he wanted the comfort of knowing people he trusted were nearby and had his back. It was why he was finally coming home.

      Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted Abbey and Kyle migrating in their direction. A low-level panic had his gut clutching. Time to vacate the premises.

      “I’m gonna go track down my spawn to make sure she isn’t getting into any trouble. Catch you later, bro.”

      He bumped Mick’s fist and set off for the perimeter of the reception. People were everywhere. Music and conversation filled the cavernous space of the Eden’s Ridge Artisan Guild and Education Center. The brainchild of his sister Maggie, and her husband Porter—yet another of his foster siblings—the Guild was home to far more than a maker’s space and the artisan market showcasing craftspeople from around the region. This part of the building, which had been converted from an old lumber mill that Joan’s great-great somebody or other had built, was frequently used for events, like tonight’s wedding reception or the weekly Jam Nights where local musicians gathered during the cold months. There was more classroom space upstairs and workshops on the floor below. He hoped like hell Scarlett hadn’t gotten into any of those. She was curious as a magpie, a trait which could get her into all kinds of trouble. But at least it was less trouble than she’d likely get into on her own at the Harvest Festival carnival they were missing because of the wedding.

      He didn’t have to go far. He spotted his daughter shoulder to shoulder with his sister Athena’s boys, Dylan and Jesse, stalking the cake table. If she had more than one piece, what was the harm? A bit of a bellyache? It wouldn’t hurt her to learn her own limits there.

      Satisfied she was safe, Declan wove his way through the crowd and found an open spot at one of the tables at the periphery of the room. Shrugging out of his tux jacket, he finally popped his tie, shoving it into a pocket and unbuttoning his cuffs and collar. They were well done with proper pictures. He deserved the chance to actually relax. He was contemplating a second beer when Maggie dropped into the next chair.

      “You’re not going to be able to avoid her forever once you actually start your job as manager of this place.”

      “Avoid who?” But he knew, even as she arched one blonde brow and fixed him with that I-see-through-your-bullshit stare she’d mastered as a corporate attorney in Los Angeles.

      “Abbey.”

      Yeah, that was something he hadn’t really thought about when she’d offered him the position a couple of weeks ago. In the grand scheme of things, it didn’t matter because the job was perfect, allowing him to come home and keeping the business in the family, as Maggie wanted.

      Knowing better than to continue pretending ignorance, he dropped the act. “Yeah. I know.”

      “Might as well bite the bullet.”

      “Not yet. Not here, anyway.”

      She leaned forward. “Do you really think it’s gonna be that bad?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe. I figure she’s going to interrogate me about everything that happened twelve years ago, and she’s not anywhere near as gentle and sweet as her cousin. I know she was pissed how I handled things. Or didn’t.”

      “Sure she was. But she got educated.”

      Of course, someone in the family would have told her. Abbey was friends with all his sisters, married now to one of his brothers. He was an idiot not to have thought of that before. Declan wondered if she’d ever told Livia what had happened. Why he’d effectively ghosted her.

      The memory of it made him cringe and automatically reach to loosen the collar that was already loose. That whole situation was one of his greatest shames. He’d been thinking about it, thinking about her, almost nonstop since he’d come home for the bachelor-bachelorette weekend, because the last time he’d spent any significant time in Eden’s Ridge was that summer when they’d been together. When the world had been nothing but a big ocean of possibilities. Before Bridget and the bomb that changed the course of his entire life.

      Realizing Maggie was still staring at him expectantly, he cleared his throat. “I’ll work my way up to it. But not tonight. Tonight is all about celebrating.”

      And if his sister’s gaze called him a chicken shit, well, he was good at pretending not to see things.
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      At the familiar scents of grease and cooking meat, Livia Applewhite felt a few layers of stress melt away. After the day she’d had, she needed this girls’ night out with her two best friends. And definitely a slice of Mama Pearl’s famous coconut cream pie. Maybe before dinner. Spotting Autumn and Riley in a corner booth in the back, Livia made her way across the black and white checkerboard tile floor of Dinner Belles Diner, offering nods and waves to other patrons she knew along the way.

      Autumn shoved a glass in her direction as she slid onto the seat. “You look like you can use this.”

      “You are a goddess.” Livia took a long pull on the Diet Coke and sighed as the sharp fizz hit her system. “I don’t know why I thought this was the year to curb my habit.”

      “Because you vowed you wanted to use my wedding as an excuse to get healthier,” Riley pointed out.

      “Seemed like a good idea at the time.” And, okay, she did generally have more energy now, between cutting back on her Diet Coke habit and doing yoga daily with her sister-in-law, Tara. But some days, she just needed a fix. “Have y’all ordered?”

      “Nope. We were waiting for you.” Autumn grabbed a menu. “I say we get some grease- or carb-laden appetizer to start, while you share whatever Mitzi did that put that look on your face.”

      “That obvious?”

      “Please. I may have been gone from the library for a while now, but I haven’t forgotten her Reign of Terror.”

      The three of them placed their orders, and over a large basket of onion rings Livia vented about her boss to the one person who could fully appreciate her irritation.

      “I’ve put up with having more work simply because I’m the institutional memory. I’ve tolerated all her favoritism toward Tricia, even though you and I both know she got your old job as head librarian entirely through nepotism by being Mitzi’s niece. And mostly it’s been… fine. But today she crossed a line.”

      “Like changing out the breakroom coffee creamer for laxatives kind of crossing a line, or steal her keys and hide a partly open can of tuna under the seat of her car kind of crossing a line?”

      Livia and Autumn both turned to stare at Riley.

      “What?”

      “Since when did you develop such a finely tuned sense of revenge?” Autumn asked.

      Her grin widened. “Never, actually. I’m thinking of the pranks Liam and his brothers pulled when we were kids. Cruz, in particular, was a real hellion. After the stories you two have shared about Mitzi, it seemed some more radical tactics might be necessary. What did she do?”

      “She basically threw down in public and refused to allow me to read the book I’d chosen for story time. As if a book about two male penguins adopting a baby of their own to make a nontraditional family in a zoo was some kind of sacrilege. I am the children’s librarian! It’s my choice what books to showcase. And it’s my right to expand the minds of my audience with stories that reflect the broader world in an age-appropriate manner.”

      Autumn groaned. “Mitzi and her censorship. It’s such bullshit.”

      “It is. And maybe it would be one thing if patrons had complained. But they haven’t. In fact, we’ve had requests. But because it doesn’t fit in her narrow window of what she considers acceptable, she’s trying to say no. She actually told me I had to get her approval before reading anything off her official list of ‘acceptable’ titles.”

      “Betting there’s nothing on that list published in the last twenty years.” Autumn dipped an onion ring into her vanilla shake.

      Livia paused, one brow raised. “Did you just… eat vanilla shake on your onion ring?”

      Riley gasped. “Are you pregnant again?”

      Autumn laughed. “No. Judd and I haven’t finished recovering from the sleep deprivation of Ellie’s first year yet. It’s just one of my pregnancy cravings that never went away. Try it. It’s delicious. Like an elevated version of french fries and a Frosty.”

      Livia wrinkled her nose in disgust. “I’m gonna go with no.”

      She stuck another one in her mouth and made mmm noises. “Don’t know what you’re missing. Anyway, that all seriously sucks, and I’m sorry my leaving left you without an ally in this.”

      “It’s not like Mitzi gave you a choice when she fired you. But I won’t lie and say I don’t miss having you around. There are some days I wish she’d just get it over with and can me, too. Except I don’t have a secret career as an indie author to fall back on like you did, and I have no idea what I’d do instead. I just feel… stuck. You know? I am definitely not where I thought I’d be at this point in my life.”

      They paused as Mama Pearl, the heart, soul, and opinionated owner of Dinner Belles, came by to deliver their meals.

      “Well, child, it’s never too late to reinvent yourself. You don’t like where you are? Change something.”

      Livia knew Mama Pearl was right. But that was a lot easier said than done. She wasn’t a woman to strike out on her own without some kind of plan.

      “You know what would help that self-contemplation? A piece of your coconut cream pie.”

      The old woman’s teeth flashed white. “Ain’t nothin’ my pie can’t make better. I’ll bring it along shortly.”

      “Are you really thinking about some kind of major change?” Riley prodded.

      “I don’t know. Maybe? I’ve just reached a point where I know I can’t keep doing what I’m doing. I’m not happy at work.” She wasn’t happy in her personal life either, but saying so in front of the two of them felt a little too much like sour grapes. Not for one moment did she begrudge Autumn for her marriage to Judd, or Riley for finding the love of her life in Liam Montgomery. They both deserved all the happiness in the world. Livia just wished she’d found a piece of that herself.

      Over the course of the meal, conversation shifted to wedding talk.

      “I’m so glad we were finally able to set a date. It took forever to find one where both Cruz and Jack could get leave to come home for the wedding. After all this waiting, now it’s a bunch of go go go! The end of January can’t get here soon enough.”

      “Aren’t Liam’s brothers still single?” Autumn asked.

      “As far as we know.”

      When they both turned speculating gazes in her direction, Livia pointed at each of them. “No. Whatever you two are thinking, just no. Do not try to match make me with his brothers. I don’t have the temperament to be a military wife or girlfriend.”

      Autumn’s grin held a wicked edge. “Doesn’t mean you couldn’t have some fun for the duration of their leave.”

      “Says the steamy romance writer.”

      Livia preferred not to think about how long it had been since she’d had that variety of fun. Not that she objected to sex. She just wasn’t great at short-term entanglements. For better or worse, she needed that emotional connection. And hot as Jack and Cruz Montgomery might be—and she had no doubt they’d improved since high school—there’d just never been that connection with either of them.

      “Maybe you’ll find someone more to your liking in Tennessee,” Riley teased.

      “I’m going to Eden’s Ridge to visit Abbey, not to find some kind of booty call.”

      “More’s the pity. You could do with having your world rocked.”

      Livia fixed Autumn with a flat stare. “In all seriousness, I need to figure out my life. Namely, what the hell I want to do with it. I’m hoping that getting out of town, away from the job, away from the farm, away from all of my normal, will help give me some perspective.”

      Autumn lifted her glass. “To perspective.”

      The three of them toasted.

      After their checks were paid, they walked out together.

      Riley’s hug was extra tight. “I’m gonna miss you.”

      “I’ll be home in two weeks.”

      She stepped back. “I don’t know. It just feels like more, somehow.”

      Livia rolled her eyes. “It’s a vacation. That’s it. A long overdue one. Seriously. Just two weeks. I certainly can’t leave my brother alone for the first season at the tree farm without Mom and Dad.”

      She hugged Autumn and stepped back. “Hi to your menfolk and kisses to the munchkin from Aunt Livia. I’ve gotta get on home. I have an early start and a long drive tomorrow.”

      With one last wave to her friends, she crossed to the town green, headed for where she’d left her car a couple of blocks down. The route took her by the fountain for which Wishful was named. According to local legend—and widely advertised by their city planner, Norah Crawford—wishes made in the fountain, fed from nearby Hope Springs, came true. Just last week, Livia had given in during a fit of ennui and wished for a love that would last a lifetime. As she strode past the burbling fountain, she nearly stopped again, wondering if making the same wish more than once would increase the odds. A small treasure trove of coins glimmered beneath the water’s surface. How many of them had gone unanswered?

      Most, she was willing to bet. Maybe they were silly wishes. Impractical wishes. Irrational wishes. Selfish wishes. What was the likelihood that such things actually worked? Truly, it was a foolish thing to give your life over to the whim of wishes. There were countless fictional accounts out there, cautionary tales to be careful what you wished for. She had no idea how a wish for love could backfire, but God knew, if there was a way, no doubt, she’d find it.

      No. Better to be the author of her own life, whatever that looked like, than to waste another coin. She just hoped this trip gave her some answers.

      Leaving the gurgling fountain in her wake, she headed for her car.
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      The general story of Declan’s life was one of bad timing. He’d been born too soon to a girl who hadn’t been ready for motherhood. He’d missed the line drive in the critical championship game that might have landed him a full-ride baseball scholarship to college. He’d met the woman of his dreams mere weeks before the woman of his nightmares permanently altered his life. He’d been five minutes too late to meet country legend Garth Brooks at a hardware store in Nashville several years back. And he woke up with a vague hangover ten minutes too soon the morning after Kendrick and Erin’s wedding.

      Not that he’d known that as he’d shuffled down the stairs of his sisters’ inn on a quest for coffee.

      Not until the explosion hit him full in the face.

      For long seconds, he stood on the landing, watching the sparkly cloud drift to the floor, wondering if he was still dreaming.

      The grit on his tongue disabused him of that notion. As did the muffled giggles from somewhere below. Recognizing at least one of those giggles, Declan squinted through the glitter haze. His eleven-year-old daughter stood to one side of the stairs, both hands covering her mouth, the hazel eyes she’d gotten from him peeled wide with some combination of mirth and horror. Her sixteen-year-old-and-totally-should-have-known-better cousin, Ari, stood on the other side, her lips rolled in.

      “Really?” His hands moved automatically, signing the word in case there was too much glitter still in the air for Scarlett to read his lips.

      Her fingers flew in response, though she was looking at Ari as she said, “I told you we should have gone with confetti.”

      Breaking his paralysis, Declan came the rest of the way down the stairs. “Just… why?”

      Ari didn’t quite pull off the totally innocent expression. “We were expecting Kendrick and Erin. It was supposed to be a congratulations-on-your-marriage-and-have-fun-on-your-honeymoon surprise.”

      He wiped at the glitter now coating his tongue. “You’re a bad influence.”

      Neither girl appeared remotely repentant.

      The sound of footsteps and luggage bumping down the stairs had them all looking up, where the bride and groom in question were descending.

      “What the…” Kendrick stared at the silver and pink explosion on the stairs.

      Erin was the first to spot Declan. Her laugh popped out like a champagne cork. Her husband joined her, nearly bending double with full-on guffaws. Declan just stood, patiently enduring their hilarity and wishing desperately that he’d waited just ten minutes before coming in search of coffee.

      The kitchen door swung open. “What’s so funny? Oh my God.” Ari’s mother, Pru, definitely hit more of the horror end of the reaction spectrum. As she and her husband were the ones who actually lived on site at The Misfit Inn, no doubt she was imagining exactly how long they’d be finding glitter on the premises.

      Kendrick set his suitcase aside and thumped Declan on the shoulder. “I gotta thank you for taking one for the team, brother.”

      “Right. Because this was entirely on purpose.”

      His brother pressed a fist to his mouth, but more laughter spilled out, anyway. “Oh, man, you’re gonna have glitter stuck in your beard for weeks!”

      Scratching at his cheek, Declan noted the silver and pink falling from his face like sparkly dandruff. “I may have to shave it.”

      “That would be an improvement,” Scarlett insisted.

      His daughter had definite opinions about his facial hair. None of them were good. Reaching out to hook an arm around her neck, Declan pulled her in for a noogie, mindful of her hearing aids. “Brat.”

      She squirmed, so of course he hugged her extra tight to transfer as much glitter as possible.

      “Holy Mary, mother of God.” Ari’s dad, Flynn, let his Irish out as he came into the foyer and caught sight of his eldest daughter’s handiwork. “I don’t want to know.”

      Mick stumbled out of the family lounge, where he’d been dumped on the sofa with a pillow and blanket after last night’s reception. His brown hair stuck up in every direction, and his eyes were bloodshot. Given the level of happy drunk he’d been by the end, that wasn’t a surprise. He tromped through the glitter before anyone could stop him.

      “Well, shit.”

      “Looks like we missed all the excitement.” Griff skirted the mess on the stairs as best as he could, Sam sticking close behind.

      “Okay, okay, we’ve really got to go. Mr. Teague, we have a flight to catch,” Erin insisted.

      “You’re absolutely right, Mrs. Teague.” Kendrick pulled her in for a smacking kiss.

      Hugs were passed out—everyone avoiding Declan—and then the newlyweds were out the door and headed for Knoxville to catch their flight.

      “Okay, girls.” Pru clapped her hands. “Vacuum this mess up. It may be all family this weekend, but we’re back to normal business tomorrow, and I don’t want to see a spec of glitter.”

      As a chorus of groans sounded from the girls, Flynn nudged Declan toward the kitchen. “Coffee. You definitely need coffee.”

      “True story.” Shaking and brushing off as much glitter as possible, he followed his brother-in-law back to the spacious kitchen with the enormous farmhouse table where he’d eaten countless meals with his foster family growing up.

      It still didn’t feel quite right without Joan at the head of it. Declan wished he’d been home to see her more before the accident, but he’d been struggling with single parenthood of a special needs child, and his whole focus had been on making sure Scarlett was taken care of. Still, her shadow loomed large in the enormous family she’d left behind, from the four daughters she’d formally adopted, to the countless foster kids who still considered this home.

      He headed up the queue for coffee, pouring himself a massive mug and adding a liberal splash of cream.

      “If you want to go up and change after you finish your coffee, we can get your clothes washed before you leave,” Pru offered.

      “Leave?” Sam blinked. “I thought you were here for the week.”

      “I am. Scarlett’s going to be visiting with her grandparents while I sort out the logistics of our upcoming move. I’m dropping her off in Knoxville tomorrow. And I thank you, Pru. I’d just as soon not show up to my ex-wife’s parents’ house looking like something out of Showgirls.”

      Aware of Sam exchanging a meaningful Married People look with Griff, he felt a frisson of unease. “What?”

      Sam waved him to the table. “Well, it’s just that I was talking to Abbey at the reception last night. Your old flame gets into town today.”

      Declan was glad he didn’t have a mouthful of coffee. He’d have sprayed everyone at the table at that bomb.

      “Livia?” He didn’t know why he was asking. It wasn’t like he had another old flame who happened to be Abbey Keenan’s cousin.

      Griff settled onto the bench beside Sam. “Yeah. After what you said at the bachelor party, we thought maybe you’d want to know.”

      Too much hard cider during the celebratory bachelor bonfire had led to a walk down memory lane he’d been avoiding for more than a decade. He’d been working at Abbey’s family’s apple orchard for the summer. Livia had been eighteen, all long, tanned limbs and sweetness, and he’d taken one look at her and fallen ass over teakettle. Just the idea of seeing her again had everything in him softening. It had been twelve years since he’d last been graced with that smile. Twelve years since he’d kissed her.

      Twelve years since he’d disappeared on her without a word.

      Guilt squashed the bloom of softness in his chest. “Even if I didn’t already have plans this week, she’s not going to want to see me.”

      Sam laid a hand over his and squeezed. “Hey, if anybody understands what it means to clear the air after a lot of years, it’s us.”

      That was true enough. And yet, faced with the prospect of actually seeing her again, Declan didn’t know if he had the stones to actually do it.

      “This is your shot, man,” Mick added. “If nothing else, you can finally give her that apology you’ve always wanted. You never know what might come of it. Even if it’s just closure, isn’t that worth it?”

      Would it be worth it to get that regret off his heart? He hadn’t thought about a real relationship with anyone since he’d split from Scarlett’s mom years ago. And, yeah, part of that was guilt over how he’d handled things with Livia. He had absolutely no expectation that an apology at this late date would truly fix anything. She’d been an amazing girl, who’d no doubt grown into an even more amazing woman. The likelihood that she was even single was slim to none.

      But maybe it would be worth facing her for a chance to get rid of the shame he’d carried about it all these years.

      Reaching for one of the biscuits in the basket Flynn placed on the table, he conceded, “I’ll think about it.”
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        * * *

      

      “Oh my God, you’re finally here!”

      Livia stared as her cousin waddled carefully down the front steps of the big white farmhouse, leading with her enormous baby belly. Abbey’s husband Kyle trailed behind, hands outstretched, clearly prepared to leap and catch her if she fell.

      “Holy crap, Abs! Are you sure there’s only one baby in there?”

      Abbey rubbed the belly with a laugh. “We’re sure. Believe me, I had them check.”

      Livia carefully wrapped her cousin in a hug, twisting to make room for the baby belly. “Are you sure you still have six weeks to go?”

      “So they keep telling me. I’d be completely okay if our beloved little freeloader decided to come early. I am beyond ready to have my body back.”

      Kyle looped an arm around her waist. “As long as he waits for at least another month. Porter said it’s gonna take that long to finish the addition on the house. Neither one of us wants to deal with trying to manage a newborn with construction going on.”

      “Fair point.”

      Livia didn’t miss how her cousin leaned into him, the picture of contentment. She ignored the stab of envy. It had nothing to do with the fact that Abbey had landed Country Music’s Captain America. The two of them had been friends long before he exploded on the music scene, and they’d lost an entire decade together because of someone else’s lie. If Kyle hadn’t accidentally blurted out that they were engaged on a national TV interview at the end of his last tour, he’d never have come home and been forced to face her. But they’d worked things out at last, and Kyle had overhauled his career as a country music star to better fit the life he wanted with his bride. They weren’t wasting a second getting started on that life. Livia was thrilled for them both, but God, she wished there was some prospect of the same on the horizon for her.
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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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