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      Xander left his hometown right after high school graduation, driven to big city life by his lofty ambitions. Returning home for a New Year’s Eve wedding, he’s blindsided by his immediate and overpowering attraction to the maid of honor, who happens to be one of his little brother’s best friends. Gia Sparks is all grown up, and the way she’s looking at him makes him think she might enjoy it if he pushed the beautiful—younger—woman facedown over his bed, spanked her, and demanded she call him Daddy.

      Gia has had a crush on Xander Carter for more years than she cares to count, the man starring in too many of her racy fantasies. Unfortunately, she’s well aware that the wealthy, sexy older man is completely of her league. Or at least he was…until he drags her under the mistletoe at a holiday party, then drives her home, making all her wildest, kinkiest dreams come true.

      Their one-night stand turns into a whirlwind two-week affair. But what happens when the wedding is over, the clock strikes midnight, and it’s time for Xander to once more leave small-town life behind?
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      “Oh my God. You won’t believe what just happened.” Gia Sparks sank down on the metal chair she’d vacated just a few minutes earlier after being summoned by her cousin, Macie, for a Sparks girls’ powwow.

      “What?” asked Alison, Gia’s best friend since kindergarten.

      “Porter just proposed to Adele, and she said yes.”

      “Holy crap!” Alison proclaimed. “They’ve only been dating a hot minute.”

      Gia nodded. “I know. All of a sudden, it’s like our tiny town is wedding mad.”

      Alison was about to take a walk down the aisle with her fella, Gus, in just a few weeks—the two of them choosing New Year’s Eve for their nuptials.

      “Craziest part is, that wasn’t her only proposal tonight,” Gia continued. “Her old boyfriend, Keith, showed up with a ring and popped the question too.”

      “Shut. Up!” Alison’s eyes widened with delight, which was why she and Gia had always been such perfect friends for each other. They loved gossip, adored excitement, and fed on drama—theirs or other people’s. They weren’t fussy.

      Gus Carter, Alison’s boyfriend since seventh grade—no lie—and soon-to-be husband, laughed at their overblown enthusiasm as Gia began to retell the tale that Macie had just told her. How Keith had shown up at Maris’ annual holiday social unexpectedly, pulling Adele outside to propose. How Porter had followed and stepped in after Adele rejected her ex. How Adele and Porter had proclaimed their love before Porter issued his own marriage proposal. The entire thing sounded ridiculously—perfectly—romantic to Gia.

      “And that was when Adele said yes.”

      When she reached the end, Gus shook his head. “You would think you’d had a front-row seat to the whole damn thing, Gia, instead of just hearing the story five minutes ago.”

      She laughed. “What do you expect? I’m a Sparks.”

      Gus nodded, that simple proclamation all that was needed. The Sparks family—her family—was known for their talent at spinning tales, all of them a fair hand at storytelling. It probably helped that the entire clan had lived in Maris, Texas, since God was a baby, so they knew everybody and everything that had ever happened in their tiny neck of the woods, and since precious little ever happened of genuine interest, they found ways to make the small stuff feel like a Broadway musical—overblown and exhilarating.

      Gia sighed as the story she’d just told finally sank in. “Shit.”

      “That didn’t take long.” Alison gave her a sympathetic grin. Her best friend knew her too well. Gia’s cousin, Tyson, said it was like the two of them shared a hive mind. To which Gia always replied that he was the pot calling the kettle black because Tyson shared that same hive mind with his best friend, Caleb. Of course, in addition to their like-mindedness, Tyson and Caleb also shared a girlfriend, Harley.

      Soooo the Sparks family not only spread Maris fodder, a lot of times they fed the beast as well. Tongues had sure enough wagged when Tyson, Caleb, and Harley came out as a threesome. Just like they’d wagged when Gia’s sister, Jeannette, had shacked up with Maris’s super-hot firefighters, Diego and Luc.

      “Shit what?” Gus asked.

      Alison took pity on Gia and offered her fiancé an explanation. “Adele just got two marriage proposals in one night and our dear Gia can’t even find one decent guy to go out on a date with.”

      “What happened to that Aaron dude from Lovettsville? Thought you liked him.”

      Alison gave Gus a raised eyebrow that screamed annoyance. “You never listen to me when I talk.”

      Gus gave her a rueful grin. “I do most of the time, Ally,” he schmoozed. “It’s just that sometimes you talk to me during the football game.”

      Alison rolled her eyes.

      “He ghosted me.” Gia was still miffed at Aaron’s sudden radio silence. Gus was right. She had liked the guy. They’d gone out on a few dates, and she thought they’d been hitting it off. Then one text went unanswered. And then another. By the third nonresponse, she accepted the fact he just wasn’t into her and stopped trying.

      “That’s the second guy to do that to you in the last few months. Where the fuck are you meeting these assholes?” Gus asked.

      She was genuinely touched by his outrage on her behalf. Her lifelong friendship with Alison had turned into a Three Musketeers deal with the couple somewhere in high school. Nowadays, Gia felt less like a third wheel and more like part of their little gang of three best friends. Gus jokingly referred to them as his sister wives, something that annoyed the hell out of Alison but amused Gia.

      Gus had never been jealous of Gia’s closeness to Alison or tried to come between them. Alison and Gus had date nights and the three of them had friend nights, the system falling into place without any thought or angst or work. When Gus discovered she didn’t have a date for tonight’s social, he’d insisted on her coming with them. Alison had landed herself a truly great guy.

      “I found those two on Tinder,” Gia answered, perfectly aware of Gus’s opinion of online dating.

      “Jesus,” he muttered in disgust.

      And even though they’d had this same debate a million times, Gia launched into it just the same. “Where the hell would you suggest I meet guys, Gus? I’ve lived in Maris my entire life, dated my Prince Charmingless for way too long, and now all the decent guys have been snatched up. I’m starting to worry I’ll turn into that cliché. Always the bridesmaid.”

      “Mark was wrong for you,” Alison, the best friend on the planet, reassured her, referring to Gia’s ex-boyfriend. She and Mark had broken up in June after four years together—a mutual agreement—and while she knew deep down inside they had been one hundred percent right to end the relationship, she was only human, which meant every now and then…she couldn’t help but question the decision. Alison had been there during every single backslide to reaffirm—strongly—that she and Mark had done the right thing. “And you’re not the bridesmaid, you’re the maid of honor.”

      Gia tried to smile, but in the end, she just sighed. “I wasted so many good years.”

      Alison and Gus didn’t disagree. Instead, as one, their gazes drifted from her to the dance floor. Gia didn’t turn around to see who they were looking at. She already knew.

      “I can’t believe we’re actually related,” Alison grumbled.

      Mark was here tonight with Darlene, his new girlfriend, who just happened to be Alison’s cousin. There had never been any love lost between the two women, but Alison’s disdain for her stuck-up, obnoxious cousin definitely kicked up a notch when Darlene swooped in and snatched up Mark. Darlene didn’t let the grass grow under her feet when she’d discovered he was single, dumping her boyfriend at the time, Rodney, so she could trade up with Gia’s ex. She’d swooped in to grab him before another woman could.

      Problem was, Darlene had a nasty jealous streak as well as an unhealthy level of anxiety that Gia would change her mind at some point and come back for her man. Gia had tried to put those fears to rest in the early days of Darlene and Mark’s relationship, but nothing she said set the other woman’s mind at ease. So she’d been a thorn in Gia’s side for the past few months, going out of her way to throw herself and Mark in Gia’s path whenever she got the chance, making sure she had a front-row seat for some over-the-top and downright disgusting PDA.

      Tonight, the woman was pulling out all the stops, Darlene and Mark chiseling out a spot on the dance floor right in front of the table where Gia was sitting. Gia had rolled her eyes, then gone to get a drink. When she returned, she’d taken the seat that left her back to the dance floor.

      “Still don’t think Tinder is the answer,” Gus grumbled.

      Gia didn’t completely disagree with him. She hated online dating. So much so, she was wondering if she should take down her profile for a little while.

      The reason she didn’t was because doing so was the equivalent of admitting defeat, simply because…online dating seemed to be her best shot at finding someone to share her life with. Especially since she knew she wanted to spend the rest of her life in Maris, where the pool of available guys was…shit…practically nonexistent.

      Big city life might be fine for some people—like Gus’s older brother, Xander, who’d moved to Dallas after high school graduation and never looked back. But as far as Gia was concerned, Maris had everything a person needed to be happy, including the one-screen movie theater, bowling alley, dancing at Cruisers—the closest thing they had to a nightclub—and hanging out by the lake when the weather was warm.

      “The problem is we started too small initially. So now we’ve widened the Tinder search.” Alison sounded like a detective describing how she planned to find the suspect. “We’ve expanded our hunt to surrounding cities.”

      “Are you using the royal we, Ally?” Gia teased, picking up her bottle of beer and taking a sip with her pinkie out.

      “How wide is your territory now?” Gus asked, grinning at her joke.

      “Gia shouldn’t have to drive more than an hour, hour and a half, tops, for a first date,” Alison said.

      “Considering we live in bumfuck Maris, surrounded by precious few big cities, it’s still slim pickins,” Gia added, not masking her lack of faith Alison’s new plan would work.

      Gus shrugged. “Maybe you’ll get lucky and some great guy will move to Maris.”

      “Oh yeah, because people move to Maris alllll the time,” Gia drawled. “I think the last family to relocate here was the Wilsons, right?”

      Alison laughed. “No way. That was like five years ago.” Then she thought about it some more and sobered up. “Shit. I think you’re right. They were the last newcomers. So this is why she’s sticking with online dating, Gus. It’s the best way to meet guys.”

      Gia appreciated her best friend’s confidence, trying to ignore that tiny kernel of jealousy that poked at her whenever she watched Alison and Gus together. Alison was determined that Gia would find someone as well. Mainly because her bestie was still hanging on to a couple of middle school pinkie swears between the two of them. Promises that included a double wedding—not happening—settling down on the same street as neighbors, and getting pregnant at the same time so their kids could be best friends too.

      Alison turned back to Gia, a comforting smile in place. “There’s someone out there for you. I know it. You just need to keep looking, Gee.”

      “Looking for what?”

      Gia turned around at the sound of the familiar deep voice behind her.

      Gus grinned, rising. “Xander!” He slapped his brother on the back as they hugged. “I was starting to worry you weren’t going to make it tonight.”

      “Had a couple of last-minute things to take care of at work. They took longer than expected, so I got on the road late.”

      Gia resisted the urge to fan herself because, holy shit…Xander—always fucking hot—was only getting better with age.

      Xander was Gus’s half-brother, ten years older, the two men sharing a father, and Gia fought to still the butterflies that always fluttered in her stomach whenever he was around. Xander had been her secret crush for most of her life, though she’d never told another living soul. Not even Alison. There had always been something about Xander that not only captured her attention but held it.

      She’d carried her torch right through middle and high school and into adulthood, perfectly aware it was a ridiculous torch to even pick up, because Xander was a million miles away from her league. She’d always been too much of a realist—even when she was younger—to truly believe anything would ever happen between the two of them, but that didn’t stop her from dreaming about Xander and her together.

      Fuck it, fantasizing was probably a better word.

      Gus gripped his big brother’s shoulder. “Well, you’re here now. And damn, it’s good to see you.”

      Xander grinned. “I was just home for Thanksgiving three weeks ago, and the week after that, you were at my place for the bachelor party.”

      Despite the age difference between the two Carter boys, the brothers were surprisingly close. Gus traveled to Dallas quite a lot to spend weekends with his brother, the two of them taking in a Cowboys game or Stars match.

      Xander’s mother had left him and his dad when Xander was just two years old, so for quite a few years, it was just him and his dad, living together in a small house on the edge of the Maris city limits. Then his father had married local florist, Genevieve Marston, when Xander was nine, and Gus—a honeymoon baby—appeared before their first wedding anniversary.

      Gia’d had to work overtime to play it cool when Alison told her Xander was serving as Gus’s best man. She’d spent the week following that pronouncement dreaming about some red-hot best man/maid of honor action between them. The fantasies had proven to be her best masturbation material to date. Which reminded her…she needed to grab some fresh batteries at the store for her vibrator.

      Xander managed to make it back to Maris quite frequently, though Gia hadn’t seen him since last spring. Dallas was only a three-hour drive, and while he’d been a big city guy for close to twenty years, he joked a lot about needing his “small-town fix” from time to time to keep him sane.

      Xander walked around the table to Alison. “How is my soon-to-be sister doing?” he asked, giving her a big bear hug.

      Alison laughed when he picked her up off the ground and spun her around a bit. “I’m great, you lunatic.”

      Then Xander turned his attention to her, and Gia gave him her easy, breezy, nothing-to-see-here grin, while silently hoping her suddenly flushed cheeks didn’t give away the fact she’d spent an hour last night coming hard on her vibrator while imagining Xander going down on her.

      God…she seriously needed to get laid. And soon.

      His chocolate-brown eyes locked with hers and she forgot to breathe. It simply wasn’t fair for a man to be that disarmingly handsome.

      “Hey, Brat,” Xander said, ruffling her hair in that playful way that drove home the fact Xander would never see her as anything more than one of his kid brother’s pals. He’d dubbed her Brat back when she was a freshman in high school. He’d been home for the annual Fourth of July fireworks by the lake, and he’d caught her sneaking beer out of his cooler. She’d given him shit for being uncool when he confiscated it. He’d just laughed and called her a brat, proclaiming her cousins, Tyson and Evan, would kick his ass if she got drunk on his beer. The name had stuck.

      “Hi, Xander. Long time no see. I missed catching up with you when you were home for Thanksgiving. You didn’t come to the restaurant.” Gia was proud of her casual tone despite the fact her heart was racing about a million miles an hour.

      One of these days she was going to have to let this damn crush go.

      “Yeah. Unfortunately, I was only able to drive in for the day. Too much shit going on at work.” Xander circled the table, claiming the empty chair next to her. Then he picked up Gia’s beer and stole a sip.

      “Seriously? You’re stealing my beer, Brat?” she teased, giving him back the same line he’d given her all those years ago.

      Xander didn’t reply. Just took another big swig before handing it back.

      “I interrupted a conversation when I arrived. What is it you’re looking for, Brat?” Xander asked her. “Can I help?”

      Before she could reply, Alison laughed, speaking for her. “Maybe you can. Got any single friends? She’s looking for a man.”

      “I’ve started online dating,” Gia added.

      Xander appeared to sit up a bit straighter. “I thought you had a boyfriend.”

      “Had is the right verb.” Gia crooked her thumb over her shoulder toward the dance floor. “Mark and I split up and now he’s with Alison’s cousin, Darlene.”

      Xander glanced in the direction she pointed, then back at her. “When did this happen?”

      “Six months ago.”

      Xander’s eyes widened in surprise and he glanced over at Gus, who rolled his eyes, completely unapologetic when he said, “You always give me shit when I gossip, X. Tell me I’m worse than my mother. So don’t blame me if you’re behind on Maris happenings.”

      She expected Xander to laugh, but instead he gave his brother a stern look. “There’s a difference between gossip and information.”

      Gus tilted his head, looking as confused about that comment as Gia was. Mark and her breaking up was something Xander thought he needed to know?

      Before she could figure out why, Xander turned back to her. “And you’re meeting guys online now?”

      “Tinder,” she replied.

      Her answer pissed him off for some reason, once again making her feel one step behind in this whole conversation. “You need to get off that app.” He paused briefly before adding, “It’s dangerous.”

      She snorted. Apparently, both Carter brothers had strong opinions about online dating. “No, it’s not. I find a match online, talk to the guy through text and phone calls, and once I determine he’s okay, I meet him somewhere in public for the first few dates.”

      “How do you determine someone is okay just through texts?”

      “It’s not that hard. I’m basically looking for someone who can hold up their end of a conversation without saying a bunch of weird shit. You’d be surprised how many guys do not clear that hurdle.”

      Xander looked like he wanted to push the issue, but Gus, oblivious to their conversation, interrupted. “Hey, Xander, I just wanted to double-check that you’re still not bringing a date to the wedding.”

      Gia knew his question was for Alison’s sake. The bride was still trying to wrangle the seating chart for the reception into control, and the groom was anxious to get off the hot seat.

      Apparently, Xander had originally planned to bring a date, but then he’d called Gus a week or two ago to say that he wasn’t. Gus—the typical “clueless about weddings” guy—told Xander that he could still bring someone if he wanted to, something that had led to a legit spat between the bride and groom as she tried to explain that she needed exact numbers for the caterer and she needed them like yesterday.

      “I’m not,” Xander replied, though Gia felt him glance in her direction.

      “Gotcha. Cool.” Gus slid a cautious am-I-out-of-the-doghouse look toward Alison, who looked only slight appeased.

      “You going stag too?” Xander asked Gia.

      “Yup,” she replied, popping the p.

      Xander snuck another sip of her beer, looking strangely pleased, though she didn’t know if it was because he enjoyed jerking her chain or because he was glad she didn’t have a date either.

      “So, you’re not seeing anyone these days?” Gus asked Xander. Gus and Alison were truly birds of a feather. Which meant Gus wanted to see his brother happy and in love as much as her best friend wanted the same for Gia.

      “I date,” Xander replied.

      “You know what I mean,” Gus said. “No special someone?”

      Xander shook his head and once again, Gia felt his gaze drift over to her.

      Gia was curious what Xander considered wife material. Given what she’d seen of the man, she’d venture to guess that his ideal wife hadn’t been built yet. Because the all-work-no-play man was probably looking for the same attributes in a mate. According to Gus, it wasn’t unusual for Xander to pull sixteen- to eighteen-hour days in the office, six—even seven—days a week. So unless there was some sort of fluke of nature where a female version of Xander did exist, much like Amy Farrah Fowler had been perfect for Sheldon Cooper, then only a robot would suffice. And the tech just wasn’t there yet.

      “Want your own beer?” Gus offered, standing up. “I’m going to grab another one.”

      Xander nodded.

      “I need one too,” Gia said, raising her hand. “Someone drank half of mine.”

      Alison, not surprisingly, said she was fine with just water. Her size-four bestie had been dieting the last month, needlessly worried about not fitting into her wedding dress.

      “Everything set for the wedding?” Xander asked after Gus walked away.

      Gia leaned back and let Alison field that question, since her friend’s excitement about the upcoming nuptials ensured no one else would get a word in edgewise. And, just as Gia expected, Alison went into great detail about all the plans, her giddiness contagious.

      Gia couldn’t wait for the big day to arrive. She was looking forward to it so much, the holidays were taking a backseat, which was unusual for her. Typically, she lived for Christmas as much as a kid waiting for Santa, but this year, it was just one more day in between now and when she could stand next to her best friend and watch her marry her true love.

      Alison launched into a discussion about the playlist, asking Xander for feedback about what dance songs were a must. Xander, as always, took the task seriously, even whipping out his phone and firing up the Spotify app to look through song titles.

      “Business good at Sparks Barbeque, Brat?” Xander asked.

      “Always,” she said with a grin. “You should stop in one day for lunch while you’re home. Jeannette’s making her brisket this week. It’s going to be the special tomorrow.”

      “Damn. I’d walk twenty miles barefoot in a blizzard for that brisket,” Xander joked. “Are you working tomorrow?”

      She nodded.

      “Then I’ll stop by.”

      She wasn’t sure why it mattered if she was there or not, but she decided he was probably just being friendly. After all, the two of them were going to be spending a lot of time together the next couple of weeks in the lead-up to the wedding.

      “Here we go,” Gus said as he returned with the beers.

      She reached for her beer but before she could grab it, she was jarred roughly by someone bumping into her chair.

      “Oops. Sorry!” Darlene said with a giggle, her “accident” an obvious attempt to make sure Gia saw her and Mark as they left the dance floor, holding hands, while walking to grab cookies off the dessert table.

      Gia rolled her eyes but didn’t comment. Darlene’s immature shenanigans had bugged the shit out of her in the beginning, but now the routine was so predictable, it was sad. She turned back around, ignoring the couple.

      Xander seemed less inclined to overlook the mishap. “She did that on purpose.”

      Gia nodded. “Yeah. I know. Darlene likes to make sure I remember that she’s dating Mark now.”

      Alison sneered at her cousin. “Ignore her. She’s jealous of you. Always has been. I swear she only wants things because you have them. It’s been her standard operating procedure since elementary school.”

      Gia didn’t bother arguing because she and her best friend had a lifetime of proof that was true. If Gia got a new sweater, Darlene had the same one a week later. If Gia liked a boy, Darlene made sure she was the girl who snagged him, making sure Gia saw them holding hands. At least until Gia turned her sights to another fella, then Darlene was hanging on that guy’s arm. The only man Darlene had never managed to snag—until now—was Mark.

      “I think she’s worried,” Gus added.

      “Worried?” Xander asked.

      “You and Mark may have agreed splitting was the right thing to do, but I don’t think he still feels that way,” Gus explained. “Darlene’s probably worried he’ll change his mind and want you back.”

      Xander’s brows furrowed as he looked at her. “Would you take him back?”

      “After he’s put his dipstick in that cesspit? Dear God, no. Darlene can keep him. I’d rather die alone an old maid with twenty cats than get back together with him after,” she waved her hand, gesturing to the couple behind her without turning around, “that. I’ve lost all respect for him.”

      Xander’s expression lightened, and his response was spoken so low, she was the only one to hear it.

      “Good.”

    




OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/waitingformidnight.jpg
WAITING FOR

New York Times Bestselling Author

MARI CARR






