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      Addison sat on the bed in her old room and remembered her younger years. Her walls were still painted a pale shade of pink, and her cheerleading trophies still adorned the shelves on the walls next to the closet.

      She wasn’t quite the baby of the Parker family, but her brothers all watched over her as if she was. She felt bad for snapping at Jackson recently, but she was mentally and physically tired these days. And her brother could take it. He always took the brunt of her mood swings, being that he was like a father figure to her anyway.

      Addison had only been four years old when she lost her father, so she had never really known the love of a Dad. Since her mother never remarried, she didn’t have that fatherly bond with anyone except Jackson. He had headed up their family in such a responsible way, and she was sure their father was proud of him. It occurred to her that she’d never told her brother that, and he would most certainly appreciate it. Just another thing on her “to-do” list.

      She wasn’t used to feeling afraid. Even as a child, she was surrounded by her four brothers anytime she needed something. A close knit family, the Parkers survived the death of their father and continued to thrive despite every obstacle thrown their way.

      She had watched her mother, Adele, overcome the loss of her husband, raise five children and build a business that had become a cornerstone in January Cove. The coastal Georgia town was her home, and she loved being back, although she had run out into the big world of interior design as soon as she was old enough.

      Addison was the wild child of the family. Always had been. She was what most people would call a “free spirit”, and she craved a big life outside of the small town of January Cove. She wanted to be known for something, and she longed to use the creativity she had brimming from every pore of her being.

      She was forever embarrassing her mother with her childhood antics such as toilet papering the principal’s house in high school, organizing a student sit-in to oppose the new dress code rules and even writing letters to the editor of the local newspaper with her views on just about every political decision in their town. Addison wanted her voice to be heard, and her ideas to be known. She had big dreams and an even bigger plan for her life.

      As soon as she was old enough, she went to school to be an interior designer and headed off to Atlanta to make it big. Her mother was her role model, and she wanted to succeed just like her. But her plans were derailed.

      At first, things went well. She became known for her superior sense of style as she decorated houses all over the Atlanta area. One of her living room designs was even featured in the local newspaper in the lifestyle section. She’d sent a copy of the spread to her mother who bragged about her all over January Cove for days.

      When she met Jim, she’d been in Atlanta for about eighteen months. A client introduced her to him at a charity fundraiser, and she was taken with him from the start. He was an up and coming attorney who had just moved to Atlanta from New York. He was nothing like the guys she’d dated in the past, especially given the fact that he had a thick Northern accent and she was the epitome of a Southern belle. Well, a quirky Southern belle. She liked to think of herself as Scarlett O’Hara but without the hoop skirt.

      They’d fallen in love hard and fast. Within six months, she found herself walking down the aisle at a small chapel on the outskirts of the north Georgia mountains. Her family didn’t make the wedding as Jim really wanted it to be a small affair with just the two of them, a minister and their witnesses. It wasn’t what she’d dreamed of as a little girl, but she had convinced herself that the wedding wasn’t important. The marriage was her focus, and she wanted it to be perfect.

      So, she went to work making herself into the perfect wife. They bought a house in an upscale neighborhood and started getting involved in the Atlanta lifestyle. They belonged to all the most prestigious clubs, and Addison found herself getting further removed from interior design while Jim’s name was known all over town for his lethal skills as an attorney.

      Whenever she spoke to her mother or one of her brothers, she pretended all was well. As far as they were concerned, she and her husband were jet setters, flying all over the world enjoying the finest of accommodations. In reality, she spent a lot of her time alone, cleaning their large empty house and waiting for her husband to come home. She was too proud and too embarrassed to tell her family about her loneliness, not because they would say, “I told you so”, but because they would worry. And she never wanted to worry the people she loved most.

      Jim worked all the time, and he often traveled alone and stayed late at the office. She tried to be understanding because he was building a business after all, but it was hard. Trying to create the perfect marriage alone was impossible, and talking to a man who debated others for a living was far too tiring for Addison.

      What bothered her most of all was how different she was becoming. Her personality was squashed, and her dreams seemed lost in the wind. Everything she had dreamed of - and the reason she left January Cove - was gone. She was stuck in a lonely marriage with a man who seemed incapable of loving her the way she needed to be loved. She was occasional arm candy at fundraisers and company dinners, but she was otherwise a single woman in a large house.

      She wasn’t as close to her family anymore either, and that broke her heart. Looking back, she couldn’t figure out where she had gone so wrong to completely screw up her life so badly. Her family was her rock, and they had been through so much. Coming home to January Cove had not only been about trying to figure out what to do about her situation, but also to reconnect with her brothers and mother. She hoped she could repair what had been lost over the last few years.

      The ocean offered her a sense of calm that couldn’t be matched by anything else. All the yoga and meditation in the world - something she did in Atlanta - would never equal the sound of the waves crashing into the shore over and over.

      Talking to her family about what had happened to her was going to be difficult, and she needed some down time to get her mind clear. She was tired lately, so waking up at six in the morning was challenging but necessary. As she slipped out the front door, the sun was just peeking over the dunes across the street from the Parker home.

      Her long, flowing dress blew in the ocean breeze as she walked down to her favorite spot. She had wonderful memories of playing volleyball with her brothers and building sandcastles with Aaron when they were younger.

      She slid down onto the sand and pulled her knees up. Wiggling her toes in the sand felt like heaven, even as the cooler temperatures whipped into her face. The smell of the salty sea air was a welcome departure from the smoggy conditions she was used to in recent years. There were no car horns honking, just the sound of sea gulls and waves lapping the beach.

      While she loved big city life at first, she would never admit to her family that she missed home. She loved her career, but she loved January Cove more. Still, coming back would have seemed like failure to her, even though she was one hundred percent sure her family would have welcomed her with open arms. That’s just who they were. They were her rock, and for some reason she’d avoided their support in recent years.

      Maybe it was her pride. Her mother had always said she was just like her father, although she didn’t remember him really. She was only four when he died, so her recollections were muddled at best. She had often tried to dig deep within her soul to draw out any little memories of her father. Maybe the sound of his laughter or the smell of his cologne. But she never could remember anything. All she had to go on were old photographs her mother had shown her from time to time.

      Addison always dreaded Father’s Day when she was in school. She was supposed to be “Daddy’s girl”. As the only daughter in their group of five kids, it had been her right and privilege to be “Daddy’s girl”, but that had been taken from her at such a young age. Even now, there was a pain in her heart where her father should have been, and she wondered how that factored in to her choice of Jim as her husband.

      From all she’d been told, Jim was nothing like her father. Her Dad had been kind and caring and attentive to her mother and siblings. Jim had turned out to be none of those things. But maybe she had been looking for a strong male figure in her life? She didn’t know, and she had spent so much time lamenting her choice in husbands that her head hurt.

      A lone sea gull flew overhead as the sun continued to make its ascent over the horizon. She stared up at it, but caught a person’s face instead.

      “Jackson!” she said, holding a hand to her chest as she tried to calm her pounding heart. “Good Lord! You scared me to death!” She was half angry and half relieved that she wasn’t alone - and that he wasn’t an axe murderer.

      “Sorry, sis,” he said laughing as she reached out and slapped his leg.

      “What are you doing here?” Jackson eased down beside her.

      “Well, I come down here every morning. This is where I do my yoga and tai chi.”

      Addison stared at him for a moment before he broke into laughter again. Jackson’s jokes left a lot to be desired, especially so early in the morning.

      “Seriously, were you following me?”

      “Oh, get over yourself. I do come down here every morning because this is where I have my coffee,” he said holding up a thermal mug. “You know I’ve always been an early riser. But you… um, no. You’ve never been an early riser, so what gives?”

      “Things change, Jackson. People change.” As soon as she said it, she regretted it. After all, Jackson had practically raised her, and he knew her better than she knew herself.

      He studied her carefully for a moment. “I suppose that’s true. I mean, look at me.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Well, just a few weeks ago, I was sitting behind a desk, piled high with papers, focused on work. Now, I’m in love with a wonderful woman and living most of the time in January Cove. Things can sure change rapidly…”

      “I’m so happy for you, Jackson. Really, I am. No one deserves happiness more than you do, big brother,” she said, chucking her shoulder against his. She really believed what she’d said. Jackson had been the strong rock that she’d needed throughout her growing up years. He checked out boyfriends, set bullies straight and even took her to father/daughter dances at school.

      “You deserve to be happy too, Addy,” he said, calling her by her shortened nickname.

      “What makes you think I’m not happy now?”

      “Because I know you, and I’ve played poker with you. And you have a terrible poker face.” She laughed and pinched his leg causing him to jump and wince.

      “Jackson, I just need some time…”

      “Time to do what? Look, Addy, whatever this thing is, it isn’t going to get better by you keeping it bottled up. You look like hell.”

      “Thanks a lot!”

      “Well, it’s true. You know I’ve always been honest with you, and you don’t look like yourself. You look tired. Actually, you look exhausted. It’s worrying me, and I know it’s worrying Mom. Let us help you.”

      She looked at him for a moment and took a deep breath before putting her forehead on her knees. Being vulnerable was never her strong suit. She preferred to keep a smile on her face at all times. “Smile. It makes people wonder what you’re up to” was her motto.

      Jackson sat there quietly, and Addison knew it was because he was sure she was about to break.

      “Okay, I’ll tell you… all of you… but I want to do it as a family. I don’t want to have to repeat myself over and over. Can you get everyone together?”

      “How about lunch?”

      “Sounds like a plan. Now, do you mind giving me a little time? You know, to gather my thoughts?”

      Jackson nodded, stood and kissed her on the top of her head before he quietly walked away. A single tear fell down Addison’s cheek as she felt the love of her older brother and simultaneously felt the weight of shame she was about to place on her beloved family.
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      The smell of Christmas was already in the air in the Parker household. With a fresh Christmas tree sitting undecorated in the front hall, Addison flashed back in her mind to the many Christmases that she and her brothers would drag decorations down from the attic to make the house look like a Norman Rockwell painting.

      Her mother had always made everything seem perfect, although as an adult Addison now realized that her mother had probably been lonely herself. She never dated around the kids, and she poured her whole soul into her children and her work. She made holidays fun and memorable as all of her kids grew up and found lives of their own. She had been like a lighthouse out in the ocean, steering her children to good lives and happiness, while she remained stuck in the same place year after year. It made Addison a little sad to think about.

      The last few years in Addison’s large home had made Christmas feel hollow. With a plastic tree - Jim was allergic to the real thing - and expensive decorations, Christmas had never felt the same. There was no depth of love in her house. No kids. No pets. Often no husband. But here, love oozed from the walls, it seemed.

      Hosting Christmas parties for clients and other attorneys had been tedious at best. Making sure she had the right crystal glasses and the most expensive wines available. Using her best fake smile, she wined and dined everyone from congressmen to law partners all in an effort to make her husband look good.

      As she walked into the family room, everyone was already gathered waiting for her. Laughter stopped as she entered the room, and an abnormal hush fell over everyone. It was all so serious, and she hated serious moments. She had accidentally laughed at her great aunt Gertrude’s funeral when she was sixteen simply because serious stuff made her nervous, and she laughed when she was nervous. This time, she had no desire to laugh and was holding back tears already.

      “Hi, sweetie,” Adele said walking to her daughter and pushing a strand of her hair behind her ear. “Everyone is here. Jackson said…”

      “Yes, I wanted to talk to all of you,” Addison was happy to see that it was just her mother and her brothers. No fiancees, no girlfriends, no one to possibly judge her.

      “It’s okay, sis. We’re here for you, whatever it is…” Aaron said. The youngest of their brood, Aaron had been her close companion when they were kids. They were only two years apart in age, and she loved playing with him when they were growing up. He was outdoorsy, and her love of adventure matched his personality very well.

      Addison slid slowly into an overstuffed arm chair in the corner and took a deep breath before meeting her mother’s eyes. Adele sat down next to Brad on the sofa, and Jackson slipped his arm around her from the other side.

      “Okay…” Addison started. “I’ve called you all here because I need to explain some things. I’m sure it’s obvious to all of you that something has been up with me for a few weeks now.”

      “Yes, honey. We’ve all been worried about you,” Adele said nodding her head.

      “I know, Mom, and I’m sorry. I just had to work some things out in my own time.”

      “We understand, Addy. Just tell us…” Kyle said, obviously growing impatient in his concern for his sister.

      “Last year, Jim had an affair,” she blurted out a little more quickly than she would have liked.

      “That son of a…” Jackson said through gritted teeth.

      “Jackson!” Adele chided. “Language.”

      “Sorry, Mom,” he said rubbing his hand hard against his mouth in an effort to stifle some other choice words.

      “It was with his assistant. Tiffani with an ‘i’,” Addison said rolling her eyes. “Hot young blonde, just out of college.”

      “Dear God,” Kyle muttered under his breath as he got up to join Jackson in pacing the room like two caged tigers.

      “Anyway, I found out when he left his secondary cell phone out by accident.”

      “Secondary cell phone?” Adele said.

      “Yes. He was very good at covering his tracks for the most part. Tiffani would travel with him, unbeknownst to me, of course.”

      “I thought you were traveling with him?” Adele said.

      “Most of the time, I was home alone. I just told you that I was traveling because, well, I was ashamed at the state of our marriage. I wanted so badly to make it work, so I did my best to make it look perfect.”

      “Oh, sweetie, you could have come to any of us…”

      “I know, Mom. This wasn’t about any of you. It was about my own foolish pride, I suppose.”

      “So you left him last year?” Brad asked.

      “No. I confronted him, and we went to marriage counseling. But he would stand me up at our counseling appointments, and the affair probably continued. I don’t really know. Eventually, Tiffani moved on to another attorney in the office and Jim came crawling back to me. That lasted all of two months before he started leaving me home alone again. I realized nothing was going to change, so I moved out last summer.”

      “Last summer? Where have you been living?” Jackson asked.

      “I got a small apartment and started divorce proceedings which isn’t the easiest thing when your soon to be ex husband is an attorney. It became really clear that I was going to get the shaft. My interior design business has been floundering since we married, and he was smearing my name all over town. I couldn’t get work… so…”

      “So?” Adele said, now sitting on the edge of her seat.

      “I started bartending.”

      “Bartending? Oh my word!” Adele covered her mouth as if Addison had just admitted to prostitution.

      “Mom…” Jackson said shaking his head.

      “I’m sorry, honey. I just wasn’t expecting that…”

      “It’s okay, Mom. I know it’s not a line of work you’d be proud of. Not for me anyway. And it’s not what I want to do either.”

      “I still don’t get why you didn’t just come home, sis?” Kyle said.

      “Because there’s more to the story. You see, I met someone while I was tending bar. Seemed like a nice guy. He was a home builder, owned his own company, treated me great. We went on a few dates and I just wanted someone who wanted me…” Tears started to fall from her eyes. “Jim never really wanted me. He just needed arm candy for social functions, but he was never my friend.”

      “And this man was your friend?” Aaron asked.

      “I thought so, but my mindset at the time wasn’t good. I was strapped for money, exhausted from work and Jim was raking me over the coals in our divorce. I just fell into the arms of the first nice guy I met, and that was Eric.”

      “So where is this Eric?” Jackson demanded to know, his arms crossed against his broad chest.

      “I don’t know. I haven’t seen him in weeks.”

      “I don’t get why you’re telling us this, sweetie…”

      “I’m pregnant, Mom. I’m carrying Eric’s baby and he wants no part of it.” Addison sobbed into her hands as Jackson immediately knelt at her side. Adele held her hand over her mouth again, and Brad pulled her in close to him for support. No one wanted her to have another mini stroke.

      “It’s going to be okay, Addy. We’re here for you,” Jackson soothed.

      “No! Don’t you understand? I have no job, no career, no home really. Yet I have a baby on the way. I’m four months along, and Jim has taken everything we built together. I have nothing to offer a baby, but here I am in this situation. I’m caught. And now I’m going to bring shame to my whole family!”

      “No, honey, we would never be ashamed of you,” Adele said as she stood and knelt in front of her daughter. “This isn’t the 1950s, Addison Rose. Women have babies without being married all the time. You’re a strong woman, and you’re going to be a strong mother. We will help you.”

      Addison looked into her mother’s tear stained eyes and knew she was speaking from her heart. “But this isn’t what you wanted for me, Mom. And I know that.”

      “Truthfully, no. But not because I’m ashamed. It’s because I want the easiest roads for all of my children, and this isn’t going to be an easy road. But we will walk it together, Addison. You’re not alone.”

      All of the brothers surrounded their only sister and pulled her into a big family hug. Never had she felt more love. Never had she felt more ashamed of herself.

      “Okay, enough with the crying,” Adele said as she stood up and wiped her eyes. “We have a house to decorate!”

      “But, Mom, what about…” Addison said, pointing down to her ever enlarging belly. It seemed bigger now that everyone knew, although it was still barely noticeable. Thank goodness it was winter and big sweater weather.

      “Sweetie, we’ll deal with that in time. For now, we must decorate for a Parker family Christmas. And we must make you an appointment with Dr. Sylvan. You will get the best in prenatal care. This is my first grand baby, after all!” She smiled widely, and it made Addison feel a little better.

      Addison was always amazed at her mother’s ability not to wallow in bad news. It was a skill she had honed since losing the love of her life. She supposed it was a skill she too would need to learn as being a single mother wasn’t going to be easy.

      Adele would often say things like “Don’t wallow, sweetie. It makes your face ugly.” Addison almost laughed thinking about it. The epitome of Southern grace, Adele Parker had not let anything life threw at her get her down. She had always picked herself up and carried on with it.

      “Well, then I guess we’d better start decorating,” Addison said as she wiped her eyes. Jackson threw his arm around her as they walked into the foyer.

      “You know, sis, if this is a boy, I really like the name Jack.” He smiled at her as she cast him a knowing glance.

      “I was thinking I liked the name Aaron better,” she said playfully.

      “Yes!” Aaron yelled from behind.

      For the first time in weeks, Addison felt at home. At peace. Like things might be okay. So she allowed herself to decorate the house for Christmas without thinking too hard about what was coming next. Like her Southern belle idol, Scarlett O’Hara, she would think about that another day.
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      There seemed to be hundreds of white dresses in the shop, and they were all starting to look alike to Addison. She had promised her sister-in-law to be, Jenna, that she would help her pick out the perfect gown for her spring wedding to Kyle. But right now she was wishing that she’d stayed home because these brides were crazy.

      It was the annual bridal gown “Christmas Crazy” sale at the Bridal Warehouse just outside of January Cove. Hundreds of women descended on the large warehouse one day per year to get “sales even Santa himself couldn’t get”. The advertising surrounding the event made Addison laugh, but Jenna was totally serious. She had a certain gown she wanted, and no one would get in her way.

      “Okay, when they open the door, I’ll go left and you go right,” Jenna had instructed as they stood in line just before 8 AM. “The dress is white…”

      “I would assume so,” Addison said, laughing and rolling her eyes. Jenna was not amused.

      “Do you hate me?” Jenna said, poking her lip out in mock offense.

      “Of course not. You’re like a true sister to me, Jenna. We’ve known each other a long time. But this is a side of you I haven’t seen before. Crazy Bride Commando,” Addison said giggling. “You’re kind of scary. I’ll have to pray for my brother.”

      Addison had been raised around Jenna since she and Kyle were high school sweethearts. Although they took a long detour in their relationship, Addison was thrilled when Kyle reconnected with the love of his life. And now he was helping raise Jenna’s little girl, and they were so happy.

      “Sorry, Addy. I’m just so excited to marry your brother. It’s been a long road, you know that.”

      “You guys are so in love,” Addison said. “I’m a little jealous of that.”

      Jenna put her hands on Addison’s shoulders and smiled. “You’re going to get through this, Addy. You are a strong woman, just like your momma. And you will find happiness. Somewhere out there is a man who is meant just for you, and he will raise your child with you just like Kyle is doing for me. You have to believe that.”

      “I want to, but right now I can’t focus on a man. I have to figure out what to do about this,” she said pointing down at her ever growing midsection. “I was ready for kids, but not alone. I don’t know how I’ll ever do this.”

      “You’d be surprised at the things you can do when you have to,” Jenna said. “You’re the spunkiest, funniest gal I know, and this baby is going to be lucky to have you as his or her mother.”

      Addison smiled appreciatively, but inside she knew that she was keeping another secret that would likely destroy how her family thought of her yet again.
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      “I swear, there is no place on earth that has better cheese fries than Zach’s,” Addison said as she shoveled more of the delectable fries into her mouth. Eating for two was turning out to be a lot of fun in her mind.

      “I know. And this milkshake is going to keep me from fitting into my new dress if I keep this up,” Jenna said with a laugh.

      The morning turned out not to be so bad after all. Jenna walked straight into the warehouse and located her dress within minutes. It was a larger size, but she would have it altered closer to the wedding.

      “You’re going to be such a beautiful bride, Jen,” Addison said as she took a sip of her own milkshake.

      “I want to take your brother’s breath away. Then I will know I’ve done my job,” she said grinning.

      “Well, from what I can tell, you pretty much take his breath away everyday,” Addison said. “And sometimes I want to tell ya’ll to get a room!”

      The women laughed, so loudly that they were afraid they’d get thrown out of Zach’s. Instead, they drew the attention of Rebecca and Tessa who were walking in to eat.

      “Hey, ladies!” Tessa said as they approached the table. “We didn’t know ya’ll would be here.”

      “Wedding dress shopping this morning,” Jenna said.

      “Well, where is it?” Rebecca asked with a large smile.

      “Oh, in the car under lock and key!” Addison said, pushing out one of the extra chairs with her foot. “Have a seat.”

      The four Parker women - well, three of them unofficial Parker women - sat there for an hour talking and laughing. Addison felt so comfortable around all of them, even though she had only recently met two of them.

      “So, Addison, have you had any morning sickness?” Rebecca finally asked, making her the first person to point out  the elephant in the room. Okay, maybe that was a bad pun.

      “Not a lot, actually. But I’ve been very tired, mentally and physically.”

      “That means a girl!” Jenna exclaimed, clapping her hands and giggling.

      “How does that mean a girl?”

      “No nausea, tired… Those were main symptoms when I was pregnant with Kaitlyn.”

      “Not very scientific, Jenna,” Addison said rolling her eyes.

      “Well, she might be on to something because I was terribly sick with Leo,” Rebecca said taking a sip of her drink.

      “Aren’t those old wives’ tales?” Addison asked with a laugh.

      “Sometimes those old wives knew what they were talking about!” Jenna said giggling.

      “Have you heard anything from Jim?” Jenna asked softly.

      Hearing his name was like having a knife shoved into her gut. She wanted to wipe that part of her past clean, but she knew she never would. How could he have deceived her so well that she didn’t know she was married to a cheater?

      “No. But I don’t plan to. I hear from his attorney friend, Neil. Biggest worm I’ve ever met,” Addison said.

      “When will the divorce be final?”

      “Probably not for at least a few more weeks. He’s fighting with everything he has no to let me have anything. I literally walked away with my clothes.”

      “That’s crazy! He’s the one who cheated!” Rebecca said a little too loudly. “Sorry,” she said, looking around in embarrassment.

      “I know. But for now I just need to spend time with my family and find a job so I can take care of myself. I didn’t come here to sponge off my mother and brothers.”

      “They don’t mind taking care of you for awhile, Addy. They love you,” Jenna said, reaching across the table and holding Addison’s hand.

      “I know they don’t mind, but I do. I’m a grown woman who made a stupid decision, and I need to buck up and take care of myself.”

      “Wow, you sound just like Adele,” Tessa said with a laugh. “Must be those strong Parker female genes.”

      “I suppose so,” Addison responded, smiling at the comparison to her beloved mother. “If I can only be half the woman she is…”

      “You’re going to do fine, sweetie. We’re all here for you,” Jenna said. “Look, I know better than anyone how hard it is to raise a child alone.”

      “Um, so do I….” Rebecca chimed in, raising her hand.

      “Hello?” Tessa said laughing.

      “Wow, I guess you all know,” Addison said, suddenly realizing that her table was filled with strong women who rose up during tough circumstances.

      “You know, if you’re looking for a part-time job, I know where you can find one,” Rebecca said.

      “Really? Where?”

      “At Jolt!”

      “Your coffee shop?” Addison asked.

      “Yep. I am exhausted, and I really need someone to take the morning shifts. I am not a morning person, and I’m so busy getting Leo off the school.”

      “Are you sure this isn’t a charity case kind of thing?” Addison asked with a sly smile.

      “No! I was honestly about to put an ad in The Cove Chronicle,” Rebecca said, referring to the town’s newspaper. Run by one of the oldest residents of January Cove, Clifford Applebaum, The Cove Chronicle had been around for over fifty years. Not many people read it, but Clifford wasn’t about to give up to that old “electronic mumbo jumbo” - his description of the Internet.

      “Well, if you’re serious, I would love to work at Jolt!” Addison said, excited at her first chance at making a normal life for herself. “When should I start?”

      “How about tomorrow at eight?”

      Addison reached across the table to shake Rebecca’s hand. “You’ve got yourself a deal!”

      “Don’t you want to know the pay?” Tessa prodded. “She might be planning to work you for three pennies an hour!”

      The women all laughed, and Addison took a deep breath, ready to start a whole new future.
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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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