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        Beach town secrets. Cowboy billionaires. Matchmaking ghosts. Three unforgettable Texas love stories.

      

      

      
        
        Welcome to Texas, where family secrets, fake engagements, haunted ranches, and second chances change lives forever.

      

        

      
        On Mustang Island, a woman returns home after heartbreak and a long-buried family secret threatens everything she thought she knew. In Oakdale, a billionaire cowboy and his best friend fake an engagement—only to discover pretending may cost them their hearts. And at Burnett Ranch, a stubborn rancher clashes with a ghost hunter determined to uncover the truth behind a haunted Texas ranch.

      

        

      
        From emotional healing and beach-town hope to cowboy charm, paranormal mysteries, and swoony romance, Red, White & Romance delivers heartfelt stories filled with love, family, laughter, and happily-ever-afters.

      

        

      
        Perfect for readers who love small-town Texas romance, women’s fiction beach reads, fake engagement billionaire romance, cowboy billionaire romance books, paranormal cowboy romance, family secrets women’s fiction, and heartwarming romance box sets.
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        Family secrets. Beach town healing. One woman rebuilding a shattered life.

      

      

      
        
        Jennifer Moss thought she could hold her family together.

      

        

      
        But her teenage son is failing school, her marriage is falling apart, and a letter from the child she gave up for adoption twenty-five years ago threatens to reopen old wounds.

        Then the police knock on her door.

      

        

      
        With her life unraveling, Jennifer returns to Mustang Island, the beach town she left behind, hoping to escape heartbreak and uncover the truth buried in her past. What she doesn’t expect is the chance to reconnect with the daughter she lost—or discover that second chances sometimes arrive when life feels broken.

      

        

      
        But old secrets don’t stay buried forever.

      

        

      
        And Jennifer must decide if opening her heart again is worth risking the fragile family she still hopes to save.

      

        

      
        Perfect for readers who love women’s fiction beach reads, emotional family drama novels, mother-daughter reunion books, second-chance women’s fiction, small-town beach romance, uplifting women’s fiction with family secrets, and heartwarming coastal fiction.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To Debbie

      This is the life I wish you had lived.

      Rest in peace.
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      Hollywood, California

      Staring at the envelope in her hand, Jennifer Moss sat in her Volvo waiting to pick up her son from the Hollywood high school baseball practice. Before she left the house, she’d grabbed the mail.

      Now, an eerie sense of foreboding spiraled through her and filled her with anxiety. But then every time she received a piece of mail in which she didn’t recognize the name on the envelope, her stomach churned.

      Could this be from her? How many times had she gotten her hopes up for them only to be dashed? Would this be the same?

      A soft breeze blew through the window on the cloudless day. For a moment, she stopped breathing as she stared at the address.

      Madison Wilson, Austin, Texas.

      Who did she know in Austin? Who was Madison Wilson? Anytime she received an envelope like this, her heart would pound in her chest and she would wonder if she’d been discovered.

      Part of her wanted to be found, but then she would think of her life now. No one knew. It had been her secret for twenty-six years.

      The memory of the house on Mustang Island overwhelmed her. She’d never returned after that summer, and since her parents’ deaths, the house sat vacant. As much as she loved that place, she’d never go back because she would have to face the past.

      A past that was heart wrenching and left her scared and hating her family.

      Shouts from the field alerted her that the team would be leaving practice shortly. The coach always ended their practice with a pep rally. The kids were a good team and might make it to state this year. For her son’s sake, she hoped so.

      With a sigh, she tore open the envelope and pulled out the letter.

      My name is Madison Wilson. According to the genealogy report, your DNA and my DNA are linked. It says you’re my birth mother. I would like to speak to you and find out why you gave me up for adoption. I would also like to learn my medical background and even see if we have anything in common. If you are willing to speak to me, please contact me at…

      A cry escaped her and the memories flooded her of that terrible day. Her name was Madison. Her heart leaped with a joy only a mother could feel.

      Madison gave her address, her phone number, and even her email address.

      It had taken twenty-five years, but her secret was about to be revealed. With a sigh, she stared out at the baseball field and let the memories of that day overwhelm her. How she had clung desperately to her child until her mother ripped the infant from her arms and gave her to the nurse.

      She’d never seen the baby again after that day. Tears filled her eyes and trickled down her face. How many times had she thought of finding her and telling her how much she wanted to keep her? In the end, she thought it better not to disrupt her life and had done her best to move on. Now that child was grown up and wondering why she had not been wanted.

      But the opposite was true.

      Oh, God, how she’d wanted to keep her. To love her and raise her as her own.

      That time in her life had been the worst, and she’d never forgiven her mother for forcing her to give up her child for all the right reasons. They were not what Jennifer wanted to hear.

      Sometimes doing the right thing was not the easiest. And having that child taken from her arms was gut-wrenching.

      Her handsome son walked across the school yard, his head down. Quickly she wiped the tears from her eyes and shoved the letter into her purse.

      How was her family going to react to this news?

      Her husband Ryan didn’t know about her unwed pregnancy and subsequent birth. Her two smart, intelligent, beautiful children had no idea they had a half-sister. This secret had remained hidden for twenty-five years, but no more.

      The door opened and her son slid in.

      “Hi, Mom,” he said and she could see he was upset.

      “Bad day?” she asked.

      “Kind of,” he replied as he looked out the window of the car.

      Something had been eating at him and she didn’t know what. He refused to talk to her about it, and only said, I’m okay. But he wasn’t. His grades had gone from honor roll to barely passing and she feared he was going to lose his scholarship to his favorite school.

      No matter how she tried to approach him, the walls came slamming down. And today’s mail wouldn’t make the situation any easier. Yet, she had waited so long for this letter. So long to hear from the baby she loved instantly.

      He looked at her and studied her for a moment. “Are you all right?”

      “Sure,” she said, wondering how he could tell something was up. “Got something in my eye a moment ago.”

      “Oh,” he said and gazed back out the window as she pulled out of the school parking lot.

      “Is Dad going to be home tonight?”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “This morning he left early because it’s his surgery day.”

      Alex made a noise she couldn’t quite interpret.

      Her husband was a leading plastic surgeon in the Hollywood community and had worked on many stars in his practice. The money he brought in had made it easy for her to stay home and raise their two children.

      But the hours he worked were sometimes long, and he often came home exhausted. Lately, he seemed to work longer and longer, though he’d promised her he was going to cut back his hours.

      In the twenty years they’d been married, she often wondered if she’d traded love for money. Their marriage was good, but they spent so little time together, with him working so many hours. Sometimes it felt like they were two individual people living in the same house.

      And there were days she felt lonely. If not for the kids, she would spend her evenings alone. And even they were growing up and moving on with their lives. Taylor would soon finish her second year of college, and next fall, Alex would be going to a university.

      “How’s the team doing?”

      “If we continue to win, we should make the high school playoffs,” he said, staring out the window.

      Alex was normally so happy and excited and eager to talk, but in the last two months, he’d withdrawn into himself and she couldn’t find a way to bring him out. The kid should be so excited about his team making the playoffs, and yet he didn’t act like he cared.

      Something was eating at her son and she missed the happy-go-lucky young man who was eager to begin his life.

      “That’s great news,” she said. “When’s your next game? Maybe me and your dad can both attend.”

      Ryan had only made it to one game. One, and soon their son’s season and high school career would be at an end. Sometimes she hated Ryan’s job, even though their life was luxurious because of his career.

      That didn’t excite Alex and she knew she had to learn what troubled him.

      Sometimes she wished Ryan was an accountant or even a salesman and not a busy doctor.

      Maybe after Alex graduated, she would get them reservations at Cozumel and take the kids down to the beach. She doubted that Ryan would take the time off. But it would be good to spend some time with her children.

      The thought of Madison crossed her mind and she wondered if she would like to go with them.

      “That would be nice,” he said. “The next game is Saturday morning.”

      That was Ryan’s tee time. Surely he could give up golfing one Saturday for his son. But nothing came between Ryan and his golf.

      They pulled into the drive and the gate opened automatically. She pulled into the back garage. The pool man had been here today, and maybe later tonight, she’d get in the water and swim a few laps.

      Closing the garage door, they both exited the car and walked into the house, entering through the laundry room.

      “Good afternoon, Mrs. Moss, Alex,” the maid said to her. “Dinner is in the oven. I’m leaving for the day.”

      “Thank you, Esmeralda,” she said softly.

      Alex walked past the woman and that was so unusual for him. Normally he would hug Esmeralda and tell her the cooking was divine. But not today.

      Glancing at her son, Jennifer was worried. Maybe it was time to suggest counseling. Anything to keep his grades from falling even further. Anything to keep him from losing his scholarship. Anything to bring the boy she loved back to her.

      “Good night,” Esmeralda called as she exited the back door.

      Jennifer walked into the massive kitchen and there was a salad sitting out and a casserole ready to turn on in the oven.

      “Mom,” Alex said, walking back into the kitchen. “Coach said I had to give you this.”

      She glanced at the envelope he held in his hand.

      Taking it, she opened it to the letter inside.

      “Damn it, Alex,” she said as she read the letter. “What is going on?”

      He shrugged. “Don’t know.”

      “If you don’t bring your grades up you’re going to lose your scholarship. You’re about to be kicked off the baseball team. This is not my son. Tell me what’s wrong.”

      With a grimace, he turned and walked out of the kitchen. “Maybe I want to do high school over again. Maybe I’m a loser.”

      “Alex, don’t walk away. Let’s sit down and talk about this.”

      He ignored her and went up the stairs to his room.

      Shaking her head, she couldn’t wait for Ryan to get home. They had to have a serious talk with Alex, and she had to tell him she had another child. Madison.

      Reaching inside the refrigerator, she pulled out a full bottle of wine and poured herself a glass.

      It was going to be a hell of a night.
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      Three hours later, Jennifer sat in the den, trying to watch a silly television show, her mind scattering from one child to the next. This evening, she tried to call Taylor, needing to hear the sound of her sweet voice. But she was a college kid and must have been out with friends.

      After calling her twice, she gave up.

      She was so worried about Alex and couldn’t wait to speak to Ryan about their son. It was time to consider getting professional help for him. Her star pupil’s grades had reached bottom and his bubbly personality seemed to have died. What had happened to bring about this drastic change in him?

      And no matter how hard she tried to reach him, she hit a wall.

      Now there was Madison, and she didn’t know how her husband and children were going to accept the news that she had given up a baby for adoption. After her mother took the baby from her arms, she’d done her best to try to keep the memory of her locked away. It was the only way she learned that she could keep the hurt from overwhelming her. And yet, not a day had gone by that she hadn’t wondered about what she looked like and if she had a happy life.

      Tonight, the house felt so empty and she feared what it would be like when Alex went to college. The place was like a tomb as she walked from room to room, pacing, worrying, thinking about the child she gave up and speculating when her husband would get home.

      As she wandered through the house, she couldn’t help but think how lonely it felt. Was this what her life would always be like? Her children in college, her husband at his job?

      Tonight Ryan was later than ever. Normally, he walked in around eight at the very latest. Oftentimes, she’d wondered if he was really at the clinic or was he languishing in the arms of some woman. But then she would tell herself that she was being paranoid.

      She had no reason to suspect her husband of cheating. None. His only mistress was his dedication to his profession. His patients.

      Around seven, she gave up on him and cooked the casserole. Together, she and Alex sat at the table alone. The bright, bubbly boy of the past sat glumly and ate his dinner, seldom speaking. She’d tried to talk to him again about his grades, but it was like a wall had come down and she’d finally given up.

      Did he want to fail?

      Maybe when Ryan got home, he could reach their son. But Alex wasn’t talking to her. Would he talk to his father?

      Now sitting here in her favorite chair, the letter sat like a stone on her chest while the television rambled on, without her really seeing or hearing the noise.

      What would this child look like? Would she have her hair and eye coloring or her father’s? And where was her father? At twenty-five, her first daughter must be out of college. What had she done with her life?

      Pain gripped Jennifer’s chest at the thought of all she’d missed out on Madison’s life. Her first steps, her first words, the cuddles and hugs. Her first dance recital, her first day of school.

      Tears welled in her eyes and she got up and paced the floor.

      Had her childhood been a great one? Did her adoptive parents give her the love she deserved? Would she hate Jennifer for giving her up?

      While she knew her mother had been right to force her to give up the baby for adoption, it had been the hardest thing she’d ever done. And in her mind, she’d searched for some way to keep her. But being a mother at seventeen with no education would have guaranteed they would have struggled. Jennifer had been willing to make that sacrifice. She would have chosen the baby over her abundant life, but her mother had not given her that option.

      And neither had Dylan, the boy she had loved and waited for day after day.

      After her mother demanded that she give the child up, their relationship had never been the same. In many ways, Jennifer hated her mother and the way she had erased all the memories from that time from their family. It was like those nine months never happened, but they had.

      There were no photos of Jennifer pregnant, nothing to show that time ever occurred. No photos of the baby. And yet a young life walked the earth because of Jennifer and Dylan. A young life that she never wanted to give up.

      And the father of that child had been a huge disappointment. After the night of the party, they had spent every day together until her parents suspected her pregnancy and they left the island.

      Early one morning, her parents packed up their summer home and returned to Dallas, leaving Jennifer’s heart out near a sand dune. Though she’d called him multiple times, he’d never returned her calls or her letters.

      Dylan’s face appeared in her memory and she wondered what he looked like now. Was he happy? Had he ever thought of her again? But she would never know because she wouldn’t search him out. If he could walk away from her, then she didn’t want to ever see him again.

      Pacing the floor, she knew that life was about to change and she worried how her family would accept the news of her first daughter. No matter what they thought, she would welcome her child with open arms. So many years had passed since she’d seen her and she didn’t want to waste any more time.

      Tonight she would tell Ryan about Madison. Tonight everything would be revealed.

      The doorbell rang. It was late. Who would be coming to see them at this time of night? She grabbed her phone and looked at the security app. Two policemen stood at the door.

      Why were they here?

      What if it was about Taylor? Could that be why she hadn’t been able to reach her tonight?

      She ran to the door, fear clutching her heart, feeling like she was in a dream. She could not face losing one of her children, ever. She’d lost one, she refused to lose another.

      When she opened the door, they stared at her.

      “Mrs. Moss?”

      “Yes,” she said, knowing instinctively from their expressions they were not delivering good news.

      The man seemed to gather his courage as he took a deep breath. “We regret to inform you that your husband died of a heart attack this evening at his clinic.”

      “Ryan?” she said, a surreal feeling overcoming her. “Dr. Ryan Moss?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” the man said. “Do you have someone here with you?”

      Ryan was dead. Her husband was dead.

      “My son,” she said. Oh my God, she would have to tell her children their father was dead.

      “Alex,” she cried, the slow realization that Ryan would never come home again hitting her as tears filled her eyes. No, their marriage had not been perfect, but still, she loved him.

      Shock seemed to cushion her as the words reverberated through her mind. Ryan was dead. Her husband was dead.

      All night, she’d been waiting for him to come home and he was dead. Dead. Ryan was dead.

      Grief hit her like a tsunami wave knocking her to her knees. No more quick kisses in the morning. No more rushing out the door, barely acknowledging her. No more hugs in the night.

      “Ma’am, are you all right?” the policeman asked.

      No, she wasn’t all right. Her world had exploded around her. Nothing would ever be the same after this day. The good news about Madison and the death of her husband were all delivered with a bang in one day.

      “What’s wrong, Mom,” Alex said, coming up behind her. He pulled her up from the ground and gazed at the police officers.

      “Your father died of a heart attack tonight,” she said, throwing her arms around him and sobbing on his shoulder. “Ryan is dead.”
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      Jennifer sat in a chair on the front row of the graveside and gazed at the coffin. Her son sat on one side of her and her daughter on the other. Numb, she barely blinked while the preacher said his final words.

      A cool breeze blew and the smell of the flowers piled on the casket and the many wreaths filled the air.

      It was over. She was a widow. No more kisses. No more hugs. No more long stares at her like he couldn’t understand what she was saying, like his genius brain didn’t accept the obvious.

      Ryan never walked anywhere but ran. Now he was running in heaven and even probably doing surgery there. Someone must need a facelift in heaven.

      All of his office staff attended the service, neighbors, his golfing friends, her ladies’ club members, and even a few family members. They were all here, and yet as she stared at the coffin, she’d never felt more alone.

      It didn’t seem real.

      Alex had not shed a single tear, but moved about woodenly like he feared at any moment he would break. Her daughter was taking her father’s death especially hard and she gripped her hand in hers. Jennifer had cried until there were no tears left, but it still didn’t feel real.

      Any moment, she expected him to walk up and ask why everyone was so sad. I’m right here. This has been a huge misunderstanding.

      But it was real. In the last two days, she’d had to deal with getting his body from the morgue to the funeral home. Contacting his family and telling them he was gone. His parents were deceased, but he had brothers and sisters, nieces and nephews, and many were sitting behind her.

      Planning his funeral had been the most difficult thing she’d ever done. Not even her parents had been this hard. But how did you memorialize someone who was such a brilliant man? The church had been filled with well-known doctors who had operated with him or sent him patients.

      The day felt surreal. But the sky was a dazzling blue and the California sun shone brightly on them.

      They said the final prayer and she couldn’t bow her head. All she could do was stare at the box that held his body. These were their final moments together and she sat trying to remember what he said to her that morning before he left. That final good-bye that neither one of them knew would be the end.

      How could she know that would be the last time she’d see him?

      The funeral director bent over to her. “Ma’am, the car is waiting for you whenever you’re ready to leave. No hurry.”

      “Thank you,” she heard herself say as she sat there wondering what was next.

      Friends and family walked by and told her how sorry they were. And all she could do was nod and whisper thank you.

      “Ma’am,” Fiona Brown, the nurse from the office leaned down and took her hand, “I know this is a difficult time and I’m so sorry for your loss. We all loved Dr. Moss. But there are some things at the office that need taken care of right away. I’m sorry to tell you this, but the staff has not been paid in almost a month.”

      Jennifer jerked her head up and gazed at Fiona. “Really? Why not?”

      Fiona shrugged. “I don’t know, but some of them are starting to get really anxious about needing their pay.”

      What happened? Had Ryan known his employees were not being paid.

      “Of course,” she said, wondering why his bookkeeper had not paid his staff. “Give me just a few days and then I’ll come in and take care of it.”

      She knew that the next few weeks were going to be so difficult straightening out their affairs. Changing everything from two people to one from their bank account to the mortgage, just everything.

      After everyone had come by to pay their respects, she watched as people strolled off leaving her and the children alone.

      Slowly they rose and walked to the casket still sitting on the rails. Staring down at the box that held his remains, she felt a chill race up her spine. This was it. Their final good-bye.

      “I can’t believe he’s gone,” her daughter said through her tears.

      “Me either,” Jennifer said. “Mourning him doesn’t end today. The hardest part is yet to come.”

      She wrapped her arms around her children and they stared at the casket. Her son had been quiet for the last three days, saying very little. It almost seemed like he was angry and she didn’t know how to reach him.

      “Good-bye, Ryan,” she said softly. “Rest in peace.”

      “Bye, Daddy,” her daughter said.

      Her son pulled away and walked toward the limo waiting for them.

      “What’s wrong with Alex,” her daughter asked.

      “I don’t know,” she said honestly. “Some people handle grief differently.”

      They turned and began to walk to the car.  Her daughter said, “Last night, he got so angry with me when I asked him about Daddy.”

      Could something have happened between him and Ryan that was causing him to act out? After this weekend, when everything got back to a somewhat normal routine, she was going to ask him to see a counselor.

      Tell the counselor what was eating him if he couldn’t tell her. All she wanted was her cheerful son to return.

      Somehow she had to reach him and help him get over whatever was troubling him. And now he had to deal with losing his father as well. It just didn’t seem fair.

      Her husband’s employees were standing off to the side talking earnestly amongst themselves. One of the women gave a little laugh and shook her head.

      They were just about to get into the limo. Alex stood holding the door open for them when Lily, her neighbor, and her son Kyle approached her.

      “Jennifer, I just wanted to tell you how sorry I was about Dr. Moss. He was such a great man and I just don’t know how we’re going to do without him.”

      Alex tensed and she could see him looking at Kyle. He mouthed the words get her out of here.

      His face was red, and at any moment, she feared he was going to explode with fury. What was going on? Why was Alex acting this way?

      “Come on, Mom, they need to go,” Kyle said, taking her by the arm.

      “If you need anything at all, please call me,” Lily said. “I’m here for you.”

      “Thank you,” Jennifer said.

      Had Kyle and Alex gotten into a disagreement? They’d been the best of friends since they were in junior high. Come to think of it, she’d not seen Kyle at the house in ages.

      Lily and Kyle walked away and Jennifer stood by the door of the limo and gazed at the people still at the cemetery. The office workers were still huddled together and she could tell they were frustrated.

      Fiona rolled her eyes at Lily, and Jennifer couldn’t help but think that was odd. She knew Lily was a patient because Ryan often made fun of the woman’s requests. She’d had her boobs done twice, her nose, cheek implants, and even a tummy tuck.

      He often called her plastic Barbie, but she kept coming in. The latest was a facelift.

      But it was over. No one else would receive any help from Dr. Moss’s hands. Now Jennifer had to go home, comfort her children, and start filing the necessary paperwork that dissolved everything they owned together.

      “Come on, let’s go home,” she told Taylor and Alex. “Your father’s family will be there and all that food that was sent in. Tomorrow it’ll be just the three of us. But today, we have family to entertain.”

      And she didn’t feel like entertaining anyone.

      “Mom, finals are next week. I need to go back to college day after tomorrow,” Taylor said.

      Jennifer felt her heart clench. She wasn’t ready to part with her kids. Not yet. She needed them by her side.

      “I understand,” she said, softly knowing she had to let her go. They had to get on with their lives, but it seemed so quick. They’d not had any time to adjust.

      “Don’t forget after finals, I’m going to London to study,” she said. “Then I’ll be home, but Daddy won’t be here.”

      “No, he won’t,” Jennifer said. “Now we must learn to live without him.”

      Alex made a harrumph sound. Had he been angry at his father? Could that be what was troubling him? And what did Kyle have to do with the rage that seemed to be seeping from Alex?
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      Early Monday morning, Jennifer dropped Taylor off at the airport to return to college.

      “You’re sure you’re ready to go back,” she said, wondering how one returns to normal after their husband or father dies. It had been five days since the police showed up at her door.

      Five days of putting together a funeral, contacting Ryan’s family, and supporting her children as they grappled with the death of their father. There had been no time for Jennifer to really process she was now alone.

      It felt like an avalanche was roaring toward her where she could only curl into a ball and try not to suffocate.

      “You can always stay home and repeat the semester.”

      While she knew that was impractical, part of her needed her daughter close to her. This was a time she’d have to learn to live without her husband. Her family seemed to be splintering and she couldn’t lose her children.

      Taylor hugged her. “I can’t, Mom. I want to finish this semester. Plus, I have that trip planned to go to England to study for a month.”

      Her daughter’s minor was British literature and there was a school-sponsored trip to London. At the time they planned it, it seemed like a wonderful idea. Now it was all Jennifer could do not to beg her to postpone the trip or cancel it altogether. But she wouldn’t do that.

      Life had to go on.

      Until now, Jennifer had forgotten all about the trip and knew Taylor was looking forward to going. Her daughter wouldn’t be home until mid-to-late June. That seemed like forever.

      “Please stay in touch,” she told her daughter hugging her close.

      “I will,” she said. “And if it all becomes too much, I’ll come home.”

      “I love you,” Jennifer said, feeling the tears well in her eyes.

      “I know. I love you,” Taylor said and hurriedly pulled back and got out of the car. “I’ll call you when I get back to school.”

      Jennifer turned her head and wiped the tears. “Safe travels.”

      Her daughter hurried to the airport doors and disappeared inside. A hole seemed to expand in Jennifer’s heart. She loved her children so much and now they were her everything.

      Life went on, even after someone important died.

      She put the car in gear and started toward the clinic. It bothered her all weekend that Ryan’s employees were still not getting paid. She’d asked Alex if he wanted to go to his father’s office with her and he said no. He was returning to school full-time. He had baseball practice this afternoon.

      Her children were moving on with their lives, and while she was glad, she felt like a floundering fish left on shore.

      In some ways, Ryan had taken care of everything, and now she had to learn how to take care of their finances, their bills, and all the legal stuff.

      Jennifer wove her Volvo through the downtown Los Angeles traffic. It had been so long since she’d driven the freeway this early in the morning that she’d forgotten about the traffic LA was known for.

      And after today, she didn’t ever want to endure it again if possible.

      Finally, a little after nine, she pulled into the parking lot of her husband’s clinic. The building was owned by a corporation and he paid them monthly rent. Grabbing her water and a bag for anything she needed to pack up and bring home, she walked toward his office.

      Knowing that this was going to be a difficult day, she took a deep breath and entered the building.

      Going through the door, she noted there were probably ten offices in the building. She found his and walked inside. Several of the employees were there, packing things and answering the phone.

      It was an eerie atmosphere and she instantly hated being there. But she had to deal with closing his office forever.

      Fiona came to her. “Good morning. How are you?”

      She shrugged. How did you answer that question? No one wanted to hear how she’d cried herself to sleep or that she kept waking up and reaching out for Ryan, but he wasn’t there.

      “Things will get better, eventually,” she said. “Where should I start?”

      “Bookkeeping,” Fiona said.

      “What happened to his bookkeeper, Olivia?”

      Fiona shook her head. “He fired her a month ago. Claimed she was stealing. The woman was as honest as they come. She didn’t take a dime.”

      Why had he not said anything to her about Olivia stealing? You would think it would have been something he mentioned to her. He’d seemed so remote lately and now she would never understand what was wrong with him.

      Jennifer had taken accounting in college and had a good idea of how business books should look.

      “How do we go about closing his office,” Jennifer asked.

      “We’ve canceled all of his appointments and we’re in the process of writing a letter to his clients that we’d like you to approve.”

      There had been a big write-up in the paper, but many of his patients probably didn’t know that he was gone.

      “Are there any drugs in the office?” she asked, knowing that thieves would see he was dead and try to get into his office and steal whatever was left.

      “We kept very few on hand and the police confiscated all of them while they were here,” she said.

      “Good,” Jennifer thought. At least if they broke in, there was nothing for them to steal and end up on the street.

      “What about the equipment?”

      “Sell it,” Fiona said. “I’ve already contacted a company that buys used medical office furniture and equipment. I thought you could use the cash,” she said.

      Why would Jennifer need the cash?

      A frown appeared between her eyes. “Good job. I’m going to need your help with so much.”

      The woman nodded.

      “Here is the login for the computer. This is Dr. Moss’s login. Oh, and you’ll probably need to go through his office and get everything out of there.”

      Jennifer had the oddest thought pop into her brain. “Fiona, where did he die?”

      The woman blinked her eyes and licked her lips nervously. “He was with a patient in room three.”

      “He just fell over dead?”

      “No, ma’am,” she said. “He was examining Mrs. Lily Jackson when the attack occurred.”

      Lily of all people and the woman hadn’t even mentioned that he died while he examined her. It seemed odd.

      “Were you in there with him?”

      “Oh no, ma’am,” she said, backing toward the door like she wanted to run.

      Why wasn’t she in there with her husband while he was examining a patient?

      “I thought you had to be in there with him while he examined a patient.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” she said. “But he sent us out of the room to talk privately with her.”

      That still didn’t seem right. Lily Jackson was a walking sexpot. All the time, he made fun of their neighbor for the surgeries she wanted done. Often, Jennifer had wondered where she got the money for such expensive elective surgeries.

      With a sigh, Jennifer shook her head. “All right, I’m going to get started.”

      The sooner she began, the sooner she could escape back to her world.

      Three hours later, panic was starting to build inside Jennifer. She’d downloaded the latest bank statement for the clinic and was shocked at how much money came in. But even more, how much was going out.

      Her husband’s clinic should be so far in the green that he could give every employee a huge raise, but instead it showed that the rent was past due, the rental equipment payments were past due, taxes hadn’t been paid, and that the account was almost empty.

      So what had Ryan done with all his earnings? Where was the money?

      For years, he had insisted on handling their finances and she’d agreed to let him. After all, he had a bookkeeper who worked on the accounts; she didn’t need to be involved.

      And now Jennifer was starting to feel terrified.

      There was a stack of unopened envelopes on the desk and she began to open them one by one. Credit card balances were almost maxed out. One said Final Notice. There was a letter from the state saying that if he didn’t pay his employees’ federal tax they would close his office. He had until next week to get it filed.

      Fiona came to the door. “Are you all right?”

      She’d looked at the charges on the credit card statements. Hotels, trips, fancy restaurants, places that he’d never taken her. She had to know.

      “Was he having an affair, Fiona?”

      The nurse’s face blanched and she could see that she didn’t want to tell her. But somehow, this felt like he had been cheating on her. From the credit card evidence, he was having a good time with someone other than her.

      “Yes, ma’am,” she said. “I’m so sorry.”

      Jennifer released her pent-up breath. This was why he barely had time for her. There had been someone else in his life that he’d been sharing his time and money with. Someone else that he’d been taking to hotels and restaurants and charting private planes to fly to exotic locations with.

      Someone else instead of her.

      If he wasn’t already dead, she would have made sure he was looking six feet up after she cleaned up this mess. But what about their personal accounts. If he’d left his business in this kind of shape, what had he done to their personal life?

      What did she not know about that was looming in her future?

      “Who was it?”

      “A patient,” Fiona said. “Someone you know. Because of HIPPA laws, I’m afraid to say much.”

      Suddenly, the image of Alex tensing as Lily Jackson and her son Kyle stepped over to the limo the day of the funeral seemed to tease her. Kyle and Alex had barely spoken, but Alex told him to get her out of there. Fiona had rolled her eyes at Lily.

      Could Ryan have been having an affair with Lily?

      Could this be what was troubling her son?

      Jennifer stood. “Tell the employees they’ll be paid. I’ll find the money somewhere. In the meantime, would you please start closing this office down? I’m surprised they haven’t run him out of here. He was two months behind on the rent.”

      The woman sighed and shook her head, her face had a pained expression on it.

      “This morning, the office manager came down and told me we had one week and then they were going to confiscate everything in here,” she said. “I was waiting for you to learn the truth before I said anything.”

      Shutting down the computer, Jennifer realized she was going to have to move quickly. She opened the drawers of the desk and pulled out their personal documentation. Their home loan, car loans, credit card payments. Everything she needed. Tonight, she would spend time going through and finding out what they owed.

      One moment she was missing Ryan, and now, she could feel her anger and her hatred building inside her. The man had cheated on her and she thought she knew with whom.

      If he didn’t want to stay married, all he had to do was ask for a divorce, but instead he took the coward’s way out.

      “Thank you for being patient with me. I’ll be back first thing in the morning to continue seeing what kind of havoc he created.” Grabbing her stuff, she stopped. “Did I miss something that was going on with Ryan? Was it a midlife crisis? At home, he seemed perfectly fine, though I must admit these last few months, he’s been gone a lot.”

      The woman sighed.

      “Ma’am, I’ve worked for him for many years. About the time he bought that sporty Porsche, he changed. It was like he was trying to live like a young man. Not one who was fifty.”

      Shaking her head, she tried to keep the tears from flowing, but one slipped down her cheek. “Now, I don’t know whether to be sad he’s gone or hate him. At the moment, hate is really filling me. How could I not have known?”

      All this time, he’d been having an affair and she’d been at home playing the good wife.

      The nurse nodded. “Go home and try to rest.”

      She was going home, but first, she was going to confront her son. She felt he knew about this. And if she could control her temper, she was going to confront that sexpot that lived down the street. Maybe she’d tell her that his autopsy showed he had herpes. Or even worse, Aids.

      Most definitely she would tell her to get checked.
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      Jennifer walked into the house and felt a sense of emptiness fill her. She’d thought they were happy. She’d believed that he loved her and yet he’d been cheating with the woman he made fun of that lived down the street.

      How many other women had there been? Did she even want to know?

      And what kind of damage had he done to their personal finances? From the appearance of the money statements at his office, he’d been spending like a rock star.

      With a sigh, she set her things on the counter and then headed up the stairs. She had to speak to Alex.

      With a sigh, she took a deep breath and knocked on his door. He opened it and gazed at her.

      “We need to talk,” she said.

      Without him inviting her, she pushed open the door, walked in, and took a seat on the bed. How did you ask your son if he knew about his father’s cheating?

      “Since January, you’ve been acting strange. My happy young man who made me laugh at life hasn’t been the same. At the funeral, I noticed you mouthed to Kyle to ‘get her out of here.’ You were referring to his mother. Then today while I was at your father’s office, I discovered some things that were quite disturbing about Ryan. I think you know what they are,” she said softly. “Tell me what you know.”

      A frown appeared on his face and he glanced away. Tears appeared in the corners of his eyes and her heart ached for him.

      “I hate Dad,” he said softly. “He’s not who I thought he was.”

      While she didn’t want him to hate his father, she also understood. Maybe there would come a day when they both could accept him for who he was, but that wasn’t going to be today.

      “What did you learn about your father that makes you hate him?”

      A tear trickled down his cheek. “No, don’t make me say it, Mom. It’ll hurt you. He’s such an ass.”

      She sighed and stared at this boy she loved so very much. “I’m already hurt. I’ve gone from grieving your father to wanting to kick his butt. And I’m still learning about the things he’s done. But in order to heal, we have to confront this head on. Tell me what happened to make my son withdraw and his grades to plummet. Tell me why you hate him.”

      His bottom lip trembled and he sighed. His eyes refused to meet hers.

      “Kyle and I caught his mother and Dad having sex in the living room. We came home early and they were on the couch doing it. After we caught them, he acted like it was no big deal. Later Dad told me that men keep secrets from their wives.” He shook his head and she could see he was still angry. “I thought we were one big happy family. I thought he loved you. He made our life a mockery and a sham. And I hate him for what he did. I hate him for cheating on you.”

      Pain unlike anything she’d ever felt filled her as she reached over and pulled Alex into her arms. “You’re not the only one. I thought so too. But obviously he wasn’t happy or I don’t know. He never complained about our marriage. I had no idea. But something was wrong.”

      That wasn’t exactly true. Now that she looked back over the last year, he’d stopped spending time with them. He was either at work or out on the golf course. Or maybe he spent that time in some woman’s arms.

      “If he wanted a divorce, I would have given it to him,” she said softly. “If I’d known, I would have kicked him out. Maybe that’s what he feared. I don’t know.”

      They sat on the bed, holding each other, crying because they felt so betrayed by the man they obviously didn’t know.

      “I don’t think he wanted a divorce. I think he just wanted to screw women. I’m so sorry, Mom, I should have come and told you, but I didn’t want to upset you. And I think there were others besides Lily.”

      “Oh, son,” she said, thinking about how they had sex once a week and it was a quick tumble that never lasted long. Probably because he’d been doing the nasty with someone else that week.

      They pulled apart and she wiped the tears from her eyes.

      “This is not your fault. You can’t let your father’s actions destroy your life. Now, I understand why you were angry. Now I understand why you withdrew from me. Please don’t ever do that again. Come and talk to me.”

      Her son clenched his fists. “He wanted me to pretend that nothing was wrong. That our family life was good while he was out screwing our neighbor and God knows who else. It was all a big lie, and I couldn’t stand that you didn’t know and Kyle and I went along with the pretense of being happy.”

      “Does Taylor know?”

      “I don’t think so, but he was hitting pretty hard on one of her friend’s mother. A single lady.”

      Had everyone known that her husband was a cheater but her? Damn him. Damn him for how he’d hurt their children. And her. Damn him for making her feel like such a fool.

      “Are you going to tell her?”

      They both needed to know the truth, but right now, she was still uncovering so much of what Ryan had done. Before she made any accusations, she wanted to know everything.

      “Today at his office, I discovered that a lot of our life is not how I thought it was, but I don’t want to say anything until I get all my facts straight. But soon, we’ll hold a family meeting and then I’ll tell you what I’ve learned about your father.”

      Her son almost growled, the sound was pure hate.

      “He spent all the money, didn’t he,” Alex said, gazing at her, his eyes darkening with anger.

      “I don’t know yet,” she said. “A lot went out. Seems like he had such a great hidden life I knew nothing about.”

      Shaking his head, his fists gripped together.

      “Mom, I think he was paying Kyle’s mother’s house payment. I’m not certain, but something was said one evening when I was over at Kyle’s that later made me think he was. I couldn’t stand going over there any longer. I couldn’t stand being with Kyle when we both knew what my father was doing to you.”

      Rage filled Jennifer and she took a deep breath. “Well, wasn’t that awfully nice of him. I’ll soon find out. I should have realized that something was wrong when you and Kyle were no longer hanging out together.”

      All the grief she’d felt days ago was slowly transforming into rage and hate. But she had to keep her focus on her son. He was the one his father had hurt the most. He was her priority. That and finding out what, if any, money they had left.

      “Alex, if you need to speak to a counselor. If you need help in sorting out this awful mess, please let me know.”

      A tear trickled down her son’s cheek and it was the first time she’d seen him cry. “Mom, it was you I was so worried about. I didn’t want him to hurt you. When I learned he was cheating on you, I began to hate him. Remember how he made such a big deal about grades. I didn’t want to get good grades because then he was happy. By failing, I knew it would make him angry. I wanted him to be as angry as I felt.”

      Oh, God, it had been right there in her face and she hadn’t seen what was going on. Had she been living under a rock? How could she have missed that her husband was cheating on her? Destroying her son.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t realize sooner what was going on,” she said. “But your grades affect your future. Don’t let your anger at him ruin your life. Do better.”

      Her son reached out and grabbed her and gave her the sweetest hug. “I’m so glad I no longer have to pretend. It was so hard to keep the ugly truth from you. And I hated him so much.”

      She felt like she’d failed her son. She should have known.

      “You can always come and talk to me about anything,” she said. “I’m not perfect. I’ve screwed up many areas of my life, but we can always talk and try to figure out something together.”

      Alex kissed her on the cheek. It was the first one she’d received from him in a long time.

      “Love you,” he said.

      “Love you,” she replied. “You have school tomorrow, so try to get some rest.”

      “I will,” he said smiling.

      It was the first smile she’d seen in months and relief filled her. Maybe by clearing the air, she’d get her son back.

      Slowly she stood and walked to the door. “Good night, son.”

      “Good night, Mom,” he said and it sounded once again like the boy she knew.

      Damn Ryan for what he’d done to their son. Damn him for what he’d done to her.
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      It was almost midnight. She’d gone through their financial statements, the bank accounts, the loans, everything. The son of a bitch had spent almost every dime of their money. Every dime of their retirement. Every dime of every cent he’d ever earned.

      They were basically broke. Even the life insurance policy, he’d cashed it in. She’d been so stupid to let him pay for everything. To give him full control. To not keep watch over their finances, but to believe him.

      The one thing he could not touch was the college funds and those were still intact. At least their children could go to school.

      And Alex was correct. He had paid not only their mortgage but Lily’s as well. In fact, it appeared he bought the house for her and moved her in. That just might work to her advantage. Not one, but two homes in Beverly Hills to sell.

      Rage unlike anything she’d ever felt before consumed her. His damn mistress was living two doors down. Right under her nose. Two doors down, so they could play.

      Without thinking, she marched down the street to Lily’s house. Yes, it was late, but she didn’t care. The woman had stolen a lot from her.

      Kyle opened the door. “Mrs. Moss, it’s not a good time.”

      “The hell it isn’t,” she said and pushed past him into their house.

      “Lily, get your ass down here, we need to talk,” she screamed.

      Just then the woman came around the upstairs corner in a slinky nightgown carrying a bottle of wine. Seemed she’d been drowning her sorrows in alcohol.

      Kyle shook his head and disappeared back up to his room.

      “Why Jennifer, what brings you here so late,” she slurred.

      The woman was obviously drunk.

      “My dead husband,” she said. “You were fucking my dead husband.”

      Lily giggled and that just incensed her more. “Yes, he died with his penis inside me.”

      Stunned, Jennifer took a step back. “What?”

      Lily’s plastic face twisted up as she began to ugly cry. “We were having sex in the patient exam room. He liked to do it there. I was spread out on the exam table. He was pumping into me and suddenly he cried out and grabbed his chest. Then he fell on top of me. I couldn’t move. He was still inside me when the paramedics arrived. They had to lift him off me.”

      Tears rolled down her face. “He was dead when they removed him from me. Dead.”

      Suddenly Jennifer began to laugh hysterically. After everything she’d been through, this topped it all. The man and woman got what they deserved.

      Lily was still ugly crying while Jennifer howled with laughter. She knew she must sound crazy, but she didn’t care. The last twenty-four hours had proven to her that her husband was not who she thought he was.

      And to think she’d given him a huge Hollywood funeral when they were broke. Son of a bitch.

      “He bought you your house and made the house payment?”

      “Yes,” she said crying “We’re going to have to move. I can’t pay for this house.”

      “He paid your utilities and even bought you a car?”

      “Yes,” she said blubbering harder. “Ryan was very generous to me as long as I…”

      The thought made Jennifer nauseous. It was bad enough that he died inside Lily, but to think he expected her to perform was more than she could handle.

      “Don’t tell me, I don’t want to know,” Jennifer said. “But be warned that I’m going after your house, your car, everything. Tomorrow morning, I’ll be speaking to an attorney and we’ll be figuring out how best to handle the estate. The money for you should have gone to my children. You and Ryan went through it all.”

      Lily’s bottom lip trembled.

      “Just tell me one thing, how long did this affair last?”

      “Five years,” Lily said. “We met at a medical convention and then he convinced me to move down the street.”

      How had she been so stupid not to see his deception? Five years, they had carried on without her knowledge.

      Oh God, Jennifer felt like someone had just put her in a really bad movie. One that had the audience crying. She wanted to make Lily pay for what she’d done. She wanted her to feel as bad as Jennifer felt right now.

      “He used to make fun of you. Of all the different surgeries you wanted done,” Jennifer said.

      “That was to throw you off. Anytime he thought you were getting suspicious,” she said.

      And she’d never been suspicious. Damn him. She’d been too stupid to catch on.

      “Alex told me he caught the two of you together,” she said.

      Lily sighed and glanced around to see if her son was in the room. “He and Kyle came home early. They got into a fight over what was going on and haven’t been friends since.”

      “You have no shame,” Jennifer said. “But then again, Ryan didn’t either. It now seems fitting that he died with his penis stuck up your…”

      She couldn’t say the words. They were gross and demeaning just like her husband and Lily.

      “You might want to get checked. The autopsy showed he had Aids.”

      “What?” Lily said, her eyes widening. “I don’t believe you. You’re lying.”

      “You weren’t the only one he was sleeping with,” she said, knowing it was mean but unable to stop herself.

      The woman’s mouth opened wide in surprise.

      “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer,” Jennifer said and walked out the door.

      The stroll home was not near long enough and she walked the neighborhood. It was a gated community and she felt safe and the night air seemed to clear so much of the anger and hate from her mind.

      How had she been so stupid? Now looking back, she realized all the birthdays, the anniversaries, the special occasions he’d missed. She’d believed his patients needed him. Instead, it was so he could play with Lily. And the woman lived only two doors from them.

      Right under her nose, he’d kept his little paramour.

      Damn him! Damn him!

      Walking back to the house, she went inside, sank down on the couch, and cried herself to sleep.
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      A month later, Jennifer parked her husband’s Porsche near his grave, grabbed the bottle of champagne they had saved for their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, and walked to the grave.

      Time to celebrate.

      The house was sold, Lily’s home was sold, most of the furniture, even her Volvo. The only thing she’d keep was Ryan’s convertible Porsche. Just what a single woman needed. Especially one with a grudge.

      After walking across the grass, she stopped at his grave. Hard to believe he’d been dead for a month and yet she didn’t even miss him. Nothing was the same and she was glad.

      “Well, Ryan, Dr. Plastic Dick, this is good-bye,” she said. “You son of a bitch, you really screwed me over. Don’t worry, I hired an attorney and got your financial mess straightened out. Your employees are paid, the clinic is closed, our house is sold, and even your sweet paramour’s house that you bought has sold.”

      She laughed. “I’ve learned that I can be a real mean bitch. So yes, I kicked her to the curb. You should have taken better care of her. Now she’s searching for another rich man to satisfy with her well-built body. You did a good job making her beautiful. I’m sure she’ll find someone very soon.”

      The breeze blew through the cemetery and she worked the cork out of the champagne bottle. In the background, she could hear the tinkling of wind chimes on a nearby grave.

      She wouldn’t even pay for the perpetual care for his grave. If his children wanted to, that was their business, but frankly, she’d done everything for Ryan she would ever do.

      She poured herself a glass of champagne and sat on his headstone. Yes, it was disrespectful, according to her mother, but she didn’t care. He was just lucky she didn’t have the marker repossessed. If she had known then what she knew now, his funeral would have been budget all the way.

      A cardboard box to bury the cheater in would have been good enough.

      “I’d like to make a toast to you,” she said. “To hiding your secrets well, may you rot in hell.”

      She lifted her glass and drained the alcohol. “This is good-bye, Ryan. I’ll never come back here. Tomorrow, we load up the U-Haul trailer and I’m returning to Texas. There the house is paid for, and hopefully, I will figure out what I’m going to do for the rest of my life. If you hadn’t cashed in the life insurance policy, I would have that to live on. But now I’m going to have to find some kind of job.”

      All she could think about was going back to school and becoming a professor. She didn’t want to teach in public school, but college might be the way to go. But for now, she had the summer to decide. And strangely enough, she was looking forward to being on the ocean.

      Lifting the champagne bottle, she poured some of it on his grave. It was a three-hundred-dollar bottle of champagne, but she didn’t care. They had saved it to drink at their silver wedding anniversary which they would never reach. And even if they had, their marriage had been a sham.

      “Alex is doing much better now that we talked about what he saw that day with you and Lily. He graduated high school and the baseball team is in the playoffs. Taylor is in London. So many things you’re missing out on in our children’s lives. But then they were never important to you, only your practice and your mistress.”

      The wind blew her dark hair and she pushed the strands out of her face.

      “You kept secrets from me, but I also have my secrets. When I was seventeen, I gave a baby up for adoption. Not my choice, but my mother’s. She’s contacted me, and as soon as I get settled, I’m going to respond to her letter. I planned on telling you about her the night you died.”

      She laughed as she thought of what Lily had told her.

      “I must say, Ryan, you went out with one final orgasm, just not with your wife. So embarrassing how you died. I’m sure the paramedics had a good laugh at your expense. And yes, Lily had to

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Secrets Of A Summer Place
        
          		
            Blurb
          


          		
            Dedication
          


          		
            Copyright
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Author’s Note
          


          		
            Secrets of a Runaway Bride
          


        


      


      		
        The Cowboy Billionaire’s Lucky Break
        
          		
            Kissing Oaks Billionaire Brothers
          


          		
            Blurb
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


        


      


      		
        Travis
        
          		
            The Burnett Brides
          


          		
            Blurb
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


          		
            Chapter 29
          


          		
            Also By
          


        


      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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/beach-chair-copy-1-2.jpg
ol







OEBPS/images/initial-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/rrr-cover-high-res.jpg
_USA TODAY BES"ISELLING AUTHOR

' SYLVIA MCDANIEL

' COWBOYS. SMALL TOWNS,
CRETS & HAPPILY EVER AFTERS






OEBPS/images/s-secrets-of-a-summer-place-high-res.jpg
SECRETS OF
MUSTANG ISLAND

McDANIEL

USA/TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





