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  Praise for the Lancaster Series: Dragonfly: Book 1



Reviewed by Mimie Odigwe for Readers’ Favorite


With small-town shenanigans, a tight-knit, albeit meddling family, spiteful exes, and a tender and warming love declaration at the end, I can picture Dragonfly by Stacy Goforth as a Hallmark movie. It’s like Goforth knew how engrossing her book was, so there will be other books featuring the whole clan. Yay! The side characters are supportive, humorous, and have believable development. My favorites have to be Jax, Sam’s perceptive and wry eldest brother, and the sassy, unfiltered Kelley, Blake’s younger sister. Dragonfly isn’t all fluff and flirtations; it explores how different families react to grief, the sacrifices made for family, and with just the right amount of romantic tension to keep pages turning well past bedtime. Dragonfly is for lovers of heart and heat, and anyone who has never really gotten over their crush.
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To all the writers in the Captain Swan fandom who inspired me along the way. Crack on ladies, no one does enemies to lovers better than you, mates. Ahoy, lovelies, I learned from the best.










  
  



"In the heart of every struggle lies an opportunity to grow."
~Melanie M. Koulouris
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The Man  — Taylor Swift                                                                     3:10

Cherry Pie  — Warrant                                                                           3:21


You Give Love a Bad Name — Bon Jovi                                           3:43


Nightmare — Halsey                                                                              3:52


Here I Go Again — Whitesnake                                                          4:36


Boys 'Round Here  — Blake Shelton/Pistol Annies                      4:49


This Could Be the Night — Loverboy                                              4:58


Stick Season — Noah Kahan                                                                3:02


Poison — Alice Cooper                                                                          4:30


Iris — Goo Goo Dolls                                                                            4:50


Nothin' But A Good Time — Poison                                                3:43


Little Lies — Fleetwood Mac                                                                3:38


Along Comes a Woman — Chicago                                                   4:15


The Bones — Maren Morris/Hozier                                                   3:17


Firefly — Ed Sheeran                                                                               4:15












  
  Dicktionary




Here for the smut? Skip this page and read on…
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Feeling shy? Feel the need to skip through the more steamy scenes? 




Below is a list of chapters with sexual content so you are aware ahead of time:









Chapter Eleven




Chapter Thirteen




Chapter Fifteen




Chapter Seventeen




Chapter Twenty Six









Happy reading…
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Chapter One

Jackson


Jackson was not the smartest of the Lancaster siblings. Though he would admit he was the slowest since his accident last year, but there was one thing that he excelled at that neither his sister Samantha nor his brother Dylan could ever. He could sniff out bullshit from any distance. And right now, things smelled pretty damn foul on the other end of the line as his father fed him some rancid story about sending him "help" to learn the auto shop's finances. 
He had spent over a month hospitalized after a motorcycle accident had left him unable to walk. His recovery process involved the whole family, with Samantha coming back from Pittsburgh to support him and assist in his rehabilitation and Dylan covering all the shifts at the shop. Jackson spent a fair amount of his time learning how to walk again, which made him feel like a goddamn toddler.
It had been a humbling and challenging experience, though he reasoned he should be grateful that during his downtime, his younger sister had convinced their father to sell him the family business, Lancaster's Auto Shop. With his dad now free from his responsibilities, he had embarked on a nomadic journey across America in an RV, seeking self-discovery and engaging in small talk with elderly campers, clutching their yarn and beer while they gossiped by a campfire.
It seemed like a miserable existence to him, but who was he to judge what makes a man happy? You do you, Dad!
His current office was giving off the vibes of a bomb explosion. With paperwork spread out around him, threatening his sanity, he tried to think positively as he responded to his father on the other end of the line. "You know, Dad, I think I can get this all figured out on my own." He heard Dylan's snicker across the garage and shot him a dirty look. 
"And how long will that take, Jax? Just accept the help." Despite his father's insistence, they were cut from the same stubborn cloth, and he knew that neither of them was backing down today. 
"Yeah, fine, whatever. Just have the guy call me or something," he agreed, hoping that would be enough to at least end the conversation. "I'll check my schedule and see what I can do."
The chuckle on the other end of the line annoyed him, as it only meant that dear ole Dad was going to do whatever he wanted, anyway. "Yeah, Jax, I'll do that."
 "I gotta go. A customer just walked in." He looked up at the empty shop. Dylan stared back at him as he glanced around and shook his head with a condescending snort. "I'll talk to you next week." He hung up the phone and groaned, rubbing his palm against his face.
  "Smooth," Dylan said with a sarcastic nod. "Sounds like you handled him well."
 "Go to hell." He gripped his dirty blond hair, staring at the paperwork strewn about his desk, and swirled the mouse in his hand as the black screen came back to life. A picture of his sister Samantha and her boyfriend Blake flashing him the bird, popped up on the monitor. "I need these numbers to make sense before Dad gets involved and sends some city slicker suit down here to screw up my life."
"How exactly are you going to do that?" his brother asked, wiping the grease from his forehead with the back of his hand and dropping his screwdriver into the toolbox. "Neither of us even went to city college, man. I have no clue what any of that fancy shit means." 
"How hard can it be?" he said, pushing his reading glasses up onto the bridge of his nose. "Dad did it on his own all these years. It can't be that difficult." 
"You know, all this time I thought Sam was stubborn, but I think you have her beat." His brother's words were dumb as hell. His sister might be stubborn, but no one was as stubborn as him, and that was an undisputed fact. 
He plucked at the keyboard, one finger at a time, his tongue hanging precariously from his mouth, as he tried to enter the purchases for the week. However, the computer kept emitting an awful sound every time he hit the enter key. He knew he could figure out the damn information if given enough time. He wasn't a complete idiot, but the computer was determined to be his mortal enemy.
"Why does it keep doing that?" He smashed his fist into the keyboard angrily.
Dylan was turning off the lights over the main bay, leaving only a blue Chevy Silverado sitting in the shop that was waiting on parts that wouldn't be arriving until next week. "That's it. Time to get out of here before we need to buy a new computer," Jax growled, ignoring his brother and smashing his fingers against the keys. More lights extinguished in the garage as Dylan proceeded to shut things down. "And without even understanding any of that shit, I know we can't afford to buy a new one of those."
"Fine!" Jax said in a frustrated tone. "I need a beer, anyway." He punched his finger against the button on the monitor, causing the screen to turn black. The room was now illuminated only by the soft glow of moonlight streaming through the windows. "You going to Boondocks?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yup." His brother shook his head. "You want me to drive?"
Jax limped slightly, feeling the pain in his hip, an ache in his knee, cursing as he caught up to his brother at the door. He glanced over at the motorcycle in the corner, the unfinished project he was working on to replace the bike he had lost in the crash last year, various pieces still stacked precariously in the corner that he had yet to assemble. He sighed and followed Dylan out of the garage. "Yeah, we can take the truck." He tossed the keys at his little brother and shut the door behind him. 
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The local bar, Boondocks, was bustling with activity for a Thursday night. One might say that it was because it was really the only joint in town where you could drink a beer and watch a game without getting hassled by someone asking about your day. Jax, who hated being hassled by anyone, sat as far back as possible when he arrived at the old bar. He slid into the corner, propped his foot up onto the wooden booth, and patiently waited for Dylan to arrive with his beer.
The Pirates game was playing on the television, and Dylan returned just in time for Casey Anderson to trot out to the pitcher's mound. Jax gestured toward the screen. "How do you feel about his multi-million dollar contract this year?"
Dylan chuckled, not bothering to look at the television. "Like it was worth a million dollars just to punch him in the face."
Jax snorted, recalling the fight that Dylan and his best friend Blake Forrester had with Casey right here in this bar last year over their sister, Sam.
Jax tipped back his beer. "I'm surprised he didn't come back and sign the goddamn menu or something." It had been front page news, having a professional ballplayer as popular as Casey Anderson stir up a bar fight in their own little town. Dylan had become somewhat of a reluctant town celebrity for months after the story broke. Jax still thought they were all idiots, but Casey had insulted his sister, and in Jax's book, no one dissed a lady without taking at least one to the face. Without looking up, Dylan pointed behind him to a stool at the bar. Jax shook his head with a snort. "He didn't?" 
Dylan took a sip of his beer, a slight smirk on his face. "Second stool at the bar. Asshole signed his goddamn name under it. Cocky motherfucker, I'll give him that much."
"That guy really was a dumbass," Jax mused out loud. "I honestly don't know what Sam saw in him." Shaking his head, he took another sip of his beer and sighed.
 Dylan scoffed. "You really gotta ask that question? She's our sister, and I don't want to think about that kind of stuff when thinking about our sister. I have a hard enough time dealing with her and Blake when I call New York." He shook his head, letting out a groan. "I swear, the two of them go at it like rabbits. If he wasn't my best friend, I would..." His voice trailed off, the unfinished thought hanging in the air.
"Admit it, bro. We lucked out with Blake," Jax said, trying to lighten the mood. Jax looked up from his beer just in time to witness a batter hit a home run off of Casey's fastball. He muttered, "Home run, asshole," before refocusing on his brother. "Blake and Sam are kismet. Admit it, they were just meant to be."
Dylan seemed even more frustrated. "Yeah, and where does that leave me? Stuck in this goddamn town, without my best friend. My sister's too busy being happy, and I don't want to ruin that with my bullshit."
"Jesus, Dyl, you make it sound like I keep you locked in the basement with no sunshine," Jax said, glancing toward the bar. Donna Draper and her friends walked in, disrupting his attempt to lighten the mood. Was no place sacred in this town? "Your walking, talking distraction just arrived," he grunted. 
Dylan followed Jax's gaze and frowned. "Let it go."
"I don't get what you're doing messing around with her after all the shit she pulled with Sam last year. What do you even have in common to talk about?" 
Dylan took a long drink of his beer, glancing over at Donna's group. "Talking isn't exactly part of our relationship." He paused. "Unless you count all the damn questions she asks me about Blake."
"She's not even that hot, bro," Jax said. Just the thought of touching Donna Draper repulsed him. The woman was a remorseless, manipulative, trash stirrer. "Honestly, she's not worth your time." 
His brother stood up from the booth, staring down at his empty beer. "You want another?" he asked. 
Jax shrugged."Ain't got nothin' better to do."
He shook his head. A soft frown ghosted across his lips long enough for Jax to notice before he shrugged. "Now you know how I feel about Donna."
As his brother walked over to the bar, Jax watched him, his arm sliding down Donna's backside as he approached her. 
It was one thing to warm your bed with the first thing available in town, but Donna Draper was trouble. She had stirred a lot of shit for Sam last year. She had lied about her relationship with Blake and almost ruined Sam's and Blake's chance at happiness. For Jax, that qualified as a no-dick deal breaker. 
However, he sensed Dylan was going through something right now, and there was a history between his little brother and the dumb blonde with the famous double D's. He only hoped Dylan would get his act together before he ended up with consequences he'd regret, like a damn baby or, for God's sake, herpes.
Just as Jax was contemplating the situation, his phone lit up on the table, and he saw a text from his dad. He hoped it wasn't a play-by-play of some dumbass encounter with a widowed hot mama that liked to play shuffleboard.
But as he read through the message, he realized it was much worse.



Dad

Expect a visit from a real estate analyst tomorrow

Dad

Old friend of the family

Dad

Her name is Allison Hanover

Dad

And be nice, Jax!



Who the hell was Allison Hanover?
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Chapter Two

Allison


In a world full of men, be a woman. 
The sticky note tucked into the corner of Allison Hanover's bedroom mirror served as a reminder that the world she lived in was far from easy. With its men in three-piece suits and six-figure salaries, she worked twice as hard as the male analysts, got half the recognition, and still made less money.
Despite this, she knew she was the best analyst at Ryder Investments, and she didn't need any validation from a red-blooded male to affirm that information for her. 
Settling onto her bed, she closed her eyes and began her early morning girl power hour. Engulfed in the empowering lyrics of Taylor Swift's "The Man," she focused on her breathing exercises. She sat cross-legged on her bed, staring out the large window of her apartment that overlooked downtown Erie. 
She had chosen her apartment not only because of its proximity to her office but also for its placement high above the city. Looking down on unsuspecting people as they went about their day-to-day activities was something Allison did often. Somehow, it made her feel less lonely, less disconnected from the world. Climbing the corporate ladder meant making choices early in her career that weren't compatible with long-term friendships. 
Being a woman wasn't easy for her. Back when she started out, she felt like she had to compromise the values she held most dear. Sometimes she didn't play fair, manipulating situations to edge out her peers and secure contracts at the firm. The ends justified the means, right? 
When she achieved the position of senior consultant at her firm, she bought her first pair of real Louboutin high-heeled shoes. Strutting into the office the next day, she felt like a goddamn queen. 
Her boss, Chip Ryder, assured her she wouldn't even remember the name of the guy whose account she had stolen to get the promotion. Surprisingly, he was right. She couldn't recall his name, yet the guilt she felt when she closed her eyes … Well, that haunted her every single night, even though she would never mention that to Chip.
As she climbed off her bed, she made her way into the kitchen to prepare her morning breakfast. It was always a green kale smoothie and a banana, a routine she never skipped. Starting the day off right was important to Allison. Sipping her smoothie, she carried it back to her room and dressed for the day. She chose a black pencil skirt that accentuated her tall, slim frame, along with a black pinstripe jacket paired with a white dress shirt. And, of course, she completed the look with her black Louboutin heels. Allison believed a woman had every right to feel like she just stepped out of a magazine, especially before entering the lion's den of men who awaited her.
Her mother, a criminal defense attorney and senior partner at a prestigious Erie law firm, always told her, "You were born an original. Don't be a copy." Being the only female at Ryder Investments was about as original as she could get. 
She had met her boss, Chip, at a bar near her apartment in downtown Erie, right out of college. He was charming, easy on the eyes, and quite persistent in his pursuit of her. Perhaps it was because she was drinking that night, something she did only on rare occasions, that she found it hard to resist his advances. Their relationship lasted briefly over the next few months, during which he was pleasant enough. The sex was good, though mostly one sided when it came to gratification. However, she knew deep down that the relationship was a lot like a gallon of milk—it would spoil quickly and need to be thrown out.
While her prediction about the relationship turned out to be true, fate had other plans. Once the relationship soured, Chip surprised her by offering her a job at his real estate firm. Initially, she had been resistant to accept the offer, fearing that it would appear that he had offered the job simply because of their past relationship. But after considering her options, she decided to take advantage of every opportunity given to her and prove to everyone at the firm that she was worthy of the job. 
For the next year, Chip kept things strictly platonic, taking her under his wing to mentor her on the accounts she worked and praising each job she landed at the firm. He even encouraged her to make more "ruthless" moves that eventually catapulted her status amongst her peers. 
Eventually, though, Chip crossed a line when she discovered him inventing excuses for them to work late together. His hands would wander when they were alone, touching her knee or offering to massage her shoulders after a late-night assignment. Falling back into his bed wasn't something she was proud of. Chip Ryder was a looming and intimidating presence.
She tucked a lock of her auburn hair behind her ear, pressing her lips together, their vibrant red hue perfectly stained. Gathering her keys and purse, she stepped out of her apartment and casually tapped the elevator button. While waiting, she glanced down at her phone to read the morning news, a part of her daily ritual to stay informed about current events. Some may call it doom scrolling, but she believed it was important to be educated about politics and world news.
She scanned the real estate hashtags for any news related to downtown sell offs or incoming businesses that might be important investments for the firm's future, just in case she needed to sniff around and get a head start on future clients.
The elevator bell chimed, signaling her arrival at the garage level, and she walked into the dimly lit area, gripping her keys tightly as she clicked the button on her fob. In the distance, she heard her sleek black Mazda MZ 5 Miata chirp. The car was a testament to everything she had accomplished the last few years. She could afford pretty much anything she needed at this point in her life. It felt good not to have to rely on her parents for anything anymore.
As she was about to reach her car, the phone in her hand began buzzing, causing her to pause. To her surprise, a name she hadn't heard from in a long time popped up on the screen: Ken Lancaster. He was a friend of her parents from her hometown of Titusville, Pennsylvania. Well, if she could even call it her hometown. Her parents had lived there until she was born, but she had only called it home until she was three months old. That was when her parents left town, and her dad accepted a job as the Chief of Medicine at UPMC Mercy Hospital.
Ken and his wife, Mary, had been friends with her parents back in high school. Unfortunately, Mary had passed away from cancer when Allison was just eight years old. It wasn't until last year that she had the chance to meet any of the Lancasters when Ken reached out to her about selling his auto shop. Chip had been very interested in the potential purchase. The shop was old but also the only one in the small town, which meant money in Chip's eyes. However, Ken had pulled back on the deal, much to Chip's complete displeasure, and instead sold the shop to his oldest son.
When she last spoke to Ken, Allison thought he seemed like a nice man—friendly, if not a bit abrasive—but genuinely interested in what was best for his business. 
She answered the phone quickly. "Hey, Ken, it's Allison. How are you?" 
His pleasant voice came through the line, and he seemed calmer compared to their last conversation. "Allison, so glad I caught you before work," he said. 
 "How can I help you today?" she asked, as she settled into the driver's seat of her car.
He chuckled. "Always right to the point, Allison. A woman after my own heart." After a brief pause, it was clear he had something on his mind. "Remember last year when I asked for help with my shop?" 
"I do. I believe you ended up selling it to family, correct?" Uncertain of what this conversation was leading to, she wondered if his son had changed his mind about buying the shop. 
"Yes, my son, Jackson." His voice remained calm, but she sensed a hint of apprehension in his words. "He's great at the work part, always was. But uh, the finance stuff isn't really his strong suit."
Puzzled, she couldn't understand why he was sharing this with her. After all, she wasn't an accountant. "That sounds like something we hear from a lot of business owners when we step in to purchase their business, sir." 
He quickly interjected, "Please, my father was a sir. Ken is fine." 
She provided him a friendly laugh before responding. "Of course, Ken. So, what exactly did you want me to do? Was he wanting to sell?" 
"Heavens, no. Not at all." Now she was even more perplexed. She pushed the start button on her car, and it revved to life. "I was talking to your mom actually, and she suggested, well, we were thinking, maybe you could do me a favor and drive down there and help him figure it out."
"I'm sorry what?" The call switched to the car's speaker, and she thought she must have misheard him. Surely, he wasn't asking her to go to Titusville to teach his kid how to manage his finances.
"I'm not asking for a lot. He knows how to run the garage, and he's a smart kid but, he just needs help to understand what he's looking at," Ken pleaded desperately on the other end. He was a nice old man, and Allison hated to turn him down outright. Looking up at the green light ahead, she pulled into the garage at her office. 
 "Can I get back to you later today? This isn't exactly my area of expertise. My job is more about research and purchasing, but, of course, I would have to talk to my boss before I agreed to anything. I have a lot of clients on my plate right now," she said, sighing as she thought about her overflowing case load sitting on her desk.
"Sure can, dear. Just let me know," Ken said, his friendly voice already fueling the guilt swirling in her head. She knew that later that evening, she would politely turn down his offer, but first, she would need to come up with some excuse. 
Because there was no way she was going to Titusville.
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"Earth to Allie Cat!" Chip's voice snapped Allison out of her thoughts, and she looked up to see him staring at her from the head of the conference table. She couldn't stand it when he called her Allie Cat, especially when he did it in front of the rest of the team. 
She realized she hadn't been paying attention since walking into the meeting and quickly tried to recover. "Sorry, we were talking about the Sanderson building, right?" She glanced at the presentation on the large screen behind her boss. 
"Thanks for catching up," he said. The sarcastic tone immediately had her peers straightening in their seats, looking around the room and whispering to each other with snide grins. 
Feeling a surge of frustration, she stood up and walked to the front of the room, elevating her voice as she spoke. "Well, after talking to George Riggs, who is the son of the owner, Ralph, I found out that his dad is having financial trouble. This is because of a failed investment last year in one of the waterfront buildings he was purchasing for a merger that fell through." 
Her boss shook his head with a smile. "How did you get that information out of him?"
She shrugged, setting her shoulders back. "Mr. Riggs enjoys Brandy." Glancing back at the screen, she clicked to the next slide. "The property is assessed at three-point-five million dollars. However, when I spoke to Mr. Riggs, he let it slip that his father had also been lax in their last safety inspection. And the building is facing several code violations. I believe we can get them to accept a much lower offer if we go in with that information."
Chip smirked. "I'm assuming the elder Mr. Riggs does not know that we are aware of this information?" 
She nodded, maintaining her focus on the screen. "Of course not." Clicking again, she continued. "The only other firm going after the building is Axon, and George told me that his father and Stan Axon are old golfing buddies. So, if we want to make the deal, we need to move now." 
One of the partners, sitting on the other end of the table, directed a venomous gaze at her. "What makes you think that Mr. Riggs won't sell to his old buddy Axon, anyway?" 
She calmly placed the remote back on the table and walked back to her seat, licking her lips. "Because Ralph Riggs is sleeping with Mr. Axon's wife."
The man gasped; his eyes now fixed on Chip. "Is this the kind of information you sanctioned us to gather?"
Chip let out a whistle, clearly pleased with the turn of events. "This is the kind of intel that makes us winners, Larry." He turned off the projector and slapped the table with glee. "Now, get out there and do your jobs, losers." The men stared at each other for a moment, unsure of what to do, before finally standing and exiting the room, grumbling to each other.
As soon as she found herself alone with her boss, he let out another whistle. "Damn, good job, Allie Cat," he said. 
She scowled, turning to face him with a venomous glare. "I told you not to call me that in front of people."
Playfully, he pursed his lips and glided toward her. "What's wrong with you today? You seem distracted. I was almost angry when you weren't paying attention."
She closed her eyes and exhaled. "Sorry, I just have to tell a nice old guy that I can't help him with something, and I'm not sure how to let him down." 
He furrowed his brow, crossed his arms, and leaned against the table. "What nice old man? I've never known you to have a problem letting a man down." Allison glared at him. "Oh, come on Allie, I'm just kidding."
 She looked down at her phone, clearly preoccupied. "You remember Ken Lancaster? The auto shop guy last year." 
He perked up and leaned toward her. "The one who pulled out last minute, right? The Titusville place?" 
She shook her head with a soft sigh. "Yeah, that one." 
"Now wait a minute. Why are you turning him down?"
With her lips pressed tightly together, she glared. "Because I'm not a damn accountant. Why would I go help some hillbilly figure out math?" 
"Math?"
Inhaling deeply, she leaned against the conference table. "His son, the one who ended up buying the place, is struggling. His dad wants me to drive to Titusville and help him figure out how to do his finances, like I'm a damn accountant. Can you believe that?" Chip's face lit up like he'd just won the lottery. "What?"
He stepped closer and ran his fingers through her hair. "Baby, don't you see the perfect opportunity that has just presented itself to us?" 
Irritated, she slapped his hand away and sat back down in her chair. "I'm not following you, Chip." 
"Go to Titusville, show the guy how hard it is to run his shop, then get him to sell it to you. It's brilliant." He shrugged and leaned over to kiss her forehead. "I want that shop, Allie Cat, and I want you to get it for me."
She stood up, shaking her head at him with her hands balled firmly at her side. "I'm not going to some small town to talk some guy out of his store. I'm already working the Sanderson Building. That's millions of dollars, Chip. That shop's gotta be worth only a few hundred thousand." 
He waved his hand in front of her face, a gesture that irritated her. "I'll put Larry on the Sanderson job. I want the Titusville shop."
All her hard work, and yet he was just handing it over to Larry? She couldn't believe it. She wanted to protest, but it was clear from the look on his face that he'd already made up his mind. Resigned, she sighed. "Fine, I'll go to Titusville, but I'm not guaranteeing anything."
His response was infuriating. "Good girl!" he said, his palm touching her cheek. She closed her eyes, fighting back her anger. Good girl! As if she was some submissive chick just writhing in her panties, waiting for some domineering billionaire to tell her what to do. 
She took a moment to collect herself, forcing a smile before opening her eyes. She stood and met his gaze. "I'll go home and pack a bag."
"Don't forget to check in with me and let me know your progress. Do whatever you gotta do to get an offer, Allie Cat," Chip said with a menacing grin. As she walked away, she winced at the sting of his hand on her backside. "See ya when you get back to town, and we'll celebrate, tiger," he called after her.
Feeling a mix of frustration and determination, she scowled as she walked out of the office. She pulled out her phone and quickly texted Ken Lancaster.

Allison

Let Jackson know I'll be there tomorrow







OEBPS/cover.jpeg
g

<~ (s L2 :
v
[l

" Y

A Lancaster Novel

: Book 2

p p \ ) 4 ‘—y’/‘ \

Stacy Goforth





OEBPS/images/a2472c4a-8dc8-4b64-8fca-497bb9e7061d.png





OEBPS/images/8a873780-3ffc-4c49-bdcc-304d9790c690.png





OEBPS/images/6d28d816-c44b-43e4-a01d-f39b6e17c989.png





OEBPS/images/8cea8730-5bbe-4b95-9e1f-ecad94d2e788.png
STACY GOQFORTH

)





OEBPS/images/4049baa9-e181-4f32-884c-100f91275e97.png





OEBPS/images/e1a8b183-ba4f-4e68-bf1d-d16b9a862db5.jpeg
A Lancaster Novel








