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      LOVE, LIES AND MORE LIES series:  Books 5-8 are included in this boxed set.  Four different relationships with lots of love, lies, steam, passion, betrayal, murder, blackmail and more lies.  Did I mention more lies?

      

      Book 5 – LOVE, LIES AND GRAY SKIES – He was only supposed to be a one night stand.  After learning she must have a serious medical procedure, Starr Holland is desperate to have a baby first.  It could be her only chance to be a mother.  She devises a plan to get pregnant, but not just any man will do.  The father of her child has to be nice looking, intelligent and have good morals. And when she meets Sam Nickerson she decides he fits the bill.  Sam is only too happy to have sex with the pretty woman he meets in a bar.  After all, it was her idea.  Only he has no idea she is using him.  No idea she intends to get pregnant.  No idea she is using a phony name or that he’ll run into her again.  Until nearly four years later.

      

      Book 6 – LOVE, LIES AND AGONIZE – Is a secret the same as a lie?  Allie Denton fell in love with Lennon Holland the minute they met.  He was her best friend.  But he was also in love with her sister.  Then on the day of her sister’s funeral she and Lennon sleep together.  No wonder she’s in agony.  She wants her family to forgive her, but can she forgive herself?

      

      Book 7 – LOVE, LIES AND SEX APPEAL – Is there something he isn’t telling her?  Sheridan McVey has a good life.  She has her own business.  She’s healthy.  She has family and friends.  There isn’t anything else she wants or needs.  Until Wyatt Dempsey moves back to town with a shocking offer.  He needs a temporary wife, and in return he plans to help her sick niece.  But he can have any woman he wants.  Why her?  And when he finds out she’s been keeping a secret from him for the past sixteen years, will he still want to marry her?

      

      Book 8 – LOVE, LIES AND BOW TIES – Gabe Cavanaugh was simply in the wrong place at the wrong time—or was he?—when he’s attacked by two strange men.  Left without any money, credit card or I.D. he has no choice but to hitch a ride from Vegas back to Red Ridge, Kentucky with the pretty Latino girl who set him up.  Izzy Sanchez, con-artist trying to go straight, has been doing her best to escape the clutches of her cousin and uncle for years but somehow they manage to catch up to her—again.  This time they are determined to make Gabe their mark.  She feels horrible after what they did to the man whose only crime was to flirt with her, so she offers to drive him home.  Gabe doesn’t trust her.  Can’t afford to trust her.  Not after what she did to him.  But that doesn’t mean he can control his feelings for her.  She’s sexy hot gorgeous.  He would be crazy not to sleep with her and so he does.  But that only brings on a whole new set of issues for him to deal with as he’s about to find out.

      

      Be sure to download books 1-4 in the LOVE, LIES AND MORE LIES series as well.  Available now at your favorite online retailer.
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        Want to know when I release a new book?  Signup for my newsletter. 
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      For Krista Jeffries – A wonderful mother, wife and friend.

      To my readers – I want you all to know I do not take illness or death lightly.  My heart goes out to any, and all, who have suffered with a serious illness or the loss of a loved one.  As an author, my job is to entertain.  I write about fictional characters who may face some of the same real life challenges some of you have.  I hope by reading a book—any book—you will be able to forget about your difficulties and lose yourself in a story, even if only for a few hours.  Thank you so much for reading my books.
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      Starr Holland ran around the track, gaining speed and ignoring her tired, aching muscles.  She tried to stay focused on the song playing through her earbuds.  Tried to block out the words she’d heard earlier this week.

      Genetic testing . . . BRCA positive . . . predisposed to getting breast cancer or ovarian cancer . . . not a matter of if you get cancer, it’s when you get cancer . . . have your children young . . . don’t wait too long . . . or it could be too late.  Expanders . . . implants.

      She was only twenty-nine, for God’s sake!  She made another loop around the track.  What was that?  Seven miles?  Eight?  She’d lost count.  And who the hell cared?

      Sweat trickled down her back, and beneath her breasts.  Breasts that would have to come off one of these days.  She loved her breasts.  She was a perfect thirty-four C.  Looked good in a bikini and low-cut dresses that showed off plenty of cleavage.

      She didn’t have a problem in the looks department either.  Long auburn hair, high cheekbones, good skin, green eyes.  She was a constant flirt, could pretty much get any guy she set her mind to.  Only thing was, she wasn’t interested in having a boyfriend or getting married.  Not yet anyway.  She was in her second year of her residency program and that took priority.  At least it had until now.

      Besides, she’d always thought there was plenty of time for marriage and babies.  Hell, her older sister Claire just got married at thirty-eight and had given birth to healthy triplets who were almost a year old now.  Benjamin, Grace and Emma.  And so adorable.  Thank God Claire wasn’t BRCA positive like her.  It was unlikely her sister would have more children since she was nearly forty, but at least she had the option.

      Starr used her shoulder to catch a falling tear.  She would not cry.  That’s all she had done the past few days, and she was done feeling sorry for herself.  Now it was time to take action.  Time was not on her side.  If she wanted to have a baby, she couldn’t rely on anyone but herself.  After all, there was no telling when, not if, the big C would swoop in and contaminate her breasts and ovaries.

      Levi McIntire buzzed past her and whistled appreciatively.

      “Bite me, Levi!” she yelled, her voice echoing in the high ceiling of the gym.  She was in no mood.  Normally, she would have just laughed.

      “I fantasize about it all the time, Starr,” he said and kept running.

      He was such an ass.  Cute, but an ass just the same.  She had crossed him off her list of potential sperm donors almost as soon as she’d added his name.  Same with David Palermo, one of the personal trainers at the gym.  She knew he would jump at the chance to do her, and had the most wonderful dreamy blue eyes, but not much upstairs.  A total jock.  And while she would love for her child to have genes of a jock, she didn’t want her kid to be stupid.

      She’d written down Teddy Radcliff’s name too.  They were friends, and he’d hinted once that he would like to be more than friends.  He was smart.  One of the smartest guys she’d ever met.  Was going to be a surgeon.  But he hadn’t been blessed with good looks.  Poor guy.  Of course if he got rid of those nerdy glasses, got a good haircut and used his acne medication, the one she’d slipped into his locker a few months back—hint, hint—she supposed there would be a definite improvement.

      But in the end, she’d had to scratch him as well.  She didn’t want an ugly kid.  And Teddy would fall for her for sure and then she’d have to break his heart.

      The list had gone on and on.  Too boring, too pretty which was the same as too feminine, too weird, too full of himself, yada, yada, yada.  And here she’d always thought her cousin Liza was the picky one when it came to men.

      But hell she was talking about her child’s sperm donor, not just some guy she could have wild monkey sex with.  Besides, those days were over.  Since starting her residency she didn’t have time to date.  So all the good ones were now taken.

      And it wasn’t as if she could just go up to someone and say, “Hey, I’m kind of in a hurry to have a kid and don’t have time for the relationship-lead-to-marriage thing, so do you want to knock me up?  Like now while I’m having my best fertile days this month?”

      Yeah, she was sure the guys would line up at her door for that.

      Then earlier today she’d gotten a better idea.  Why did the donor have to be someone she knew?  After all, there were more than three hundred thousand people—half of them men—living in Lexington, Kentucky.  Surely the odds were that she could find someone who was not only handsome, but smart and funny as well.  A good person with good morals.

      And why shop too close to home?  After she finished her run, she would shower, change and drive to the other side of town.  No one would know her there.  She could have her pick of good looking guys.  Flirt a little, have wild monkey sex and the rest was history.  She wouldn’t even have to see the guy again.  Nor would he have to see her.  Easy Peasy.

      [image: ]

      Sam Nickerson known as Knickers to his friends, a name he’d had since high school, took a seat at the bar.  He ordered a shot of Jameson to celebrate passing the bar exam.  Too bad he had to celebrate alone.

      It had taken a little longer than he’d first expected.  Most people could pull it off in seven years.  But after he’d completed his undergraduate work he’d taken a job in order to save for law school.  He’d worked as a title agent for the past six years, as well as doing the odd construction jobs, and had banked every penny he’d made that hadn’t gone for basic living expenses.  So now at the ripe old age of thirty-two he’d finally done it.  Plus he had a job with a reputable firm waiting for him in Bowling Green.

      He’d thought Charlotte would be pleased, would want to go with him, finally move in together.  But she didn’t want to leave Lexington, didn’t want to move one-hundred-fifty miles away, even though it was only a little over two hours from home.  Didn’t want to move out of her luxurious house with Mom and Dad.  Although those were only excuses.  The real reason was she didn’t love him anymore.  They had different aspirations, she’d said and had planned to break up with him as soon as he passed the bar exam.  Which she had done about an hour ago.

      They’d met in college.  Well, not at the same school.  Her parents had sprung for a private school while he’d attended a state school because it had been more economic to do so.  But they’d met in a bar near his campus.  She’d gone on to law school immediately after graduating.  Of course her parents had paid for it and her father had taken her into his law practice as well.  No financial worries for Charlotte Harrington.

      They’d spent ten years dating, off and on.  Every time she got a bug up her butt about something she would break up with him until he would start missing her and beg her to take him back.

      Well, he was done begging.  He was moving to Bowling Green and starting his career, with or without her.  Which it looked like it would be without her.  He ordered another shot and downed it.

      Damn her.  And why hadn’t he seen it coming this time?  And why had she set her sights on him to begin with?  Charlotte was blonde, beautiful and could have just about any man she wanted.  As long as the bastard was willing to put up with her spoiled rotten ways and her family who butt into every aspect of her life.  She couldn’t even choose a movie or buy a new pair of shoes without first running it by dear old dad or that sourpuss of a mother of hers.

      Sam supposed they weren’t horrible people.  It’s just that Charles, for whom Charlotte had been named, had spoiled his daughter rotten from the day she was born.  Sam would never be able to compete with that.  And Michelle didn’t think Sam was good enough for her daughter.  Didn’t come from the right lineage, wasn’t ambitious enough and didn’t have the right tailor.  Hell, he didn’t have a tailor at all.  His suits were all purchased off the rack.  And he was fine with that.

      As far as lineage, his parents had divorced when he was in grade school.  His mother had worked two jobs to support her only child.  And his father had moved back to Red Ridge where he had grown up and married a woman he’d gone to school with, only to have her leave him same as Mom had when she got fed up with his cheating ways several years later.  Bud Nickerson worked in a factory, making pottery pieces.  Nothing special, but nothing to be ashamed of either.  It was honest work.

      Needless to say Sam and his father hadn’t been close over the years even though the man only lived an hour away from Lexington.  Sam had lost respect for his father after he’d learned of the cheating, not just once but several times during his parents’ married life together.  His mother was a beautiful person, inside and out, and would never hurt a flea.  And his stepmother wasn’t so bad either.  It was Bud who had the problem keeping it in his pants once he’d pledged his love and said, “I do.”

      Sam ordered one last shot and then he was going to head home, which was just around the block.  The bedroom window in his upstairs apartment actually faced the back of the bar.  In fact he had walked over.  Came home from work, called his mom with the good news and told her he’d take her to lunch tomorrow.  Hadn’t even bothered to change and went out the back door.  He should be home packing but he could finish up tomorrow and then head for Bowling Green on Sunday.

      He felt someone rub up against him and turned to see a pretty girl take a seat next to him.  Her short skirt climbed her thigh as she got comfortable on the bar stool.  Sam tried not to look, but hey he was a man after all.  She took off her cardigan sweater, showing off a set of full breasts beneath her blouse.

      “Hi,” she said to the bartender and ordered a sparkling water with lime.

      Who ordered a sparkling water while sitting at the bar?  Especially in a place like this one.  The music pounded from the juke box, billiard balls crashed and clanged, people were yelling and laughing and dancing.  Everyone seemed to be having a great time.  Everyone except for him, of course.  Charlotte had managed to ruin his day.

      But Sam forced himself to relax and ordered another shot.  What the hell?  No sense wasting an opportunity to talk to a pretty babe.  Although he really wasn’t in the mood to make idle chit chat with a girl tonight, no matter how hot she was.

      There was no point in getting to know someone when he was moving in two days.  And he wasn’t in the mood to get laid either.  Not that she looked like the type of girl a guy could take home and bang on the first night.  But it was fun to fantasize once in a while.  Then again, you just never knew.

      Pretty soon, the girl with long auburn hair pulled a spiral notebook and a pen from her bag.  She angled her body to look at him, offering a nice view of her cleavage as well.  “Excuse me.  Would you mind answering a few questions for me?”

      That was a new pickup line.  One he’d never heard before.  “I . . . guess not.”  She was exceptionally pretty, with green eyes and full red painted lips.  Plus she smelled nice.  He guessed her to be somewhere in her late twenties.

      “Are you married?” she asked.

      “No.”

      “Engaged?  Or spoken for?”

      “No.”  At least not in the past hour.

      She flashed him a flirty smile and pushed her chest out a bit more.  “Great.  I’m conducting a study, for my . . . employer . . . so bear with me please.”

      He raised his brows.  “Okay.”

      “And since I know you’ll want me to keep this information confidential, I would prefer you don’t even give me your name.”

      “All right.  Do you have a name?” he asked.

      “Well, yes, but—”

      “I don’t see any reason why you can’t tell me your name since you’re not the one answering questions.”

      She grinned.  “Good point.  It’s Sta—”  She paused briefly.  “Stacy.  My name is Stacy.  Yes, that’s it.”

      She seemed a little unsure.  Or maybe she was just nervous.  “Nice to meet you, Stacy.  Go ahead with your questions.”

      [image: ]

      Starr gazed into a set of brown eyes the color of rich chocolate.  He had dark wavy hair, a sturdy jawline and a dimple in his chin.  Dressed in a suit he looked professional, educated and a little serious.  Those were all good attributes for her sperm donor to have.

      She gazed at her notebook and decided to get right to it.  “Do any of your family members have any genetic defects that you know of?”

      “None that I know of.”

      “And is anyone blood related to you psychotic, or crazy, or schizophrenic?”

      The man’s brows shot up.  “What’s this survey all about anyway?”  He tried to steal a peek at her notebook but she held it a little more closely to her chest.

      “It’s confidential.  Sorry.”

      He nodded.  “No psychotics in the family.  Or any other crazy people.”

      “Good, good.  So no serial killers or anything like that?”  I mean, she had to ask.  For her child’s sake anyway.

      “Just one.”

      Her eyes widened.

      “Kidding.”  He offered her a big smile and showed off his straight white teeth except for one that was a tad crooked on the bottom.  Another good attribute to have.  Maybe her child wouldn’t need braces.

      “Okay, do you consider yourself to be a person of good morals?”

      “I’d like to think so.”

      “Do you go to church?”

      “No.  Well, not lately.”

      Good answer.  Not a religious fanatic but probably not an atheist either.

      “And one last question.  Would you mind telling me what your IQ is?”

      The man blinked and grinned.  “Now that’s really getting personal, Stacy.  How about you tell me yours first.”

      Starr laughed.  He had a great sense of humor.  She liked guys that could make her laugh.  Not that she had to like him, but it certainly didn’t hurt.  After all, if things went according to plan tonight he was about to see her naked.  She gulped.  Since she’d never had sex with a stranger— well just that one time but she’d promised herself never to think about it, and never to get that drunk again—it definitely couldn’t hurt to like him a little.

      She wondered what kind of lover he would be.  Was he the slow methodical type that would study every inch of her skin before doing her?  Or would he just rip off her clothes and do her in his car, maybe out in the parking lot?

      She kind of hoped for the latter.  Just get it over with.  Fast and hard.  No time to stare into each other’s eyes and share meaningless little compliments.  “You’re very pretty.”  “You too.”  “You have nice eyes.”  “Ditto.”  “I like your breasts.  They’re perfect.”  “Yeah, me too, but I probably won’t have them much longer.  I’ll be getting new ones one day.”

      Her eyes filled with moisture.  She dabbed at them with a cocktail napkin.

      “Are you okay?”

      The concerned type.  Another good attribute.  She’d want her son, if she ended up having a boy, to be the same way.  The guy was perfect.  No sense wasting anymore time.  “I’m fine.  I can’t stand the smoke in here.”  Even though it was a smoke-free bar.  She looked him in the eye so there would be no misconstruing her next words.  “Do you want to get out of here?  Maybe go to your place?”

      “Sure.  I just live—”

      Starr didn’t bother listening to what he had to say.  She slid off the stool and was heading for the door.  They walked behind the building and across the parking lot to an upstairs apartment above a nail salon.

      The place was small, but clean.  Smelled like formaldehyde and nail lacquers, but she didn’t mind that.  It could be worse.  She noted several boxes lining the far wall.  He was either moving in or moving out.  Or maybe he was one of those people who never unpacked.

      “I’m going to be moving soon.  I have a job—”

      Starr didn’t give him a chance to finish.  She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.  She didn’t want to know any details about his life.  She was never going to see him again.

      He kissed her back, his hands snaking up beneath her blouse.  His hands were cold from the January air outdoors.  She let out a little squeal.

      “Sorry.”  Then he cupped her breasts in his hands and it felt so good.  She started warming up almost immediately.

      He was a good kisser, she’d give him that.  He tasted like whiskey and even though she didn’t like whiskey she liked tasting it on him.  His five o’clock shadow chafed at her cheeks but she didn’t mind that either.  In fact, it was turning her on.  And the way he smelled, like soap and man, was another turn on for her.

      She hadn’t expected to feel anything, assumed she and her sperm donor would just go through the motions.  But she couldn’t help feeling excited over this guy.  She reached for his belt buckle but he grabbed her hand to stop her.

      He was breathing fast and heavy.  “Stacy, maybe we should slow things down for a minute.”

      “No!”  She took a calming breath.  “No, I mean I don’t want to slow things down.”

      “You’re sure?”

      To prove a point, she yanked the cardigan over her shoulders and arms, started unbuttoning her blouse.

      “We don’t have to . . .”  His breath caught in his throat when he saw her standing there in her bra.  Her special black lacy bra.  So he wouldn’t have time to change his mind, she unzipped her skirt and let it puddle around her ankles.  She kicked it to the side.  His eyes drifted away from her perfect breasts and slid lower.

      She left her shoes on, thinking she’d look sexier with the red three-inch heels on, rather than off.  She was glad it hadn’t been snowing out or she would have had to wear boots.  And boots wouldn’t have been good for the fuck-me-now look she was going for.

      “I want to,” she said, taking a step toward him and tugging at the buttons on his shirt.  Beneath her fingers she felt his heart thudding in his chest.  Before she could say anything else, he lifted her up and she wrapped her bare legs around him, shoes and all.

      He stumbled across the room with her, losing his jacket along the way, kissing her throat and neck.  “God, you’re so sexy.”

      He pressed her against the wall, pushed against her, letting her know how turned on he was.  Yep, it was going to be fast and hard.  She smiled inwardly.
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      Sam woke sometime during the night but Stacy was no longer there.  God she was beautiful and sexy.  Not that Charlotte wasn’t just as pretty, but only in a don’t-touch-me-or-you-might-mess-me-up kind of way.  She’d never liked getting sweaty during sex, or cuddling afterward.  Never a good morning kiss, stinky breath and all, made her gag.  Nothing was ever spontaneous between them like it had been with Stacy.  They’d developed an instant chemistry and had acted on it.  With Charlotte he had to shower before he could touch her, and again afterward if he expected her to share a bed with him for the night.

      He wiped the sleep from his eyes and sat upright.  It just hit him.  He hadn’t gotten Stacy’s last name, let alone a phone number.  He had no idea where she lived or where she worked.  All he knew was that she obviously conducted weird surveys for a living.

      So now what?  He’d like to see her again.  Not to have hot sweaty sex, well that was a lie, but he wanted to get to know her as well.  He sighed.  He was moving tomorrow.  Chances were he’d never see her again.  Swearing, he got out of bed and padded to the bathroom.  He may as well finish packing.  He’d promised his mom lunch and then a few friends were taking him out for drinks later that night.  Too bad Stacy wouldn’t be there.

      [image: ]

      Starr thought she’d wake up feeling on top of the world.  She’d had wild monkey sex with a stranger.  But instead of feeling good about it she felt a little down.  She was never going to see him again, and while that had been the plan, and for good reason, she wasn’t happy about it.  She liked him.  Not only had he rocked her world last night but he’d made her laugh too.

      But if she wanted to carry out the rest of her plan she needed to scope out another bar for tonight.  While she was still fertile this month, she wanted to have sex with as many men as possible.  Yes, it made her feel cheap and dirty, but sometimes you had to swallow your pride, suck it up, and be willing to do whatever it took to get what you wanted.  And what she wanted was a baby.  Before it was too late.

      [image: ]

      Sam was certainly on his way to getting good and drunk when he decided to call it a night.  No matter how much his friends were begging him to stay, common sense took over.  He had to drive to Bowling Green tomorrow morning and then get settled.  And he didn’t want to do it with a hangover.

      He shook hands, slapped a few guys on the back, told them not to be strangers, and headed for the door.  But on his way out he recognized a certain auburn haired beauty sitting in a booth.  Stacy!  But wait, she wasn’t alone.  She was all smiles, and flirting with some dude with blond hair.  He looked like a jock.  And there was that damn spiral notebook.

      As if she sensed him watching her she looked up and her smile instantly faded.  She quickly glanced away like she hadn’t seen him, pretended to be looking for something in her bag as he approached her.

      “Stacy?”

      She lifted her eyes and forced a smile.  “Oh, hi.  I didn’t expect to see you here.”

      “Stacy?” the jock sitting across the booth from her said.  “I thought you said your name was Victoria.”

      Stacy, or whatever her real name was, smiled shyly.  She was wearing another low-cut top to show off her cleavage.  “Yes, it’s . . . Stacy Victoria.  I go by either name.  Stacy.  Or Victoria.  Or Stacy Victoria, if you prefer.”  But Sam wasn’t buying it for a minute.

      She made a face, like she’d just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar, slid across the seat and got to her feet.  Another short skirt and those fuck-me red heels she’d worn last night.  “Can I . . . talk to you privately?”

      “About what?”

      She opened her mouth to say something, glanced at the guy in the booth and then back at Sam.  “Please.”

      “Hey, I thought you wanted to go back to my place?” the jock reminded her, and slid out of the booth to join them.

      Sam felt his blood start to boil.

      Stacy, or Victoria, or whatever her name was, turned to look at the jock.  “Can you give us a minute please?”

      The guy narrowed his eyes.  “Well, no, actually I can’t.  I mean you gave me all the right signals and now you’re talking to somebody else.”

      Sam felt like punching the guy but he was probably speaking the truth.  “Look, I really need to get going.  Last night was . . .”  Because he couldn’t think of the right word, and because he was pissed, he slapped the jock on the shoulder.  “She’s a good time.  Have fun.”

      Sam saw her mouth drop open, the hurt in her eyes.  Maybe he should apologize.  It wasn’t as if they were a couple.  She had the right to fuck any guy she pleased.  Screw it.  He walked out of the bar, and this time instead of wishing he could get to know her better, he hoped he would never have to see her again.
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        Three years and nine months later . . .

      

      Starr ran into the drugstore with such speed and determination she almost mowed down a woman coming up the feminine hygiene aisle.  “Sorry, Mrs. Foster.  I didn’t see you.”

      “Oh, hi, Dr. Holland.”  Patricia Foster was one of her patients.  She was holding two boxes of douche and a vaginal deodorant spray.  She raised them up in front of her chest.  “Which one would you recommend?”

      Starr shook her head.  “I would call Dr. Roberts and ask her.  I’m not an OBGYN doctor you know.”  She glanced down the aisle, saw what she came in for and excused herself.  She was going to be late for work if she didn’t hurry.  Patients hated to be kept waiting.  It was okay if they were late, but not the other way around.  Their time was too precious, too valuable.  Thought she should give them a discount or not charge them at all.  Not that she made a habit of being late, but sometimes she just couldn’t help it.

      She had a toddler at home.  Liberty, who everyone called Libby, for the most part, was the sweetest little girl on the face of the planet.  But she also had her moments.  And she’d had one this morning.  Had refused to wear the clothes Starr had chosen.  Wanted only to wear her pink Hello Kitty sweatshirt even though Starr had explained over and over again it was in the dirty clothes hamper and stained with spaghetti sauce.  Libby had kicked, screamed, hid behind the sofa and refused to come out.  The only thing that had made her calm down was Starr’s promise to “maybe” entertain the idea of getting her a kitten.

      Starr shuddered at the thought.  She didn’t like cats.  Didn’t hate them.  She could never hate an innocent animal.  But she didn’t trust felines.  They were sneaky.  Plus she hated the idea of scooping poop from a litter box.  But she’d promised Libby to at least consider the idea.

      She grabbed a box of tampons and hurried toward the sales counter.

      The clerk rang her up and Starr withdrew a few bills from her wallet and set them on the counter.  She happened to look up and that’s when she saw him.  The guy she’d chosen as her sperm donor almost four years ago, and he was heading her way.  Shit!  She grabbed the tampons, didn’t even wait for the clerk to bag them, dipped her head and backed right into a cardboard display.  Condom boxes flew everywhere.

      She let out a little shriek.

      “Don’t you want your change?” the clerk hollered.

      Starr ignored her and sprinted out of the store.  What the hell was he doing in Red Ridge?  After that horrible humiliating night she’d thought she would never see him again.  She looked down at her trembling hands, sunk low behind the steering wheel and waited for him to come out of the store.

      Maybe she had imagined it.  Maybe it wasn’t him at all.  Four years was a long time.  It was probably just some guy who looked like . . . what’s-his-name.  Because she had never learned his name.

      But then he walked out into the bright sunshine and she squealed again.  “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!”  It was him.  Dressed in jeans that hugged his hips nicely and a Kentucky Wildcats T-shirt across his broad chest, he was sheer perfection.  From this distance she couldn’t see his chocolate eyes or the dimple in his chin but the dark wavy hair and the sturdy jaw were still there.

      He appeared to be walking toward her so she bent her head, scrunched her shoulders and leaned against the driver’s door.  Please don’t let him see me.

      A few moments later she heard a car door slam and an engine start.  Good.  He was leaving.  She waited a good long while before lifting her head and peering out into the parking lot.  Thank God he was gone.  Only then did she start her own vehicle.  She was definitely late for work now.  But she was still shaking so badly she couldn’t drive.  Well, at least not until she calmed down.

      She dug her cell out of her bag and called her sister Claire.  “He’s here.”

      “Who’s here?”

      “Him.  The one who, you know.  Him!”  She’d confessed what she had done to Claire and to their cousin Liza, but they were the only two who knew her secret.  The only people she trusted not to judge or betray her.

      “Are you sure?  Where?  Benjamin, put Theo down!  He doesn’t like it when you put him in the hamper.”

      “At the drugstore.  Just now.  He just drove off.”

      “What did you say to him?”

      “I didn’t say anything to him!  I did the only sensible thing I could.  I ran out of there and hid in my car.  And did I mention I knocked over a display of condoms?  It was mortifying.”

      “Did he recognize you?”

      “I don’t think so.  I was pretty fast on my feet.”

      “Okay.  So why do you think he’s in Red Ridge?  I mean you told me he lived in Lexington and that he had moved and you didn’t know where.  Did he mention coming here?”

      “No.  I think I would have remembered if he’d said he was moving to my hometown.”

      “Benjamin!  Do not put Theo in the dishwasher.  He doesn’t like that.  That’s why he’s growling at you.”  Her sister sighed into the phone.  “That poor dog.”

      “Do you still want Libby and me to come to dinner tonight?”

      “Of course, I do.  Try to stay calm today, and we’ll talk about it after dinner.  Okay?”

      “Okay,” Starr promised and sucked in a long breath, blew it out.  “Thanks, Claire.”

      When she walked into her office suite ten minutes later she was already thirty minutes late.

      “I have to be to work at nine,” a gentleman reminded her.  Mr. Gerrety, who was the assistant manager at the bank, shot her a nasty look.

      “And Brandon has to get to pre-school,” a woman shouted, hugging her toddler to her chest.  “I don’t want him to miss out on reading day.  He loves reading day.  Don’t you Brandon?”

      “I guess so,” the boy said with a shrug, and Starr thought probably not so much.

      “Well, teaching your kid to read at three isn’t as important as me getting to work on time,” Mr. Gerrety argued.

      “I’m sorry,” Starr said, opening the door to the reception area.  “I had a bit of an emergency this morning.”

      Her office manager looked up and smiled.  “Everything okay, Dr. Starr?”

      Starr had asked Angie Nickerson not to call her Dr. Holland and to just call her Starr, but the woman who was probably close to sixty had shaken her head.  “Nothing doing.  You deserve the title.”  Starr had quit arguing with the woman.  After all, she was old enough to be her mother, and sometimes acted as if she were too.  “You should wear a sweater.  It’s cold out there.”  “Is that all you’re having for lunch?  You need to eat more.  You can afford to carry a few extra pounds.”  “You shouldn’t wear heels to work.  You’re going to have problems with your feet when you get older.  Trust me.”

      “I’m fine,” she whispered.  “I had to stop at the drugstore, and then there was an accident.”

      Angie’s face fell.  “Are you okay?”

      “What?  Oh, of course.  Some idiot woman knocked over a display of condoms.”

      “I bet that was embarrassing.”

      Tell me about it.  “Send Mr. Gerrety back.”  She knew little Brandon’s appointment was first but didn’t feel like arguing with the assistant bank manager about the co-pay if he ended up being late for work.

      “Good idea.”

      At the end of the day Starr was exhausted.  She’d seen more than thirty patients.  Where had they all come from?  She’d had two cases of lice, four people with head colds, a man with a severe sinus infection who’d insisted on blowing his nose in her office and then showing her what had come out.  Nasty, nasty stuff.  There were two women with stomach viruses, one girl with a sprained ankle, two boys with broken arms—one kid had fallen out of a tree and the other had fallen on top of him—very freaky.  The rest were routine vaccines, rechecks, you name it.

      But even though she was bone weary tired she couldn’t skip dinner at her sister’s tonight.  Libby would never forgive her if she didn’t get to see her cousins.  She’d probably been looking forward to it all day.  The triplets were about nine months older than Libby and adored her as much as she adored them.

      So she picked herself up, grabbed her bag and headed for the door.

      “What you need is a man to take care of you,” Angie said, turning off the office lights.  She left the one in the waiting area on and came from behind the desk to join Starr.

      Starr zoomed in on her.  “I don’t need a man for anything.  Libby and I are doing just fine.”  They’d had this conversation more than a dozen times since she’d returned to Red Ridge a year ago.

      “I know that.  But it would be nice to have someone in your corner to share the burden.  Rub your feet at night, give you a massage.  Did I mention my nephew Sam is in town?”

      Only about a hundred times. “You mean the one who is so good looking women practically faint when they see him?”

      “That’s the one.”

      “Angie, really, I appreciate you thinking about me and I feel honored that you consider me special enough to go out with your nephew but I’m just not interested.”

      “Do you want to end up like me?  An old maid?”

      Angie had already told Starr the story about the man she was engaged to getting killed in the Vietnam War.  She’d been so heartbroken she’d never given anyone else a chance.  “You’re not old.”  Angie was still quite attractive; short dark hair with only a tiny bit of gray at her temples, pretty brown eyes, and a friendly smile.  And because of her Pilates class twice a week she was in great shape too.

      “Hmph,” she said.  “Sam is a great guy, and I just know you two would be perfect together.”

      Starr wanted her to stop.  She was tired of hearing about this guy who Angie considered God’s gift to women.  “If Sam is so great, why isn’t he married?”  That was probably rude, but so was badgering your boss.

      “He was.”

      Angie’s nephew was divorced?  Another reason she didn’t want to go out with him.  That and the fact that she had sworn off men forever.

      “I see that look on your face, but it wasn’t his fault.  Not really.  Well, he probably should have never married Charlotte.  That cold-hearted bitch cared more about her career and her parents than she did about poor Sam.  And then when she refused to have children, especially after the way she had chased after him in Bowling Green and then cried until he agreed to move back, and marry her and . . .”

      By this time, Starr was barely listening.  She opened the door, held it for Angie and then locked it behind them.  She shared a building with Dr. Roberts whose suite was across the hall.  She and Angie walked through the lobby and outdoors together.  The fall night air was chilly, and Starr wished she’d worn a sweater.

      “Where’s your sweater?” Angie asked as if she’d read her mind.  “So, if you could just meet him before saying no . . .”

      “I’m sorry, Angie, but I just can’t.”

      Angie was quiet for a moment.  “He broke your heart, didn’t he?”

      “Who?”

      “Libby’s father.  What did he do, refuse to marry you?”

      “It wasn’t like that.”  She made a show of glancing at her watch.  “I have to run.  I need to pick up Libby and then we’re going to my sister’s for dinner.”

      “Now there’s someone I never thought would get married.”

      “Gotta go.  See you tomorrow.”

      [image: ]

      “Here, kitty-kitty,” Sam said in a sing-song voice as he dropped pieces of cat food along the front of the house and around to the side yard.  That damn cat had been coming around the past few days, howling at night and pissing in the bushes and shrubbery.  The smell of cat urine was the worst.  He couldn’t even sit out on the front porch without gagging.

      This morning he’d found a dead mouse on the welcome mat outside the front door.  He’d read somewhere cats liked to bring home their catch for their owners to admire.  Only this wasn’t the cat’s home nor was Sam the cat’s owner.

      But the real kicker was when he’d stepped in cat poop while weeding between the bushes.  After cleaning his shoes—a disgusting job—he’d hopped into his car and gone to get some cat food.  He figured if he could lure the damn thing to the side of the house he could slap a pillow case over its head and take it to an animal shelter.

      “Here, kitty-kitty.”  And there it was.  It was mostly white with a little gray and looked up all innocent at him.  Sam opened the pillow case, took a tentative step closer and lunged for it.

      “Fuck!” he swore, looking down at his hand where the cat had tried to take off his thumb and forefinger.  Needless to say the cat had won, and trotted off to hopefully go bother some other neighbor.

      He heard giggling and looked up to see two college girls laughing at him from the upstairs window next door.  The house was a large Victorian that had been turned into student housing for kids attending the local junior college.  They didn’t seem to be a very serious lot as there were quite a lot of parties going on over there, sometimes into the wee hours of the night.

      He heard more giggling and tilted his head back to see what was so funny.  And there was a bare butt hanging out the window.  One of the girls was mooning him.  Jeezus!  He was so embarrassed he didn’t see the rake on the ground until it was too late.  After stepping on it, the handle came up to clunk him in the forehead.

      Another eruption of giggles.

      Hardy, har, har.  Sam gave a wave and headed for the house to tend to his bloody hand.

      After dumping some peroxide on his wounds and bandaging them up he thought about going back out to finish the yard work before it got dark.  But he wasn’t in the mood.  Besides, how was he supposed to work wondering if another bare butt would be staring down at him?  He would finish in the morning.  Bright and early.  The house next door was usually pretty quiet then.

      He opened the fridge to see if there was anything he could throw together and call dinner when there was a rap at the back door.  Aunt Angie.  And she was holding a casserole dish.  God, how he loved her.

      “Hey, Angie.  Come on in.”

      “Hi.  I brought you a tuna noodle casserole.  It’s still warm if you’re hungry.”  She was still dressed in the dark blue scrubs she’d obviously worn to work.

      “I’m starving.”  He went to the cupboard for a plate.  A blue glaze accented in green and gold.  Something his father probably made at the factory where he’d worked.  Until the lung cancer had taken him.  “Join me?”

      “I already ate,” she said, pulling out a chair at the kitchen table.  “What happened to your hand, Sam?”

      “I got in a fight with a cat.”

      “Maybe you should come into the office tomorrow and let Dr. Starr take a look at it.  Cats can spread nasty infections.  Plus you might need a tetanus shot.”

      He leveled his aunt with a look.  Was she really that concerned with his hand or was she just trying to play matchmaker?  She’d mentioned several times since his father’s funeral she thought it would be nice if he met the doctor she worked for.  Dr. Starr Holland was supposedly pretty and single.

      “I’ll be fine.”

      “Or I could call her now.  Maybe she could stop over and take a look.”

      “Angie,” he said, giving her a warning look.  “I said I’ll be fine.”  He scooped some casserole onto his plate and dug in.  “Mmm.  Good.”

      “Do you want some milk?” she asked, already on her feet.

      “I’m a big boy.  I can pour my own milk.”

      “I don’t mind.  I don’t have anyone to fuss over.  And you know, if you met a nice lady, maybe she could fuss over you.”

      The woman didn’t stop.  She was worse than his mother.  “Talked to Mom lately?”

      “I talked to her yesterday,” Angie said, setting a glass of milk in front of him.

      For some reason, after his parents had divorced twenty-some years ago, his dad’s sister and his mother had remained close.  Even though they lived an hour apart from one another.  Several times a year Angie had come to Lexington to visit Meg and then his mother would do the same, visiting her here in Red Ridge.

      “So, how are the renovations going?” his aunt asked.

      “Fine.  I should have everything done in a few more weeks, a month at the most.”  Bud Nickerson had passed away a few weeks ago and had left the house to Sam.  The place had quite the potential, but it had obviously been ignored over the years.  Not only were there missing shingles and overgrown shrubbery but the inside of the house smelled like a chimney.  Or at least it had until Sam had replaced the carpet and flooring with hardwoods and sealed and painted the walls.  He still wanted to refinish the kitchen cabinets, update the light fixtures and replace the windows with something more energy efficient.  “The Realtor stopped by yesterday.  She’s chomping at the bit to put the “For Sale” sign in the yard.  I told her to just be patient.”

      “That’s right, honey.  Who knows what can happen in the next few weeks?  You could decide to make this your home.”

      “I doubt that.”

      “But you said you didn’t want to go back to work for Charles Harrington.”

      “No.  That’s not what I want to do.  But he didn’t exactly accept my resignation either.  Told me to take some time.  And that if I wanted to come back the door was open.  So at least I have a job until I find something else.”  Sam hated working at Charlotte’s father’s firm, though his ex-wife didn’t have a problem with it.  Their divorce was final more than two months ago, and still Charles seemed optimistic that his spoiled daughter would change her mind and want Sam back.  What her father didn’t realize was that Sam was the one who’d wanted the divorce.  But Charlotte had begged him to pretend it was the other way around so she didn’t have to carry the label “Rejected” on her chest.

      “I’m sure Red Ridge could use a good lawyer like you.”

      “Angie, I’m not going to stay in Red Ridge.  And I’m not going to meet and fall in love with your boss.  So, please don’t get your hopes up.”

      She sighed with resignation.  “Okay.  Not to worry.  I know Dr. Starr will find a great man someday.  Someone worthy of her.  Someone like you.”

      Sam tried not to roll his eyes as he finished his plate.

      “She’s such a good mother and a nice person.  But some jerk must have stomped on her heart and then refused to marry her when she told him she was pregnant.  The poor girl doesn’t even date.”

      “Which is another reason you shouldn’t be trying to fix her up.  Maybe she still loves this guy, even if he is a jerk.”

      “I never thought about that.”  Her eyes lifted skyward as if she were giving the idea serious consideration.

      Why hadn’t he thought about suggesting that before?  Angie was finally quiet with her thoughts.  He helped himself to another serving of casserole enjoying the silence.  He wasn’t ready to meet anyone just yet.  Not that he expected, or wanted, to stay single the rest of his life.  But he’d learned a hard lesson over the past fourteen years.  Relationships were hard.  And he didn’t understand women.  Or at least he hadn’t understood Charlotte.

      He’d no sooner gotten settled in Bowling Green after passing the bar, when she’d come to beg him for forgiveness.  Said she’d made the worst mistake of her life, that she missed him, loved him, wanted to get married.

      They’d done the long distance thing until after the wedding.  But the minute he’d said “I do” she wanted him to return to Lexington and work for her father’s firm.  Eventually he had given in.  Didn’t want his new bride to be unhappy.

      They talked about having children, but Charlotte said she wasn’t quite ready.  When he brought up the subject again two years later she announced she didn’t want children.  She didn’t want to ruin her figure, didn’t want to play second fiddle to them.  Didn’t want them.  Period.  Not just then, but ever.  It would have been nice of her to mention that beforehand.

      Dropping a bomb like that after two years of marriage had him analyzing his feelings for Charlotte.  He wasn’t happy.  Hadn’t been happy.  Was probably never happy with her.  Yet for some reason she had a way of drawing him to her.  Said the spider to the fly.

      Was he that much of a sap?  Was that why he didn’t want to date anyone right now?  Because he was afraid he would let another female wrap him around her little finger?  He would like to think he was smarter than that.  But, hey, look at the hell he’d been through the last fourteen years.

      During that time, and even through the many breakups he’d endured with Charlotte, he’d only ever slept with one other woman.  Stacy Victoria, or whatever her name was, the cute little auburn haired beauty that had used him for sex almost four years earlier.  He’d still never figured out what the deal was with all the questions she’d asked beforehand.

      It was crazy.  He hadn’t thought about her in a long, long time.  Until this morning.  He’d been at the drugstore to get some earplugs—thinking he’d try them tonight to help drown out the party noises from next door—when a woman with long auburn hair had stumbled over a condom display.  She’d run out of the store before he’d gotten a good look at her face, but she had definitely reminded him of Stacy.

      But what the hell would she be doing in Red Ridge?  At any rate, he didn’t need to waste time thinking about her.  That ship had already sailed.

      Maybe it was time to start dating.  Get both Charlotte and Stacy out of his mind for good.

      “And did I mention how cute Dr. Starr’s daughter is?” Angie was saying.  “Liberty is just shy of turning three.  Everyone calls her Libby.  She has big brown eyes and brown hair.  Dark like her mother’s but Dr. Starr’s is more auburn.”

      Auburn?  If he didn’t want to meet the good doctor before, he definitely didn’t want to meet her now.  He didn’t need any reminders of Stacy.  He’d finish the work on his father’s house, put it on the market and then maybe he’d go on a trip somewhere.  Lie around on the beach, drink some rum drinks, maybe get laid.  Yep, that sounded like a plan.
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      Starr went to work that morning with Libby in tow.  “Good morning,” she said to Angie.

      Angie turned to her, then seeing Libby, brightened even more.  “Hey, there’s my favorite little girl.  Are you playing hooky from daycare today?”

      Libby giggled and bobbed her head up and down although Starr doubted her almost three-year-old daughter had a clue what the term meant.

      Tugging Libby’s hoodie off, she hung it on a hook behind the desk.  “I swear at least six kids had runny noses and were coughing this morning.  I didn’t have the heart to leave her there in that cesspool.  I noticed we didn’t have a lot of patients on the schedule for today so I thought if we could move a few up I wouldn’t have to make her suffer here all day.”

      Angie nodded and reached for the phone.  “I agree.  I’ll get right on that.”  She patted a hand on the chair next to her.  “Come, Libby.  Come play office with Aunt Angie.”

      Starr smiled appreciatively.  “Thanks, Angie.  I don’t know what I would do without you.”

      [image: ]

      Sam felt like crap for the third day in a row now.  He had a fever, he was sure of it, felt nauseated during the night, had chills and joint pain, and now this morning his throat was sore and his glands swollen.  Maybe he needed an antibiotic of some kind.

      He texted his aunt, asked if Dr. Holland might be able to take a look at him.  He hated being sick.  It made him feel weak.  And he hated the idea of going to see his aunt’s boss, the one she’d wanted to fix him up with.  But it was either that or go to the hospital emergency room.  He didn’t think he was sick enough to go to the ER so he was driving to the address Angie had given him.

      He pulled up in front of the brick building, got out of his SUV and trudged up the walk.  Once inside the lobby he saw a door on the left and walked in.  Half a dozen women were seated in the waiting room.  One looked as if she was about eleven months pregnant.  A young woman behind a glass partition motioned him forward.  “Name,” she said.

      “Sam Nickerson.”

      The woman dragged a finger across what appeared to be an appointment book.

      “I don’t have an appointment,” he explained, “but my aunt said it would be okay for me to come in.”

      “Is your aunt here?”

      “I assume so.”

      “Well, do you see her?”

      Sam narrowed his eyes.  “No.”

      “Does your aunt have a name?”

      “Angie Nickerson.”

      “Angie doesn’t have an appointment today.”

      “Yes, I know that.  She works here.”

      The woman zoomed in on him, confusion written all over her face.  “Why are you here again?”

      “I’m feeling like crap.  I think I need an antibiotic.”  He rubbed at his throat.

      She smirked.  “I think maybe you’re supposed to be across the hall.  This is the OBGYN office.”

      “Oh.”  Sam looked over his shoulder and noticed a few of the women smiling.  “Oh, right.  Sorry.”

      He walked out of the office and down the hall a bit.  Printed on the door in bold black letters was Dr. Starr Holland, M.D.  He walked inside and immediately saw Angie.  What a relief.

      “Sam.  You poor thing.  You look awful.  Dr. Starr is just finishing up with a patient and then she can see you.  I’ll take you back to the examination room.”  She disappeared then opened a door next to the reception desk and took his elbow.

      A little girl with dark wavy hair was coloring at the desk.  She blinked at him curiously.  “Mister, are you sick?” she asked.

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll make you a picture so you can get better.”

      “Okay.  Thanks.”  Like that was going to help.  But the gesture was sweet anyway.

      He followed his aunt to a room down the hall and rested his ass on the table.  “I’ll let Dr. Starr know you’re here.”  She shut the door and left him alone.

      A few minutes later the door swung open and a young woman with auburn hair and wearing a lab coat stood there.  Their eyes met briefly and then she quickly backed out of the room and shut the door with a bang.

      What the fuck!  He must be delirious as well, because he could have sworn he’d just seen Stacy or Victoria or whatever her name was.  There was no way.  What was she doing here?  There had to be some kind of mistake.  Stacy lived in Lexington, didn’t she?  And she wasn’t a doctor, was she?

      He heard voices in the hall and scooted off the examining table and quietly opened the door.

      “Maybe he should just go to the emergency room, Angie.”

      “But you didn’t even look at him.”

      “I looked at him.  He looks . . . really sick.  He should be in the hospital.”

      “You didn’t even take his vitals.”

      “Is there a problem?” he asked, zooming in on the woman he’d known as Stacy.

      She jumped and let out a little squeal.  “Mr. . . .”

      “Nickerson.  Sam Nickerson.”  Which she would have already known if she’d allowed him to tell her his name that night.

      Angie beamed proudly.  “Dr. Starr, this is my nephew Sam.  The one I may have mentioned once or twice.  Sam, this Dr. Starr Holland, who I may have mentioned to you as well.”  Her eyes filled with hopefulness as her gaze bounced between them.

      “Yes, I believe you did mention working for a pretty doctor with auburn hair by the name of Stacy.  Excuse me, I meant . . . Starr.”

      A look of horror crossed the pretty doctor’s face but she quickly recovered.  “Mr. Nickerson, why don’t you go sit down and I’ll be with you in a minute.”

      “You’re sure you’re not going to try to slip out the back door?”

      She forced a laugh, brought a hand to her hair and smoothed it away from her face.  “Of course not.”

      “Oh, I don’t know.  Last week I was at the drugstore and a woman knocked over a display of condoms.  Must not have been watching where she was going.  I think she was trying to avoid seeing someone.”

      Starr Holland’s entire body tensed.

      Angie’s face became animated.  “Dr. Starr mentioned seeing someone do the same thing . . .”  Her smile disappeared suddenly.  “Oh.”  Then, “Oh!  So you two have already . . .”

      “We may have met in Lexington a few years back,” Sam said glancing at his aunt then back at Starr.  “But I swear the woman I met told me her name was Stacy.”

      Starr smiled sweetly, put on a flirty face.  The one he remembered her using the night he’d met her.  The night they’d . . .

      “I have one of those faces.  People always think they’ve seen me before and they’re wrong.  Surely I would remember meeting you.”

      “No, I’m pretty sure we met.  I’m almost positive.  What’s your IQ by the way?”

      “I think you should go sit down now, Mr. Nickerson.  You don’t look well.”

      Sam had almost forgotten how sick he was.  Scowling at her, he turned back into the room and took a seat.  But only because his aunt had seemed so shocked by his behavior.

      True to her word, the doctor came back a few minutes later.  But she was careful not to make eye contact with him.  She cuffed him, took his blood pressure then asked him to take a few deep breaths while she listened to his heart.  With the turtleneck sweater and the lab coat she wore he couldn’t see any cleavage but she sure smelled good.  Something floral and sweet.

      Next she took his pulse and he wondered if she could tell his heart had accelerated.  “My heartrate always increases when I’m angry.”

      “Shh,” she said, then started over, readjusting her fingers on the inside of his wrist.  She made a few notes on the chart attached to her clipboard reminding him of that night.

      “Do any of your family members have any genetic defects that you know of?”

      “Is anyone blood related to you psychotic, or crazy, or schizophrenic?”

      “Do you consider yourself to be a person of good morals?”

      “Why were you asking so many questions that night?”

      “I don’t remember.”

      “The hell you don’t.”

      Ignoring him, she stuck a thermometer in his mouth, probably to keep him from speaking.

      “Can you tell me what symptoms you’ve been experiencing, Mr. Nickerson?” she asked, reading the thermometer and being all professional.

      “It’s Sam,” he growled.  “And yes.  I have a sore throat, swollen glands, fever, nausea, sore joints.  I think I have a virus of some kind.  Maybe the flu.”

      “What happened to your hand?” she asked, lifting his left hand and studying it closely.

      “Nothing.  That was . . . nothing.”  He’d noticed the bump beneath his skin where that damn cat had bit him, but since it didn’t hurt or look to be infected, he’d basically ignored it.

      “Do you own a cat?”

      “No.”  Although he and the gray and white fur ball had finally come to terms.  No more peeing or pooping in the shrubbery.  Since animals didn’t like to do their business close to where they ate, Sam started leaving a bowl of food and water near the shrubs each night before bed.

      “That’s funny.  Because I think you have cat scratch fever.”

      “What?”  He’d never heard of such a thing.  Was she making a joke?

      “Cat scratch fever, or cat scratch disease.  Or the medical term Subacute Regional Lymphadenitis.  You have all the symptoms of someone who has either been bitten or scratched by a cat that carries the bacteria Bartonella henselae.”

      Sam blinked up at her.  Whatever that meant.

      “Now what happened to your hand again?”

      “A cat, or a mountain lion, or something bit me.  But that was over a week ago.”

      “That sounds about right.”

      “So, what’s the diagnosis?  Am I going to die or what?”

      “Don’t be such a baby.  Of course not.  When was your last tetanus shot?”

      “I . . . don’t remember.”

      “Okay.  I’m going to treat you with antibiotics and I’ll give you a tetanus shot.  It will also protect you against whooping cough and diphtheria.”

      Good to know.  He started to speak when she said, “Sit tight.  I’ll be right back.”

      Sam found it hard to believe that a tiny little cat could cause so much damage, but Stacy, Starr rather, seemed to know what she was talking about.

      The door creaked open and in walked the little girl he’d seen out front.

      “Hi,” he said when she seemed all shy.  “What’s your name?”

      “Liberty Belle Holland,” she recited.  “But everyone calls me Libby.  Unless my mom is mad at me.  Then she sometimes calls me Liberty.  Liberty means free.  And Belle means bootiful.”

      Sam nodded.  “My name is Sam.  Sam Nickerson.  But my friends call me Knickers.”

      “Snickers,” she said with a giggle as she inched toward him.

      “That works.”

      She held up a picture she’d obviously drawn.  He couldn’t make out what it was with all the scribbles of color but he appreciated her efforts.  “Is that for me?”

      She bobbed her head up and down.  “This is you,” she said pointing to a big blob of squiggly lines, “and this is my mom.  And this is the big needle she’s going to jab you with.”

      That didn’t sound pleasant.  But Sam forced a smile.  “Well, you did a great job, Libby.  I’ll be sure to hang this on my fridge when I get home so I can remember this special day.”

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      [image: ]

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen-fixed.png





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



OEBPS/images/love-lies-and-gray-skies-generic.jpg





OEBPS/images/hr-debby-conrad-love-lies-bundle-5-8.jpg
BOOKS 5-8

LOVE, LIES & GRAY SKIES
LOVE, LIES & AGONIZE
LOVE, LIES & SEX APPEAL
LOVE, LIES & BOW TIES

LI_L BY
CONRAD





OEBPS/images/vellum-created-fixed.png





