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Ryder Daniels and Jason Mallory seem to have it all but even the most loving marriage takes work. Ryder’s past leads him to remain silent yet resentful in the face of conflict while Jason strives to prove he can take care of his family without Ryder’s wealth, even if it costs him precious time with his husband and daughter.


When a devastating illness leaves them shaken and helpless, Ryder is forced to face the one person he never thought to see again with a life or death request that even he isn’t sure will be granted, but his decisions have far-reaching consequences. Believing he and Ryder have no secrets, Jason is distraught to discover otherwise, revealing yet another crack in their once-perfect relationship.

Adrift and uncertain, both struggle to hold onto a love previously thought unshakeable. A forbidden past is exposed, shocking Ryder to the core, but it means little without Jason by his side. Marriage is a partnership and both men must learn that only by working through their pain and heartbreak together can they achieve a lifetime of love.
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Chapter One
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The week had dragged its ass so badly Jason Mallory could hardly believe Friday had finally arrived. He dug his phone out from the back pocket of his jeans and groaned. For fuck’s sake. It felt like he’d been here forever, yet it was only eleven a.m. With longing he thought of the weekend, especially Sunday afternoon when, as usual, he’d be ensconced in a chair in the backyard of his parents’ house, beer in hand. Wistfully, he stared at the picture of Ryder, their daughter, Gemma, and their two dogs, taken last year at Ryder’s father’s house in the Hamptons.

“Damn. We haven’t been to the beach all summer.”

Not that he could really complain. Mallory Brothers Construction had benefited from the boom in the real-estate market, and they could hardly keep up with the condo conversions and reno jobs they’d contracted. Only…Jason touched the phone screen with his finger. He missed out on dinnertimes with Gemma, listening to her chatter about her day, and then relaxing with Ryder after they put her to bed. The long days had been hell, even if the money was coming in.

As if by magic, the phone buzzed with a call from Ryder.

“Hey, babe.”

“Hey. Are you busy?”

Jason could hear dogs barking in the background. “Are you at Rescue Me or out on a job? I don’t recognize those barks.”

“Yeah, we’re coming back from a rescue in Fort Greene. Two dogs tied to a post in a yard for days. No food or water. I’d kill the bastards who did this if I ever found them. We’re on our way to the vet now.”

Anger simmered in Ryder’s voice; Jason knew how personally he took these rescues. “Are they going to be okay?”

“Not sure. One is pretty bad off. Connor’s already alerted Animal Care and Control to expect us. But that’s not the reason I’m calling.”

“Oh no? I bet I can guess.” He dropped his voice low, in case any of his crew might walk by. The last thing they needed to hear was him talking dirty to his husband. “You miss my sexy ass. Or should I say, your dick in my ass like it was last night.”

“Jesus.” Ryder sucked in his breath, and Jason laughed at the thought of Ryder having to keep it cool with his best friend, Connor, sitting next to him.

“What? I’m wrong?” Jason sat down on the edge of a stone landing and cupped the phone to his mouth. “I can still feel you inside me, you know? And I want you again—first in the shower, all wet and soapy, then me inside you, holding you down on the bed. What do you say?”

“I can’t really answer that the way I’d like to right now.” The strain in Ryder’s voice had Jason chuckling, then laughing out loud when he heard Connor yelling in the background.

“Jase. Are you having phone sex? No fair. I need it on speaker.”

“How does he know what I’m saying?”

“ ’Cause the bastard’s got fucking Superman hearing or something.”

“Liar,” he heard Connor say cheerfully. “He got all red in the face and shifted away from me in the seat; that’s how. You know Ryder can’t hide shit from me.”

That was the truth. Connor could sniff out anything—lies, half-truths, or embarrassing details. Nothing was safe from his inquisitive mind.

“Okay, calm down; I was only joking with you. What’s up, Ry?” He eyed the group of workers setting the brickface on the façade of a row of townhouses they’d been renovating for weeks “Hold on a sec. Hey, Miguel! Watch that the cement isn’t in the sun. It’s gonna dry out quicker.”

At his foreman’s nod, he returned to Ryder. “Sorry. What were you saying?”

“I was thinking we could go away this weekend. Go to the Hamptons. I know it’s last minute, but…”

“Damn, my mom is expecting us this weekend, Ry. She’s planning a big barbecue ’cause Liam and Courtney are coming by with the baby and everything.”

“Oh. Couldn’t we miss it just this once? You know I love going there, but I was thinking—”

“Aw, we can’t. She really wants us to be there. You know how much she’s been looking forward to having us all together. And now that Courtney’s recovered, it’ll be the first time TJ will be over.”

A sigh escaped Ryder. “Come on, Jase. He’s a newborn. He won’t know where he is, and I’m sure your mom won’t mind. I thought we could get away and lie around the beach. The summer’s over, so it’ll be nice and quiet. My dad and Denise won’t be there; it’ll just be us.” His voice dropped. “You can do everything you mentioned before and more to me if you want.”

Momentarily excited, Jason knew he’d have to refuse, no matter how tempting a weekend away at the beach sounded. Jason thought back to the phone call from his mother and how eagerly she’d been anticipating having Liam and Courtney over with the baby, and he didn’t have the heart to disappoint her. Sunday night family times were so important to his parents, and he’d made the ritual as important to himself. With Nicole in her final year of law school in Boston and Jessie still in college, he and Ryder, along with Liam, had made certain to keep up the family tradition.

He’d always imagined having his family together for big dinners, kids running around, lots of laughter…buying the house, marrying Ryder, and having Gemma were all part of that dream.

Not having a normal childhood, Ryder couldn’t understand the concept of family weekends and togetherness. It made the difference between a house and a home, and all of Jason’s hard work and time away from his family was for the sole purpose of creating a home for his family. Nothing was more important than them.

“Can we do it another weekend? It’s not like you rented a house or anything. Your dad wouldn’t mind us using it anytime; he’s told me that.”

“I know, but—”

Jason cast an approving eye over the brickwork his guys had begun laying, then he remembered he had to check in with Liam about the plans for the condo renovation in Long Island City and whether they’d received the City Building permits.

“Listen, I gotta go. I’ll see you tonight. Don’t hold dinner up for me; I’m gonna be late. Love you.”

He hung up without waiting for Ryder’s response and immediately dialed the Department of Buildings, his mind already on the next job. Hopefully he wouldn’t be too tired when he got home later, and he could make it up to Ryder in other ways.
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“Damn.” Ryder shoved the phone into his pocket and stared out of the van window, watching the other cars race past them on the road.

“What’s the matter? Jason said no?” With the practiced ease of someone used to New York City traffic, Connor steered the van past the double-parked delivery trucks on East 92nd St. He pulled into a No Standing zone and flipped over the parking pass the ASPCA had given them.

Remaining seated, Ryder fingered his wedding ring. “Yeah. It’s no big deal.” He mustered a halfhearted smile. “He promised his mom we’d be there.” At the sight of Connor taking a breath, Ryder put up his hand. “Don’t. I know what you’re going to say. But he’s right. It’s not like we can’t do it another weekend. We will, and I feel badly about disappointing his mom, too. She’s been like a mother to me.”

He unbuckled his seat belt and left the van, meeting Connor in the back. Together they lifted the two crates carrying the dogs, and with help from the assistants who’d come running outside when they’d pulled up, they carried them inside. Filling out the paperwork took only a few minutes, and he and Connor finished up, with assurances that they’d be informed if the dogs were adopted. With one last pat to each of the dogs, Ryder and Connor left them in the care of the very capable veterinarians and walked outside.

“Want to grab something before heading back? I could use a little walk and some coffee.” Connor rubbed his stomach. “Emily has me on a diet.”

At Connor’s woeful expression, Ryder grinned. “I shouldn’t aid and abet you but I wouldn’t mind a snack.”

They headed west up 92nd St., walking in silence until they hit a diner.

“This looks good, right?”

The once-ubiquitous New York City diner was fading fast, replaced by high-priced coffee chains and grab-and-go salad and sandwich places. He nodded and followed Connor inside.

“Anywhere you want, boys; I’ll be right over.” The harried waitress tipped her head to the left, and he and Connor walked over and slid into a booth.

“Are you going to let me speak now, or will you keep deflecting me like you always do?”

“Not like I could stop you anyway,” Ryder muttered.

“You should talk to your husband like you talk to me.”

“What the hell does that mean?” Ryder shot back, ready to argue but he spotted the waitress advancing on their table and held off.

“What can I get you guys? Coffee?” The aroma from the pot she carried smelled heavenly.

“For me, yes. Thanks.” Ryder slid his cup over. “I’ll take a toasted corn muffin too, please.”

“Coffee for me please.” Connor smiled up at the waitress “And a cherry danish.”

The waitress finished pouring their coffees and left, at which point Ryder quirked a brow.

“Cherry danish? Emily will be pissed at you.”

“She won’t know unless you rat me out. Which you won’t because you’re my best friend.”

Connor took a sip of his coffee. “And you’re doing it again. Turning the conversation away from yourself and your problem.”

“I don’t have any problems. I’m happy. See?” He poured milk into his coffee and beamed a toothpaste-commercial-worthy smile at Connor, who remained unimpressed.

“Bullshit. You constantly let Jason walk all over you. Look what happened right before, in the van. Why couldn’t you tell him you’d planned a surprise for him this weekend? You know he would’ve jumped on it, and I told you Emily and I are happy to take Gemma and let you two have the weekend to yourselves.”

Annoyed with himself and with Connor for calling him out, Ryder frowned into the milky depths of his coffee. “I…I don’t let him walk all over me. I understand his mom wants everyone together ’cause it’ll be TJ’s first time there. These family occasions mean everything to her.” Catching a glimpse of Connor’s dubious expression, Ryder prayed for the waitress to come back. What took so long for a corn muffin, damn it? “What do I know about family traditions?”

“Come on, Ry, that’s BS and you know it. And it isn’t only this. You’re always backing down, giving Jason the say-so in everything—whenever you go to the movies, it’s his choice, or on vacations, it’s always with his family. When was the last time you told him you wanted something and didn’t back down if he disagreed?”

“I love Jason, and it makes him happy to spend time with his family. I love them too.”

At last the waitress approached with their plates, and Ryder could busy himself with buttering his muffin and not have to face Connor’s piercing stare.

“I love Jason too, and frankly this isn’t his problem, it’s yours. If Emily would agree with everything I said all the time, I’d be happy too and not complain.”

“You’d be dead or dreaming ’cause that would never happen.”

“Exactly.” Connor took half of his corn muffin.

“Give that back.”

“Then pay attention to me and take what I’m saying seriously.”

Ryder let out a laugh. “Are you holding my corn muffin hostage?”

Connor’s smile faded. “Ry. You don’t have to do that, you know. Jason loves you. You guys can disagree and it will still be okay.”

Ryder chewed on the other half of his muffin. “Uh-huh.” He understood, really he did. But why make waves?


Chapter Two
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“Daddy!”

Four-year-old Gemma’s plaintive cry split the night. Ryder squinted at the glowing numbers on the digital clock next to his bed. Three a.m. Shit. Nothing good ever happened at this hour of the night, or morning, if he wanted to get technical. Maybe it was a bad dream, even though Gemma rarely woke up at night anymore.

He settled down beneath the warmth of the comforter, preparing to fall back asleep. Jason moved closer to him, and Ryder slid his foot down Jason’s calf, relishing the scrape of his hairy leg. As long as he was up, it shouldn’t be a total loss. Ryder kissed Jason’s naked shoulder and licked up his strong neck, the steady pulse of life quickening beneath his lips. Jason’s sighs spurred him on, and Ryder smiled to himself, unsure whether his husband was fully awake, but that didn’t stop him from palming Jason’s ass and giving it a hard squeeze.

“Daddy, please. Come.”

Damn. No use. Fully awake now, Ryder slid out of bed, immediately missing Jason’s solid heat. Longingly he gazed back down at him splayed out in the center of the bed and shook his head with dismay. The man worked too damn hard. Jason had collapsed after they put Gemma to sleep the night before, barely able to stifle his yawns long enough to eat dinner. Mallory Brothers Construction had taken off in the past few years, and though Jason and Liam had hired several other architects and construction engineers to help alleviate the load of work they took on, Jason still tried to be as hands-on as possible. He and Ryder had numerous discussions about his long hours and how they kept him from being home with Gemma, but Jason insisted his presence was necessary, and Ryder backed off, unwilling to argue about it.

The past few weeks, Ryder tried to push dinner later and later, but Gemma had fallen asleep at the dinner table too many times for that to remain feasible. He loved the quiet times at night when they’d sit together and he’d read her a bedtime story, but Ryder missed having Jason beside him, sharing those special moments. The last thing Ryder wanted was for Jason to work so hard he missed Gemma’s childhood; his own father had missed his and Landon’s childhoods by burying himself in his work. Ryder wouldn’t allow Jason to do that, but he had to find a way to tell Jason without him getting upset.

“What’s wrong?” Jason mumbled, his face buried in the pillow. “I had a dream someone was copping a feel.” He turned his cheek on the pillow and mustered a tired smile. “Thought I was gonna get lucky.”

“You were about to, but Gemma woke up before I could make your dreams come true. Go back to sleep, babe.” Ryder leaned down to kiss Jason’s stubble-rough cheek. “She probably had a bad dream.”

“Mmm. Well, hurry back. I was dreaming of the beach, and you were my hot cabana boy.” He wiggled his ass. “I’m ready for my massage.”

Ryder snorted and rolled his eyes. “You’re insane.” But he couldn’t help kissing Jason’s smooth shoulder again. “Be right back,” he whispered against Jason’s skin, but all he received was an answering sleepy sigh.

Pearl and Trouper waited outside the bedroom door, ridiculously bright-eyed and awake for the middle of the night. Both dogs kept him company, trailing behind him on his trek down the hall.

He pushed open the half-closed door to Gemma’s room, and even though she’d woken him up out of a deep sleep, Ryder couldn’t help but smile at the sight of her sitting up in her little toddler bed, rubbing her eyes. Gemma had been so proud when she’d graduated from her crib and insisted on picking out the bedding. Naturally, dogs played a big part in the design. Her numerous stuffed animals slept with her every night, surrounding her like a fuzzy zoo.

“Hi, baby girl.”

“Not a baby, Daddy.” She pouted, and Ryder watched her round eyes fill with tears. “My head hurts and I feel funny.”

The dogs padded over to her and pushed their faces onto her mattress, whining slightly until she petted them. Ryder crossed the room and knelt at her bedside. It was unusual for her to complain; Gemma rarely even caught a cold, but she had seemed unusually tired lately, which he’d chalked up to excitement over starting preschool a few weeks ago.

“Funny how? Funny like throw-up funny, or funny another way?” He smoothed his hands over her strawberry-blonde curls, resting his fingers along her soft cheeks, relieved she had no fever at least. It never ceased to fill him with wonder that his and Jason’s love had contributed to the creation of this little person, and her life was their responsibility. Ryder loved Gemma so much it hurt his heart sometimes simply to look at her.

“Funny like things are all spinny and I feel sick.” A fat little tear escaped to roll down her cheek. “I’m scared.” She hiccupped a short breath.

Ryder sat on the shaggy rug next to her bed and patted the mattress next to her. “How about you lie down, and I stay right here and tell you a story until you fall back asleep. But if you still don’t feel well in the morning, we’ll have to take you to see the doctor. How’s that?”

Yawning, she nodded. “Okay.” She lay down, and he covered her with her fluffy purple comforter and kissed her forehead. Without opening her eyes, she spoke. “I want Pearl and Trouper to stay too.”

At the sound of their names, they gave gruff little barks and lay down next to Ryder, like two large sentinels. Ryder couldn’t help but laugh; both huge dogs became nothing but putty in Gemma’s hands. From the moment he and Jason brought her home from the hospital, Pearl and Trouper made Gemma their priority, as if they knew how special she was. Wherever she could be found, they were with her, and Ryder couldn’t be sure who loved whom more.

“Of course. All three of us.”

“I wanna hear how you met Daddy Jay.”

“You’ve heard that story a hundred times.” Smiling, Ryder stretched out his legs. “Aren’t you tired of it?”

“Please?” She let out a huge yawn. “ ’Cause it has Trouper in it.”

How could he resist? “Okay. Aunt Emily and I got a call from your uncle Liam, who said they’d found some dogs when he and Daddy Jay were working on some buildings. I was still working full-time at Rescue Me then, and Aunt Em and I went to see what we could do to help.”

“And Daddy Jay thought you and Aunt Emily were married. That’s so funny.” Gemma let out a little giggle.

It was. Ryder would never forget seeing Jason for the first time, standing in his work clothes in the parking lot of his construction site. When their eyes met, their immediate, electric connection rocked him to the core. He’d never experienced that with anyone, and from that moment on, Ryder’s life had changed forever.

“It was. And then I found the dogs, including Trouper, who was a little puppy, and we brought them back to the rescue. A few days later Daddy Jay called and wanted to adopt Trouper.”

“Trouper and Pearl are best friends like me and Shanice.” Her eyelids fluttered closed. “Shanice is coming to play on Sunday, Erica said.”

Erica, their housekeeper and sometimes babysitter, had been with them since Gemma’s birth. When Ryder and Jason discovered she would have to put her own child in daycare to work for them, they insisted she bring little Shanice with her. And when Gemma was ready to start preschool they secured Shanice a place as well. The two little girls became inseparable. Ryder couldn’t stop laughing when Shanice shyly told him that Gemma had “lent” one of her daddies to her for Father/Daughter day at school, since Shanice’s father had died when she was only a baby.

“That’s nice. Maybe we can all go to the park.”

“Okay.” Gemma yawned again and closed her eyes. Her even breathing after a few minutes had passed indicated she’d fallen asleep at last. Ryder glanced down at Pearl, who gazed back at him with intelligent eyes, her tail wagging furiously against the rug. “You want to stay here with her?” Trouper had already planted himself on the opposite side of the bed, resting his muzzle on the mattress. He hadn’t taken his eyes off Gemma.

With a whine, Pearl licked his hand, and Ryder scratched her head. “Okay, girl. You and Troup watch over her and come get me if she wakes up again.” He received an answering lick, then Pearl circled the rug and sprawled out, settling in for the night.

Careful to keep quiet, Ryder walked on the balls of his feet, leaving the door halfway open on his way out. Back in his bedroom, the illuminated dial of the clock shone out as 3:37. Sighing, he slipped back into bed.

“Ry?” Jason cracked open one eye. “What was wrong?”

Ryder settled under the comforter, relishing the feel of Jason’s warm feet tangling with his cold ones. “Gem said she had a headache and felt funny. Luckily she fell back asleep pretty quickly. Pearl and Trouper are keeping her company.” He slid closer to Jason and grinned at the feel of his husband’s erection through the thin sweatpants they’d both taken to wearing to bed since Gemma had grown big enough to climb out of her crib and come to their bedroom. “I see you missed me.”

“Huh. Must be that hot cabana boy I was dreaming about. Funny though, he looked like you.” The low chuckle in his ear was followed by Jason nuzzling the side of his neck. “All my sexy dreams involve you. Get closer.” Jason sucked at his neck and desire flooded through Ryder as all thoughts of sleep fled.

Though they’d been married over five years, his passion for Jason remained as fresh as the first time Ryder touched him. He couldn’t imagine a time when the sight of Jason wouldn’t thrill him. Ryder flipped back the covers and with a sureness born of practice, hooked his fingers onto Jason’s sweats and yanked them down, revealing his husband’s heavy cock.

“So, waking up shouldn’t be a total loss at this godforsaken time of night…” Ryder bent down and took Jason deep into his mouth, his tongue flattening around the thick base of Jason’s cock. The smell and taste of Jason fed his soul like the warmth of summer. He could never get enough of this man.

“Fuck yeah,” Jason groaned, falling back on the pillows.

Ryder hummed, licking up and down Jason’s rigid length, lightly circling the head with his tongue before flicking at the slit, already wet with Jason’s precome. He engulfed Jason’s cock fully, creating the wet suction he knew Jason craved. By the pleading sounds escaping his husband’s lips and the frantic bucking of his hips, Ryder could tell Jason’s climax wasn’t far off.

With the wet tips of his fingers, Ryder teased at Jason’s hole, sinking two fingers deep inside his ass. He curled his fingers upward, listening to and loving the desperate, greedy sounds escaping Jason’s lips. From the first, Jason had been a demonstrative lover, and Ryder relished every groan and gasp. He pumped his fingers harder and faster, instinctively knowing the right places to touch to bring Jason the greatest amount of pleasure.

“Fuck, Ry.” Jason convulsed underneath Ryder, exploding in his mouth, his salty essence sliding down Ryder’s throat. He stiffened then shuddered to completion. Ryder drank him down, then withdrew his fingers, sat up, and wiped his mouth, smiling at the blissful expression plastered on Jason’s face.

“Feel good, babe?”

Without opening his eyes, Jason held out his hand, and Ryder took it, lacing their fingers together. He curled up next to Jason, burrowing back under the covers next to him. Jason’s warmth soaked through him, chasing away the nighttime chill.

“It’s always good, Ry. I always feel good with you.”

Jason lay still for a moment, and Ryder noticed his brow furrowed as if he were troubled.

“What’s wrong?”

Jason let go of Ryder’s hand to pull up his sweats. “I just remembered last week Gemma also said her head hurt. I didn’t think much of it, but now she’s complaining about it again, bad enough that it woke her up.”

A thin trickle of dread wiggled through Ryder. “We should call the doctor in the morning, then.” He lay on his side facing Jason, all thoughts of his own pleasure vanishing.

“Let’s see how she feels when she wakes up. If she’s perfectly fine, we can watch her. How about I ask my mom what she thinks?” Jason slid his leg over Ryder, forcing their bodies close. “She raised the five of us and must’ve seen everything.”

“You don’t think anything’s wrong, do you?” Ryder sank into Jason’s muscled chest and wrapped his arms around him, swallowing down his fear. Jason held him close, and only then did his nerves quiet. The steady, sure beat of Jason’s heart thumped in his ear. It was the music he fell asleep to every night and what he woke up to in the morning, playing in his head.

“Nah. She probably overdid it at the park with Jack and Emily. You know how she likes to think she can keep up with him even though he’s two years older.”

At that Ryder laughed, the image of Gemma’s chubby legs running after Connor and Emily’s six-year-old son, Jack, banishing further worry from his mind. They had all thought Gemma would want to play with the new baby, Isabel, but she preferred to be with Jack, which annoyed the boy to no end. Hence his running away from Gemma every chance he got.

“You’re probably right.” Ryder kissed Jason, their tongues sliding and tangling as they leisurely explored each other’s mouths. Jason could steal his soul, the breath from his body, and Ryder wouldn’t care; he’d willingly give it up to him. “I love you, you know?”

Jason pulled him nearer, his strong arms holding him close. “I might have suspected. Love you too. We’ll call my mom in the morning. But she’s eating okay and looks good. Let’s


OEBPS/i/i1.png





Copyright (c) 2011, Cyreal (www.cyreal.org),
with Reserved Font Name "Vidaloka".

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.


Copyright 2010, 2012 Adobe Systems Incorporated (http://www.adobe.com/), with Reserved Font Name 'Source'. All Rights Reserved. Source is a trademark of Adobe Systems Incorporated in the United States and/or other countries.

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.


Copyright (c) 2012, Vernon Adams (vern@newtypography.co.uk)

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/cover.jpg
Throuﬁh hope and fear they rediscover

each other and the strength of their love.

Deuniled

FELICE STEVENS





OEBPS/i/i2.png








The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 



