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      Sheryl watched the droopy lids of his eyes fill with water, and pulled out a tissue.

      ‘You’ve got some arse on you!’ he said, dismissing the tissue. ‘You are like a ewe at tupping time.’ He moved behind her and pressed his fingers into the small of her back. ‘There’s plenty of meat on you girl.’

      Mr. Rugby was the only person who called her ‘girl’, and he was the only man whose fingers came near her body. She watched as he fumbled his way into the cupboard beneath the stairs and pulled out a bottle of Aberfeldy.

      ‘Your mother has always been a little on the bony side for me,’ he muttered into the dark. ‘I like someone with a bit of meat on them, something to grab hold of. The problem with your mother,’ he continued, ‘is she lives on her nerves. It makes her lean and mean.’

      ‘My mother eats like a horse,’ said Sheryl.

      Mr. Rugby had one final fumble with the bottle before he stumbled over to Sheryl and handed it to her. She eased it open and placed it on the kitchen table.

      ‘And she doesn’t know a good thing when she sees it,’ he continued, pouring out the whisky.

      Sheryl motioned for him to stop, but he carried on until the glass was full.

      ‘Take that George feller. If you ask me, she isn’t going to get any better offers, not in a wheelchair and certainly not the way she drives it.’ Sheryl said nothing. She looked at her full glass and tried to remember if it was her third or fourth.

      ‘Now, what you need is something smooth,’ he said, staggering off to the stairs again.

      Sheryl threw a shovel of coal on the fire, careful not to look in the direction of the mirror above it. It was the sort of mirror best avoided in daylight, and for the past two hours, she had managed it.

      Mr. Rugby pulled out a bottle of Royal Brackla. ‘The Marilyn Monroe of malts,’ he whispered, and dusted it with his sleeve. ‘Full bodied, curvaceous and well endowed,’ he read off the label, then looked at Sheryl. ‘Whatever happened to peaty?’
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        * * *

      

      Later on that night, she sat in front of another mirror behind the bar of the Argyll Hotel. Shifty the barman was playing, ‘Islands in the Stream’; and Sheryl was working up to a sway.

      ‘Dolly Parton really hits the spot, doesn’t she?’ Shifty said with a grin.

      Sheryl smiled and continued to sway until she heard Martin’s voice.

      ‘Sheryl! Thought it was you, I could hear you from the car park!’

      She looked up to see Martin’s reflection in the mirror and standing beside him was Imogene. Sheryl smiled a lopsided smile then turned to face her ex.

      ‘Sheryl THIS is Imogene,’ said Martin.

      Sheryl stared at Imogene; she had a body that defied gravity and a face that hadn’t cracked a smile since Christmas. Sheryl took a long draw from her cigarette and stubbed it out. Dolly Parton had finished and so had her good mood. She watched Martin place his hand on Imogene’s stomach and smile a smile she had never seen before.

      ‘I’m going to be a dad,’ he said.
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        * * *

      

      Sheryl woke up five minutes before the alarm, with the sort of hangover that makes sleep impossible and any lying position worse than the last.

      Ten past seven flashed on her clock.

      ‘Sheryl!’ boomed Beatrice. ‘It’s gone seven.’

      ‘I know.’

      ‘What?’

      Sheryl rubbed her temples. ‘I said I know.’

      ‘I can’t hear you,’ Beatrice continued, adding a small cough.

      Sheryl spied a glass half full of flat beer. She gulped it down; hoping it, along with the rest of what was in her stomach would stay still. Sam, the cat of unknown origin, sauntered up the bed.

      ‘Sheryl, you awake?’

      Sheryl looked at the ceiling, wondering where else she could be at seven o’clock in the morning.

      ‘SHERYL?’

      Small snapshots from last night flitted into her mind and she groaned. She let out a huge belch, attempted a stretch and then gave up as her head began to spin.

      Beatrice eased herself upright and began hunting around for the television remote.

      ‘Sheryl, any chance of a cuppa soon?’

      Sheryl rolled onto her back and groaned.

      Beatrice flicked on the television with the remote and rewound last night’s wrestling tape.

      Sheryl eased herself onto the side of the bed, pulled on her tracksuit and then made her way towards the kitchen, the only warm room in the house. Sam sprang off the bed and began charging in and out of her legs like a ferret on speed, as Sheryl expertly walked around it.

      She flipped the kettle on, put bread in the toaster and then sat down with her back against the wall, waiting for her stomach to catch up with the morning’s movement. Nothing mattered, she thought. Nothing but keeping the contents of her stomach down and finding some cat food that didn’t stink of fish.

      

      Beatrice watched the wrestling. Two huge men, dressed in colours only a large muscular man could get away with, circled the ring. They wore Lycra so tight that the only one (in the audience) who couldn’t see what was underneath was a short-sighted woman in the back row, half asleep.

      Beatrice was almost in heaven, if only she had her tea.

      Sheryl shuffled into the bedroom. ‘God, that’s loud!’

      One of the wrestlers grabbed a chair from the commentator’s table and belted it across the back of his opponent. The chair hit the wrestler’s back and he fell on to his stomach with his limbs stretched out like a starfish. The standing wrestler looked around for applause. When none came, he then yelled at the audience.

      ‘Good night last night?’ said Beatrice, noting her daughter’s pasty complexion

      Sheryl wondered if a cup of tea would be tempting fate. She forced a smile.

      ‘It’s about time you went out,’ said Beatrice. ‘You’ve been moping around far too long.’ She tapped her daughter’s knee, trying to appear positive; not easy with a face as comfortable with disappointment as Beatrice’s.

      ‘It was Rugby’s birthday,’ Sheryl ventured. ‘And he was looking for company!’

      ‘Ah, the malt whisky,’ smirked Beatrice, picking up a piece of toast. She could just picture the bottles lined up in the larder, and Mr. Rugby’s shaky hand pulling down one at a time, tenderly wiping the dust from the labels as he read each one out. ‘I remember his sixty-fifth birthday,’ said Beatrice. ‘We almost made it to the Knockando. So you seduced poor ole Rugby into a session, did you? How far did you get? I bet half of them didn’t even taste any different!’

      ‘I seem to remember a particularly pleasant Laphroaig,’ said Sheryl. ‘I even helped him to bed. No, my mistake was to carry on to the pub. That’s where things get blurred.’

      ‘I gather you met HIM then?’

      ‘And how did you ‘gather’ that?’

      ‘You staggered in moaning that song that you constantly played after the split.’

      ‘Shifty’s song,’ muttered Sheryl.

      Beatrice swallowed her toast.

      ‘I thought we had a chance. I thought the split was temporary, then I met….’ She jumped up from the seat and raced to the toilet.

      ‘That’s right, Sheryl, better out than in,’ said Beatrice as she turned up the wrestling tape to drown out the sound of retching.
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      Sheryl sat in ‘The Stables Café’ thinking about brandy, raw eggs and other morning-after cures, idly wondering what sort of sick person came up with the idea when she noticed Lindsey, her younger sister, standing by the front door with an ”I’ve got something to tell you, which you are going to hate” look.

      ‘Sheryl’s feeling delicate,’ yelled Beatrice, with a sympathetic face.

      ‘Oh,’ said Lindsey, with the blank look of someone who had never experienced a hangover before. Lindsey was the sort of younger sister no one would want; she had the same metabolism as Beatrice, a rich amiable husband and an easygoing son. Her main problem in life was what to wear to golf, and how to keep her cleaner from leaving. She ordered a hot chocolate with cream and the ‘gooiest’ cake available, and then looked at her sister. ‘So, what you been up to now, then?’

      ‘Feeling a bit rough.’

      ‘Sheryl, I can’t remember a morning when you haven’t felt rough.’

      ‘Or needed a good puke,’ added Beatrice.

      ‘You’ve had more hangovers than Mum’s had carers,’ said Lindsey, ignoring Beatrice’s sour look.

      ‘There’s nothing worse than a hangover when your life’s crap,’ said a waitress, appearing from nowhere. She plonked a hot chocolate down.

      ‘Crap?’ said Sheryl, looking at the waitress, who looked like she had nursed a few herself.

      ‘When you’ve got nothing better to do than get pissed.’

      Sheryl eyed the waitress, still young enough to “pull” even in a slightly soiled apron. ‘I did not get p…’

      ‘Hanging around ole Rugby again?’ asked Lindsey.

      ‘I don’t hang around….’

      ‘When there is no one but your mum to commiserate with.’

      ‘Cheers, Mum.’

      ‘When the only way to treat yourself,’ said Beatrice ‘is to get pissed with some old git down the road.’

      ‘I did NOT get pissed ….’

      ‘Mr. Rugby did, by all accounts,’ said the waitress, scratching herself. ‘Frances was just in; she said he was still in bed - stinking of whisky.’

      ‘What’s he playing at, a man his age?’ said Edna from the next table. Edna spent every morning in the café with Mavis, and they had both known Rugby all their lives.

      ‘He didn’t even want his porridge,’ continued the waitress, acknowledging the two women. They nodded in unison.

      ‘What did you do to him?’ laughed Lindsey.

      ‘Not a bloody thing, I told you, I went to the….’

      ‘There’s no need to shout, Sheryl, or for that matter, wear a face like a smacked arse,’ Beatrice added, with a loud voice.

      ‘Frances said…’ the waitress continued.

      ‘You know,’ continued Beatrice. ‘If you just bothered a bit about your appearance, I’m sure you’d feel better.’

      Sheryl wondered if the people across the road could hear her.

      ‘Frances said,’ added the waitress, ‘she was going to sort him out, starting with his so-called “collection”.’

      ‘Oh,’ said Beatrice, remembering why she didn’t like Frances.

      ‘And do you know what the old boy said? The only person touching his “collection” was him, and if he wanted to go to bed wrapped in tin foil, he would.’

      Beatrice remembered why she liked Rugby so much.

      Lindsey nudged her sister. ‘You want an aspirin, or a smoke?’

      ‘He said he would kill any damn bugger who was going to argue with that! And then he told her where to shove her porridge!’

      ‘Aye well, he always did have a good imagination,’ said Mavis.

      ‘That’s Rugby for you,’ muttered Edna.

      The waitress moved on, leaving a whiff of fried chips behind, reminding Sheryl that she was still hungry. She wondered why she put up with the Saturday morning shopping, why she was sitting there taking all this verbal abuse. And when did drinking with an old man become a crime? She thought about fish and chips, a smoke and enough beer to make her clothes tight.

      ‘You heard from Martin lately?’ asked Lindsay.

      ‘Sheryl knows about the baby!’ said Beatrice, still in loud mode. Lindsey, to Beatrice’s mind was deaf; the truth was that Lindsay had no idea how to listen, or even pretend to.

      ‘But did you hear about the wedding?’ asked Lindsey, as she took a gulp of her drink. ‘It’s supposed to be a big ‘DO’!’ she muttered through chocolate lips.

      ‘It’s not that big a do,’ said Beatrice. ‘They’re holding it at the Argyll! That place has Irn-Bru on tap and karaoke on a Friday night. Their idea of a buffet is a plate of chipolatas, cheese and onion dip, and a packet of crisps. ’

      ‘The Argyll’s been taken over,’ said a voice from the other table. ‘They have a new chef, and they don’t do chips after seven, only potato wedges.’

      ‘You knew and you never thought to tell me?’ said Sheryl.

      ‘It’s a rush job,’ yelled the waitress from the back of the cafe. ‘She doesn’t want to show in her wedding dress.’

      ‘Show?’ Beatrice exclaimed. ‘She’ll be six months gone by then, the only thing she’ll be feeling on her honeymoon will be heartburn and the small sensation of piles.’

      A chuckle ran through the café.

      ‘They’ve asked everyone,’ said Lindsey. ‘Even you.’ She slid an invitation card across the table.

      The card was black with gold writing, some would say arty-farty. Sheryl ran her fingers along the crimped edges, and wondered how long the aspirin would take to work.

      ‘She made it herself… ’ said Lindsey.

      ‘Pretentious crap!’ said Beatrice, taking the card off Sheryl. ‘Mind you, that doesn’t surprise me, Martin always was a prat. I mean any man who has a hyphenated name.’

      ‘SHE MADE IT HERSELF,’ Lindsey continued. ‘Imogene IS a calligrapher.’

      ‘How wonderful,’ said Sheryl. ‘He’s having a baby with someone who writes like a monk.’
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      Beatrice looked at her cards, leant back in her chair and savoured her dram. George was all that was left, and he looked smug. Beatrice aimed her smile at him. She was as familiar with his weather-beaten face as she was with the moves in wrestling, and she knew what was coming next. Beating George was going to be the highlight of the night, and she intended to enjoy every moment.

      Frances lit another cigarette. Why did she come? Poker was not her game; she preferred whist nights, but as there was only the three of them tonight from the ‘aces high’ card club, she was outvoted. She let out a small trail of smoke and thought about the following day. Beatrice would be in The Stables by lunchtime, crashing her wheelchair through the tables as the school children queued by the take away counter. Her usual ploy was to barge to the front of the queue and insist on paying for her 99p tea and cake offer with the winnings. Frances thought about taking the day off. Watching Beatrice count out coppers with a queue behind her was as painful as listening to her Uncle Rugby after he had spent an afternoon exploring his malt collection.

      ‘Play your hand, George,’ Beatrice drained her glass.

      George met her stare.

      ‘I’ll raise you!’ he said, pushing forward a 2p.

      She pushed forward her coin and another, ‘I’ll see you!’

      ‘Where’s Sheryl?’ asked Frances, ‘Upstairs; or still at Rugby’s?’

      ‘She is at her belly dancing class!’ said Beatrice.

      ‘Ballet dancing?’ said George. ‘Isn’t she a bit old for that tutu, dying swan stuff?’

      ‘BELLY DANCING!’ snapped Beatrice. ‘You know, of Arabia!’

      George looked blank.

      ‘Sequins, bras, dance of the seven veils?’

      ‘Belly dancing?’ laughed Frances. ‘I read about that; a dance for fat women. Apparently, they all go over to Egypt and pick up Arabs for sex.’

      ‘How much have you had to drink, Frances?’

      ‘It’s true; I saw it in the Record.’

      Beatrice said nothing; as far as she was concerned, anyone who read The Record like the bible wasn’t worth arguing with. Instead, she turned her attention to George; his immaculate moustache was twitching.

      ‘What are you smirking at?’

      George smiled, he had vague memories of exotic dancing during the war, and for a moment he was transported back to those days when he looked pretty good in a uniform. ‘Belly dancing, I see, it is a woman’s kind of thing; getting over the break-up?’

      Beatrice pushed another coin into the centre. ‘I’ll raise you!’
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        * * *

      

      Sheryl stood in the middle of the Community Centre badminton room, practising her hips circles, the motion felt good.

      ‘Knees together, Sheryl, this isn’t a LAP DANCING class.’

      Sheryl sighed. Nefertiti was a pain in the proverbial. She was a skinny woman, the wrong side of fifty-five, which no amount of black eyeliner and good dentures could disguise. She called herself Nefertiti, others in the class called her ‘Naff-arse-tetity’ or ‘the naff one’.

      When Sheryl had started the classes, the teacher was a sturdy twenty-five-year-old Greek called Ardennes, and Nefertiti (who was simply known as Janice back then) was just another pupil in the front row.

      Ardennes attracted so many members that the class was moved from the small-carpeted playroom in the community centre, to the badminton court. He had a fondness for Lycra, worn tight, with a black sequinned scarf tied in a LARGE knot over his groin, making pelvic tilts the high point of the evening.

      He also had a job in the Argyll Hotel.

      ‘Belly dancing is a gift from one free spirit to another,’ Ardennes would whisper into a student’s ear, while placing his hands on her hips. ‘Let the drums unleash them.’

      Janice had waited for him to whisper in her ear and place his hands on her hips. When he didn’t, she stopped eating carbohydrates and got her belly button pierced. And when that didn’t work, she informed Shifty, the barman in The Argyll, about Ardennes and his ‘free gifts’ from one client to another. It was the only time Ardennes was caught performing pelvis tilts with no Lycra.

      He left the next day.

      Sheryl felt sorry for the young man. Being caught in the act is undignified enough, but when suspended from a slightly dodgy four-poster bedpost, wearing nothing but a union jack g-string and clutching a pair of crutch-less pantaloons between his teeth, dignity didn’t come near it.

      Sheryl would squirm uncomfortably as the other members of the class mulled over the gory detail of Ardennes’s sex life, some wishing it was themselves who had been suspended from a bedpost.

      But Sheryl didn’t; it was not that long ago she was known as the girl who put sex into Scottish dancing. She knew, because Mr. Rugby had been in the Argyll and read the walls in the gent’s toilets.

      It was all thanks to Mavis, who ran the post office. Martin owned the post office. He also owned the flat above, which Sheryl lived in. Mavis had walked in on Sheryl’s version of Scottish country dancing, and spread it about Lochgilphead that Sheryl was not only doing a line with a married man, but did it suspended in mid-air like some acrobatic prostitute.

      The things I did for Martin, Sheryl thought, no wonder I’m good at belly dancing.

      ‘Strictly speaking, this isn’t a belly dancing move, but as my Rodger would say, a bit of spice never harmed anyone.’

      The class sighed. After two weeks in Turkey, Nefertiti had suddenly become an expert on all things Middle Eastern. She claimed belly dancing worked ‘Miracles down below’, or her ‘Flower of Scotland’, as Rodger liked to call it.

      ‘Six weeks of belly dancing, and you’ll be able to laugh and stay dry,’ said Nefertiti, tilting her padded bra.

      Sheryl wondered about her own neglected ‘Flower of Scotland’, and Martin, and wished she cared less, she closed her eyes and moved to the drums.

      ‘Good, Sheryl,’ said Nefertiti. ‘You should think about getting a costume. Come see me later, I know what works for big ladies.’

      Sheryl opened her eyes and looked around the room; there were ten big round bums covered in brightly-coloured coin belts just like hers, and not one of them looked out of place.

      
      George placed his hand on the table. At first, he was confident until he caught the familiar gleam in Beatrice’s eye. Plying her with whisky had been an expensive mistake. He had spent the best part of an evening watching his small pile of coins disappear. He knew what was coming next, gloating by Beatrice and more drink; all from his bottle, of course.

      He smiled to himself, she was so damn predictable.

      Sheryl rode her bike home from class, all the time thinking about sex, or as in her case, the lack of it. It had been ages since she had had any. In fact, she had forgotten what it was like to wake up with a smile on her face and someone warm close by. She stood by the gate of her house, and looked up at her mother’s bedroom window. Beatrice was in bed, the television light was flashing through the curtains and Sheryl could hear wrestling. She opened the gate, left her bike by the shed, and walked inside.

      ‘It hardly seems fair,’ said Sheryl, trying to shut  her mother’s  bedroom window, she looked at the lock and jiggled it a bit. ‘All those years he never wanted a baby, and then SHE comes along…’

      ‘You going to be long with that? Johnston is on soon.’

      Sheryl tugged harder on the seized lock, but it refused to budge. ‘I’ve decided I don’t need a man,’ she said.

      ‘Women usually say that when they haven’t had sex in ages, and there is no hope on the horizon. It makes them feel like they have a choice,’ Beatrice, stared at the TV.

      Johnston stood in the centre of the ring. The only thing that covered his six-foot dark frame was a pair of tight leather underpants cut high around his backside.

      Sheryl sprayed WD 40 on the lock and gave it a sharp pull.

      ‘You never did like Martin, did you?’

      ‘Well, no mother likes to see her daughter hitch to a married man; it means he is used to lying!’

      ‘I told you, it was an open relationship.’ Sheryl tried the lock again ‘It was all above board.’ The handle came off in her hand.

      Beatrice turned up the volume. Johnston ran across the ring, climbed onto a corner post and threw his arms in the air. The crowd cheered and began throwing knickers.

      Steel Ice entered the ring. He had a tight butt, which he chose to show off in a pair of leopard print leggings. He picked up one of the underpants from the floor, rubbed it under his armpits and tossed it into the audience. The crowd booed.

      Steel Ice and Johnston circled the ring. Johnston’s back foot slid on a pair of lacy knickers. Steel Ice grabbed his leg and bent it backwards, Johnston put on a good show of pain.

      ‘You were still second best.’

      ‘For the love of GOD!’ shouted one of the commentators.

      Sheryl looked at the handle, then went downstairs to her toolbox.

      Steel Ice crashed down on Johnston’s leg with his knee. When Steel Ice stood up, Johnston rolled over and slid under the ropes and out of the ring. Steel Ice followed, picked up a chair and ran towards Johnston.

      ‘Where is his wife now?’ Beatrice yelled. ‘She’s in his house, well set up.’

      Sheryl picked up her father’s box of tools, along with her drill and walked back to the bedroom.

      ‘Why did you have to fool around with HIM for? You’ve got nothing now.’

      Sheryl turned on the drill.

      ‘I’ll get by somehow,’ she yelled.

      ‘Get by? How will you get by? You were working for ‘hands on Martin’ remember? That is not much of a reference.’

      Sheryl pulled apart the old lock and tossed it in the bin. Her thoughts drifted to Martin.

      Martin had just opened an underwear shop called Peek-a-Boo in Lochgilphead, everyone thought he was mad. Lochgilphead was a small town. Small enough to be satisfied with a Co-op the size of a newsagents, and an even smaller Spar, how could an underwear shop pay? But Martin had ideas; he wanted to move up in the world and underwear with a difference was the way to go, that and some adult toys.

      He walked into the Argyll and saw Sheryl knocking back the whisky, and singing Dolly Parton songs to Shifty. Shifty was trying to shut her up by offering her a cigarette. Martin at the time had a passion for buxom ballsy women, and Sheryl with a drink in her was ballsy. He sidled up beside her and tapped her on the shoulder. Sheryl, still singing to Dolly Parton, spun around on her stool and skidded onto the floor. Martin was in lust.

      ‘Run my shop for me,’ he said, helping her to her feet.

      Sheryl looked in to his puffy face and thought, Why not?

      Those were the days, thought Sheryl, pulling the new lock out of its packet.

      It took Martin a couple of weeks to get past first base with Sheryl, but once she let his small round body into her bed, she was hooked. Martin pressed all the right buttons, and on a good day, he made her laugh. What did she care what her mother or anyone said. Martin made her happy, in the beginning.

      But there are only so many ways you can flog a vibrator, and Martin began to look elsewhere. He bought a shop in Oban and turned it into an art gallery. ‘Tourism, not sex, is the answer,’ he said, hired Imogene the calligrapher to run the shop, and went all arty-farty.

      The crowd on the TV were cheering louder, baying for Johnston’s blood. Steel Ice crashed the chair on Johnston’s back, and he fell to the floor; Johnston didn’t move.

      ‘What the hell do women see in Martin? I mean, what sort of grown man drives a sports car in Lochgilphead?’ said Beatrice.

      ‘HE LIKED intelligent women,’ Sheryl muttered, checking the lock one more time, then closed the window.

      ‘He just said that so you wouldn’t notice him staring at other women’s tits.’

      Sheryl looked at the TV; Johnston’s beautiful black body was being carried off on a stretcher. ‘His new woman has a body that defies gravity!’ she said, ‘He’ll not be looking elsewhere now.’

      ‘The baby will see to that!’ snapped Beatrice.

      Sheryl said nothing; she had seen his new ‘piece’, as Beatrice liked to call her, and thought it would take more than a baby to dislodge her assets. She stared at the TV, waiting for Johnston to return.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning George parked his red Merc by the library ramp and jumped out. He walked around to the back, pulled the wheelchair out of the boot, unfolded it and then wheeled it around to Beatrice’s side of the car.

      Beatrice glared at George. ‘Why do you insist on driving me about?’

      George opened the door.

      ‘I mean, I’m not a bad driver, there are only a few dents on the car.’

      George motioned Beatrice to slide onto the chair.

      Beatrice inched her small bum into the chair, then switched on the controls. George moved behind to push. Beatrice, dismissed him with a wave and jolted the chair into first gear. The chair, not sufficiently warmed up, jolted, spluttered, then moved forward. Beatrice rammed it into second gear, then third, by the time the chair had hit the library door, it was in fourth gear and she had made her familiar crash entrance.

      ‘Hi Beatrice,’ said Steven, not looking up from the reception desk.

      Beatrice grunted and continued on to the staff room. There were three people in the library that morning, and not one looked up. Not one was surprised as she crashed by in her wheelchair, and all three expertly moved their feet out the way, like they had done a million times before.

      ‘Coffee, Steven?” Beatrice crashed her chair through the staff room door and flicked on the kettle. It had been two years since Beatrice had her stroke. She looked at the empty coffee jar. ‘TEA, STEVEN?  She couldn’t even wipe her own arse and they had her for dead, Beatrice banged two cups onto the bench. But she showed ‘em,  even had her old job back in the library.

      ‘MINT OR NORMAL?’ yelled Beatrice.

      Steven muttered something about mint.

      Beatrice barged through the staff room doors with a cup balancing on

      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-snowflake-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        The Downfall Of A Bellydancer
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Your Free Feel Good Story
      


      		
        Thank You
      


      		
        Other Novels by the Author
      


      		
        A note from The Author
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Beginning


      		A note from The Author


      		Copyright


    


  


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/sheryl-s-last-stand_ebook-cover_3.jpg
WRESTLING, WHISKY AND BELLYDANCING COLLIDE TO CREATE
ABITTER SWEET COMEDY FOR DIE-HARD ROMANTICS

SHERYLS

BeLLYDANCING AND BeYoND SeRies |

KERRIE NOOR







OEBPS/images/image.jpg





