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      Chynna has loved and lost...

      Even though it’s been years, Christmas reminds Chynna of her husband’s death and makes her miss him even more. Attending Lexi and Gabe’s Christmas wedding sounds like a reminder of everything she’s lost, until she’s persuaded to go and share their joy. Once there, a hook-up with Trevor, Gabe’s handsome partner, could be another way to move beyond her grief—and Trevor makes taking that risk more than worthwhile, re-awakening Chynna to sensation and passion.

      

      Trevor has never had time for love...

      He’s always been focused on building success. But now that Trevor’s financial ambitions are achieved, he’s realized that he has no one to enjoy the rewards with him. His friend Gabe’s wedding makes him aware that he doesn’t want to be alone anymore. Chynna is the most attractive woman he’s met in years and Trevor knows that it will take more than one night together to satisfy him. Chynna is the woman he’s been waiting for—all he has to do is convince her to take a chance on love again, with him.
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            Flatiron Five Tattoo

          

        

      

    

    
      Flatiron Five Fitness has a new tattoo shop—run by the enigmatic and legendary tattoo artist Chynna. When the moon is full, Chynna creates one tattoo to set two hearts afire and gives it away, with the goal of making romantic dreams come true. Who will be next?

      
        
        1. Just One Snowbound Night

        (Olivia and Spencer)

      

        

      
        2. Just One Vacation Night

        (Reyna and Kade)

      

        

      
        3. Just One Unforgettable Night

        (Lexi and Gabe)

      

        

      
        4. Just One Christmas Night

        (Chynna and Trevor)

      

      

      The entire series is now available in a boxed set, in both ebook and trade paperback.

      
        
        The Flatiron Five Tattoo Boxed Set
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            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        December 17—near Honey Hill, Maine

      

      

      Liv was watching Spencer as he prepared dinner. It was snowing lightly but the forecast was for only a couple of inches of fresh snow. Spencer would have no problem getting to Wolfe Lodge in the morning and Liv planned to ride into town with him. She and Jane, the keeper of the bees, were making dried flower garlands for Lexi’s wedding the following Sunday. They’d gathered and painted tree branches, and the entire process of decorating for the wedding was a lot more time-consuming than Liv had expected.

      It was kind of fun, though.

      And it made Liv think about her own future.

      As had become their habit, she met Spencer in the kitchen of his cabin after he’d served dinner at the lodge and they had a late meal together. Although Spencer had been teaching her to cook, mostly on the weekends, during the week, he always had a plan. He said it was faster for him to cook and her to watch, and he always poured them each a glass of wine before he started to mise en place. As he worked that night, he told her about the deliveries for Lexi and Gabe’s wedding reception, and again expressed his concern that the free-range turkeys might be too small to serve all the guests. Liv tried to reassure him, but knew already that he was a perfectionist about the meals he served.

      Lexi and Gabe’s wedding feast was one that Spencer wanted to get just right.

      He was making chicken tonight, with a tomato herb sauce. He had fresh pasta from the woman who regularly delivered it to the lodge. The chicken had already been seasoned and browned and was sitting in a dish on the back of the stove. It smelled delicious.

      Liv was amazed that she wasn’t getting fat, just living with this man, but then, they did get a fair bit of aerobic exercise later each night. That made her smile as she sipped her wine and gathered her nerve.

      It would have been a lot easier to ask if she hadn’t already turned him down once.

      “What’s up?” Spencer asked, obviously noticing her smile.

      Liv liked how observant he was. “I’ve been thinking,” she said and his smile broadened. He was dicing onions really fast so she was glad he didn’t look up. That long knife flashed and she knew it was sharp. He always diced the onions last even though he often cooked them first.

      “Doing what you do best.” The onions went into the skillet and began to sizzle.

      “Best?” She echoed, wanting to tease him. “I think there are other things I do well enough for them to be contenders for first place.”

      She earned a very intent look for that, one that made her blush to her toes because she knew what he was thinking. “I won’t argue with that,” he murmured. He stirred the onions and added the garlic. “But you are the brains of the operation.”

      “I could argue that.”

      “You could, but you’d lose. You’re brilliant, Olivia. I’m not.”

      It was so refreshing that he was at ease with his abilities, especially in comparison to hers. Liv had been with guys who had been threatened by her intellect. The special thing about Spencer was that he made her feel more human and her life more rounded. “Don’t underestimate yourself. I couldn’t run a restaurant.”

      Spencer scoffed. “Right back at you. You’d probably run a tighter inventory than I do.”

      “But you do other things that I can’t, like cook.”

      “You’re learning.”

      “I’ll never be as good with food as you are.”

      That made him smile again. “Is it a problem that we have different strong suits?” The diced tomatoes went into the pan and he turned down the temperature, stirring and watching. She knew he was still listening to her, though.

      This was the perfect opening. “No, it’s really not,” she said, her tone much more serious even though she hadn’t planned it that way. She was just nervous and her words came out wrong.

      Spencer noticed the difference immediately and pivoted to look at her, proof that she’d been right about him listening. “What’s wrong?” he asked with concern. The sauce was simmering too hard, even Liv knew that, and she pointed to the pan behind him. He swore, lifted it off the burner and turned off the stove. He came to the other side of the island and leaned on it to look at her. “Tell me.”

      “There’s nothing wrong...”

      He lifted a brow.

      “I just want to say something, to ask something, and it’s important so I’m screwing it up.” Liv reached for her wine but Spencer plucked the glass out of her hand, setting it aside.

      “You can have it back when you’re going to appreciate it,” he said, then met her gaze again. His tone softened. “What’s wrong, Olivia?”

      “Nothing’s wrong.”

      “You can tell me, you know. You have to know that by now.” He leaned on the counter, wary. “We agreed that we could give it more time. I’m still good with that. I’m not trying to rush you.”

      “I know.” Liv held up a hand when he would have argued with her. “Nothing’s wrong, Spencer. Everything is right.”

      His eyes narrowed. “And that’s a problem?”

      “It’s not what I expected.”

      “What did you expect?”

      “That it would diminish. That we’d be less hot for each other and that our conversations would become less frequent and less interesting, and that we’d move into some kind of sustainable pattern of being together that was fine but not fabulous. I mean, the bar was pretty high. I thought it was too good between us and it couldn’t last, that it couldn’t stay so, so...hot.” She took a breath. “So good. So potent.”

      Spencer didn’t move. He didn’t even blink.

      “So when you asked me to marry you before, I thought it was too soon. I thought we were still in the bubble of the good stuff and that things would fizzle, even before we got to a wedding. That’s why I said no, even though I wanted to say yes.”

      “But?”

      “But I was wrong. It’s still as good as it was in the beginning. In fact, that’s not true—it’s better.” She looked at him and he nodded once in agreement. She flung out her hands. “It keeps getting better. It makes no sense. I keep missing you more during the day. I like making love to you more each time. I can’t imagine not being with you. But nothing can expand infinitely. I keep thinking there has to be a limit and that it’s going to be hell when we reach it.”

      “Aha,” he said.

      “Aha?”

      “So, you feel vulnerable and you don’t like that, so that’s why you’re dumping me.” He frowned, exhaled and turned back to the stove. He moved the skillet and turned on the burner with a gesture that was more savage than it needed to be.

      “I’m not dumping you,” Liv said, astonished that he could make such a conclusion.

      “But you’re moving out,” he concluded, his disappointment obvious. “I love you, Olivia, and I love being with you, but I’m not going to be an asshole about this. If you want to slow things down, or even if you want to end it, I love you enough to want you to be happy—with or without me.” He added the herbs and stirred, then slid the browned chicken into the sauce. She waited until he put the lid on the pan, even though the tension between them was almost unbearable, and waited for him to face her again. His expression was impassive and he folded his arms across his chest, remaining by the stove as he surveyed her.

      “I’m not moving out,” Liv said firmly, wanting to get them out of danger. She eased off the stool and walked around the island, entering the sacred area of the kitchen that was his domain. “I don’t even want to slow things down.” She stopped right in front of him and tipped back her head to hold his gaze. She could smell his skin and feel the heat emanating from him, and the intensity in his gaze made her think of things they could do while dinner cooked.

      “What then?” he said softly.

      “I think I might be wrong, so I’d like to propose an experiment.”

      “An experiment, like this is some kind of science project or a clinical test? Olivia! This isn’t a game! It’s our lives!” He pushed his hand through his hair and would have turned away, but she put a hand on his arm and he froze.

      “I hypothesize that there is something different about love, that it can, in fact, grow beyond all anticipated boundaries and continue to grow after that. It might, in fact, be limitless. I want to test the viability of an emotional bond over a lifetime—at least forty years but ideally more—under the additional constraint of a legal bond between the two parties.”

      He blinked. “What?”

      Liv smiled. “Will you marry me, Spencer?”

      He stared at her for a minute, then relief flickered into his gaze. “Just to prove that pair-bonding is sustainable and that love can continue to grow?”

      “I think other people have proven that. I want to prove that our pair-bond is sustainable—and even that it’s good for us.” She swallowed. “I want to prove that love can become stronger over time, if the right pair-bond is chosen.” She slid her hand up his arm, but he stepped away from her.

      She’d been so sure of him.

      Was he going to turn her down?

      If so, it would be her own fault for declining his proposal the first time.

      Panic flickered in her heart. What would she do without Spencer in her life? He was the constant one, the steady one, the predictable one. He was her rock and her anchor. What if he didn’t want her anymore? The prospect made her dizzy.

      He went to the bedroom and came back with something small in his hand. He smiled at her, looking a bit uncertain himself, then dropped to one knee before her. He opened his hand to reveal a black ring box. “I was going to ask you again at Christmas,” he confessed and her heart sang with relief.

      “But I want to be married before Christmas, so that would be too late.”

      “What’s the sudden rush?”

      “I want to be married first of the three of us, since I got the secret heart tattoo first. I want to be your wife at Lexi’s wedding. I don’t care if anyone else knows. I want to know that we’re together for good.”

      “You’re sure, then.”

      “I was sure before, just too chicken-shit to believe it.”

      “We can get the license tomorrow and be married by the end of the week by the Justice of the Peace, if that’s what you want.”

      “That would be perfect! I don’t care who’s there, just us. Maybe my mom.” Liv’s throat was tight when Spencer slipped the ring onto her hand. It was a wide silver band with bees engraved on it. She turned it on her finger, examining it. “I love it! It’s so beautiful! There’s another one for you, right?”

      He nodded and stood up, pulling her close. Liv couldn’t imagine anywhere else she wanted to be. “This week?” he said, apparently still surprised.

      “This week,” she agreed, stretching to her toes to brush her mouth across his. “Then you’ll be stuck with me forever.”

      “I can’t imagine anything better,” he murmured before he claimed her lips with a kiss. Liv wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back, happier than she’d ever been in her life. The little heart tattoo seemed to hum approval, almost like a bee in clover, and she smiled into his kiss, knowing she was exactly where she needed to be.

      Forever.
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        Manhattan—December 22

      

      

      It should be enough to help other people be happy.

      Chynna had told herself so repeatedly, but there was a teeny part of her heart that didn’t believe it. Was it selfish to want to be happy herself again? She’d had everything once and that was more than most people experienced. She should be glad to have been so lucky, not regretting her loss.

      Again.

      It was Christmas that made it harder. Being alone in the festive season was the worst, but making a bad connection just to fill a void would be stupid.

      Tristan flew across the tattoo shop, making more noise about it than usual. He landed on the desk beside his trinket box, flapped his wings and fixed her with an expectant look.

      “All right. I’m not alone. I have you,” Chynna ceded.

      He cawed and bobbed his head. She thought he’d rummage in his trinket box for something shiny, but he hopped over to the other end of the counter. It always made her smile to see him hop. The movement looked goofy, completely at odds with his usual dignity, and he spared her an indignant look as if he’d guessed her thoughts.

      Then he plucked the envelope out of her pile of correspondence.

      Chynna was startled. She didn’t think Tristan had known it was there. It had come in the mail on a day when he’d been at her apartment, and she’d buried it beneath the bills a week before. She hadn’t opened it or touched it, because she knew what it was.

      Apparently, Tristan did, too.

      He gripped the envelope in his beak and flew toward her, then landed on her shoulder. He dropped the envelope and she caught it instinctively. He bobbed his head, clearly pleased.

      The envelope obviously contained an invitation.

      It was a no-brainer that the invitation was to a wedding, given the pair of gold rings embossed on the envelope flap. The return address was Honey Hill, Maine, and she already knew that Lexi and Gabe were getting married at Christmas.

      She’d already decided not to go, so there was no need to open the envelope and feel that wave of envy that always embarrassed her.

      She’d been lucky and she’d been loved. It was greedy to hope for more. She’d had her shot.

      Tristan bobbed his head, as if to urge her to hurry and open the envelope.

      “You probably aren’t invited,” she told him. “I don’t need to open it to find that out.”

      He grunted.

      “But I already know what it is. Lexi and Gabe are getting married. I’m not going.”

      There was a cry of protest from her companion. He leaned down and pecked at the corner of the envelope.

      Chynna smiled in understanding. “Is that it? You’re more concerned with the shiny paper than my social life?” She laughed lightly. “That figures. All right, I’ll give you a piece.” She tore open the flap and Tristan fluttered his wings in excitement at the gold foil lining inside. Chynna smiled and tore off the flap to give it to him. He seized it and flew across the shop to his trinket box, placing the piece of paper on top, then tucking it in with care. He admired it, adjusted it, then came back for another.

      “You are greedy,” she accused him, then pulled out the invitation just so she could rip the envelope apart for him. The little card to be used for her response fell to the floor along with its envelope.

      He made a sound that she thought of as a quorl. It was a bird call but it sounded like a question to her.

      “I told you. Lexi and Gabe.” She read the invitation to him. “Cordially invite your presence for their exchange of their vows December 23rd at Wolfe Lodge in Honey Hill, Maine. That’s nice. It’ll be pretty, I’m sure.”

      Tristan made another question sound.

      “Of course, I’m not going. You know I don’t go to weddings. And I don’t go anywhere at Christmas. I’ll send them a nice card and my good wishes.” She sighed. “And we’ll have a special treat, just for us. I’ll get you a chicken liver.”

      Tristan protested that she was taking too long, pecking at the envelope again. Chynna tore the foil-lined envelope into pieces along the folds, amused that the raven was almost jumping with anticipation. She gave him one piece at a time, watching him place each one in his trinket box. When he had them all, he remained perched on the side of it, rearranging his treasures with evident satisfaction.

      If only everyone could be happy with just a piece of gold foil.

      If only she could be.

      Chynna sighed just as a man cleared his throat at the door to the shop. She made herself smile then turned to find Theo, one of the partners of the Flatiron Five Fitness club, standing there. He was dressed to the nines in a beautifully cut charcoal suit with a red tie. Chynna preferred leather jackets to suits on men, but an elegant man like Theo could certainly make her think about changing her mind. He was a tall, trim black man and had a British accent. He was often in London but she thought he might have been from there originally. She didn’t know much about him, but he was always charming.

      He gestured with several envelopes and smiled. “Merry Christmas,” he said. “Some of your mail came to the front desk. They look like bills, unfortunately.”

      “I could have just picked them up.” Chynna took the envelopes and sifted through them. He was right. They were bills. She set them on the desk with her other correspondence.

      “It’s no problem. Gives me a chance to peek in.”

      She turned to find Theo surveying the tattoo shop, his curiosity obvious. “Damon designed the space,” she said. “We had a talk about colors and light, and then he came up with this.”

      “Do you like it?”

      “I love it. He’s a very talented designer.”

      “So he is.” Theo crossed the room to look down at her favorite tattoo gun as if it was an artifact from another planet. His caution amused her. “And you do a lot of tattoos here?”

      “Yes, it’s a great location for business.”

      “But you had another shop before, right?”

      “I did. Imagination Ink. It’s in Chinatown. It was time I passed it on.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “I did. Imagination Ink. It’s in Chinatown. I sold it to Rox, who was working for me. She does the best dragon tattoos, by the way, if you ever need one.”

      He reached out to tentatively touch the tattoo gun, his finger hovering just above it. “Does it hurt?”

      Chynna shrugged. “Everyone is different and every location is different. Arms aren’t bad for most people. Hands can be tougher.”

      “So the short answer is yes.”

      “At the very least it burns a bit, but only for a while.”

      “You’re not going to say ‘no pain no gain’?”

      Chynna smiled. “That’s more of a slogan for your business than mine.”

      His eyes twinkled. “Then what would a slogan for your business be?”

      Chynna looked around, thinking. “‘Art hurts.’”

      Theo’s smile flashed. “I like it.”

      “I’ll guess you don’t have any tattoos.”

      “No.” Theo spoke firmly.

      “Blank canvas,” she teased as he laughed.

      “All original equipment,” he replied easily.

      “Thanks for bringing the mail.”

      Tristan croaked and bobbed his head. At first Chynna thought he was agreeing with her, but then he seized the invitation and flew toward Theo. In the last minute, he turned, dropped the invitation and landed on Chynna’s shoulder. It was a smooth move and Chynna knew he’d intended to have the invitation fall at Theo’s feet, practically on the toe of his beautifully polished leather shoe.

      Theo bent down to pick it up, then smiled. “Is this a match from one of your secret heart tattoos?”

      “It is.” Tristan, quite helpfully, knocked the RSVP card to the floor from the desk.

      This time, Chynna hurried to pick it up, but Theo had seen it and obviously guessed what its presence meant.

      “Aren’t you going?” He sounded surprised.

      “No, I’m too busy this time of year,” Chynna said, feeling herself blush. “I’ll send them my good wishes.”

      Theo pointedly looked around the empty shop. “I don’t see a line.”

      “Well, it can get crowded,” Chynna said, knowing she sounded defensive.

      She was.

      “Why don’t you want to go?” Theo asked gently. “You helped them find happiness. That’s a party you should attend.”

      “Oh, I think it’s too late to respond that I’m coming,” she said quickly.

      Theo glanced down at the invite, then spoke slowly. “There’s an email address for replying. You could tell them now.”

      “I don’t have a way to get to Maine.”

      “Take the train. Rent a car. It’s not far.”

      Chynna sighed and fixed him with a look. He grinned at her, no doubt guessing that she was trying to avoid the festivities.

      “Don’t like weddings?” he asked.

      “Don’t do well at Christmas.”

      “All the more reason to go.” He squared his shoulders and sobered a little. “I find that in challenging moments, it’s better not to be alone.”

      “You have challenging moments?”

      “Everyone does, Chynna.” Theo averted his gaze, keeping his secrets. “And a lot of people have them over the holidays.” He turned to smile at her again. “Be kind to yourself. This sounds like fun. There must be someone you can call to help you get there. Or the bride and groom might find a solution.”

      It sounded like advice Chynna would give someone else, but she still felt resistant to it. “I could call Reyna to meet me in Portland,” she said slowly. “But I can’t take Tristan on the train.” Tristan croaked and bounced a little. “And I don’t know anyone who would take him.”

      Theo smiled and stretched out a finger. “I can take him for a few days if you tell me what he eats.” Tristan flew to Theo’s finger before Chynna could decline and rubbed his beak on Theo’s thumb. The two eyed each other like a pair of co-conspirators. Given that Tristan was usually slow to warm up to new friends, especially men, Chynna was a little startled by his obvious approval of Theo. “He wouldn’t even have to leave the building.”

      “I don’t have anything to wear,” Chynna said and Theo laughed.

      “If you brought the happy couple together, all they’ll care about is that you’re there to share their joy.”

      Chynna sighed and played her last card. “If I go, I’ll have to go now to get there in time, so I won’t be able to give away my secret heart tattoo at the club tonight. It’s bad luck to stop something like this once you’ve started.”

      “That’s your last excuse?” Theo teased.

      “Yes.”

      “And if that were solved, you’d go?”

      Chynna took a deep breath. “Yes,” she agreed, pretty sure she wasn’t risking much.

      “Then give the tattoo to me,” Theo said.

      She was astonished, which only amused him. “Mar your blank canvas?”

      “Well, it’s a good cause. And it’s just a little heart.” He lifted his hand and Tristan flew back to his trinket box. Theo shed his suit jacket, folded it and laid it over a chair. He unfastened his cuffs and loosened his tie, then smiled at her as he removed his dress shirt. “Maybe it’s a day for both of us to say yes when we’re inclined to say no.” He was wearing a white T-shirt under his dress shirt and it was skin-tight, showing every sculpted muscle to advantage.

      Chynna was impressed and couldn’t hide it. “Why haven’t you been on one of the billboards for the club?”

      “Cassie just hasn’t gotten to me yet. Now that I’m stateside again, I fully expect her to spring a new marketing plan on me. Where do you want to put it?”

      “You have to live with it, so you tell me.” She made a stencil of the heart so he could approve the location before she tattooed it.

      “Bicep.”

      “Good choice.” She glanced up to find him watching her. “Pain-wise. You’ll barely feel it there.”

      Theo nodded. “Right arm or left?”

      “They’re both perfect. It’s up to you.”

      Theo touched his left bicep with his right index finger. “There.”

      “There,” Chynna agreed. She applied the stencil in the location he’d chosen, then told him to look at it in the mirror. She watched, hoping for her favorite moment, not certain it would happen with Theo.

      It did. He smiled, the curve spreading slowly over his lips, then lighting his dark eyes. “I like that,” he said, turning to her, apparently surprised.

      Chynna smiled back. “Good. Let’s make it permanent.” She patted the bench then tugged on her latex gloves. She loaded the gun with ink and set to work.

      She was going to a wedding, and despite her earlier misgivings, she was starting to get excited about the trip.

      She was giving Theo instructions on caring for the tattoo when Tristan hopped across the shop. He tugged out his deck of tarot cards so that they spilled all over the floor, then croaked at the mess.

      “Tristan!” Chynna said, but the bird was pulling one card free. He hopped toward her and laid it at her feet, showing smug satisfaction in his choice.

      “So, he does choose tarot cards,” Theo said as he buttoned his shirt. “I’d heard that.”

      “Yes, he does.”

      “What does that card mean?”

      “The Lovers,” Chynna said. “Wild sex ahead.” She met Theo’s gaze, only to find him chuckling. “Looks like you’ll be having quite the holiday this year. Is that why you decided to stay in Manhattan?”

      “Not me,” Theo said. “He gave you the card, Chynna.”

      Chynna blinked, because Theo was right.

      “Don’t melt all the snow in Maine,” Theo teased and Chynna blushed. “Now tell me how to take care of Tristan, and you can get on your way.”
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      Trevor was at loose ends.

      He was working temporarily at Wolfe Lodge, but didn’t know where he was going next. The plan had been to stay at the lodge and he’d been looking forward to it.

      He’d arrived to take Gabe’s place when Gabe left Maine, and the timing had been great. Trevor had been between restaurants, having sold one and still seeking a new opportunity. He’d been glad to come to Honey Hill and he loved what Spencer and Gabe had done with Wolfe Lodge. There was a lot of opportunity for growth and he’d just started making plans for the new year when Gabe had returned.

      As glad as Trevor was that Gabe and Lexi were getting married, he was a little out of sorts that what had looked like a dream job had dissolved in his hands. He was staying for the near future, filling the gaps while Gabe and Lexi arranged their wedding, then he’d manage things while the happy couple took their honeymoon.

      Filling in temporarily wasn’t the same as making the place his own. Gabe had invited him to stay on as an assistant, but Trevor knew it was better for both of them if he moved on. He liked to be completely invested in anything he did. Half-measures weren’t his style and neither was reporting to anyone else. He was all-in or all-out, in charge or not involved. Worse, he felt the need for a big new challenge, like the one he could see around him at Wolfe Lodge.

      Even the fact that he wasn’t leaving just yet was weird. Trevor didn’t wait around for much of anything. But he and Gabe went way back and he wanted to help Gabe. He supposed it wasn’t all bad to have a job while he took the time to find the right opportunity.

      When had he last had just a job? Trevor couldn’t remember if that had ever been the case. His work had always been closer to an obsession.

      He’d built many restaurants to success then sold them. That didn’t feel like a challenge anymore. The lodge had interested him because it was more than a restaurant, more than a bar. As a resort, it offered many more challenges and opportunities. It felt like it would take a while to get it established and that there would be challenges to conquer on the way.

      It felt like it might be a place he could stay. Even though the idea of setting down roots made him twitchy, Trevor wasn’t one to be stopped by his own doubts. He’d recognized that he had a concern, and he was going to eliminate it.

      Wolfe Lodge would have been the perfect location for that. He knew that Gabe was feeling much the same way and could understand his colleague all too well. Trevor wasn’t sure where to find a similar opportunity. At the very least, he’d need to find a resort that was performing beneath its possibilities, then add a great chef and his own magic.

      At the most, he’d have to start from the ground up, buying land and building a resort. That seemed to Trevor to be a bit too big of a challenge to assume on his own. It would

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.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/book4_christmasnight_ebook.jpg
CHR STMAS






