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        RED

      

      

      It figures . . . I went my whole adult life with a crush on Cashel Morgan. Since we both graduated from Mudville High—Go, Hogs! But I never got out of the friend zone with him. Until now. More than a decade after graduation.

      And why is Cash interested in something more now when he never was before? That’s the most annoying, frustrating, exasperating, ridiculous part. It’s all because another guy asked me on a date.

      No doubt about it, Cash Morgan is going to drive me insane, if I’m not already there. Because in the middle of my personal drama in what was formerly a non-existent love life is the fact something wonky is happening at my store. Things going missing. Things being moved.

      My friend Harper thinks it’s a ghost. Our friend Bethany thinks I’m just forgetful.

      I’m not sure what I think—about any of it. The strange happenings in my shop. My date with the hot deputy investigating the oddities in my store. And especially not Cash.

      All I know is that with all the craziness that’s happened around Mudville over the past six months, starting with Harper moving to town and her discovery of all the town’s secrets stashed in Agnes’s attic, we’d all better start to expect the unexpected.

      
        
        CASH

      

      

      In first grade, I teased her relentlessly. In fifth, when I realized girls might be good for more than torturing, she was my first real crush. And by the end of tenth grade, when her braces came off, the curves filled in and she figured out how to tame that mop of red hair, I was completely in lust with Red Meyer.

      That didn't mean I stopped teasing her every chance I got. It was our way of communicating. But Red gave back as good as she got. It was one of the things I liked best about her.

      Ten years later we were still "communicating" through jabs and jests and I was happy with our relationship. Then it happened. Carson Bekker, Mudville's own deputy sheriff, asked Red to dinner. And she said yes.

      I'd always planned on getting around to asking her out myself, one day, when I was ready to settle down. I figured I had time. Amazingly I, Cash Morgan, was wrong. That doesn't happen often but it sure did this time.

      Carson swooped right in and walked all over my unspoken claim on Red. Now I have to up my game before it's too late.

      That's fine. I know her better than he does. Better than anybody.  She's not going to fall for dinner dates or flowers. That's not Red.

      What is? What am I going to do to win her back? I can't exactly tell you that, since it might involve my stealing some livestock for her.  I can't ever let that boy scout of a deputy sheriff know about that.

      But  l do look forward to rubbing it in Carson's face when I apprehend the petty thief plaguing Red's shop  before Mudville law enforcement does. And oh boy howdy is Red going to love me after that. As I said, Red is an unconventional woman. It's what I love about her. I just have to get up the nerve to tell her...
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      Something felt . . . off.

      The moment I stepped through the back door of the store, almost but not quite late, I sensed it.

      Juggling my Red’s Resale logo coffee mug in one hand, and my keys in the other, I closed the door behind me and moved farther inside.

      I did a visual sweep of the work area in the back of the consignment shop, searching for the source of my discomfort.

      It wasn’t an easy task with my eyes still slits because I had yet to actually consume the level of caffeine I required to make it through another day of retail. Although some days I felt like I needed something a little stronger than coffee to deal with the fine folks of Mudville and its surrounding towns.

      In the back office, I checked the handle on the door of the safe where I kept the cash drawer.

      Still locked.

      I set down both the keys and the coffee on my desk and moved out to the retail area.

      Things were everywhere—but that was usual for my store. For all resale shops actually. At least the busy ones.

      I’d been slammed yesterday, so I hadn’t had a chance to straighten up the sales floor before closing. And I’d been too tired and hungry to stay late just to clean. I figured I could do it this morning before it got hectic for the day.

      Still, something seemed wrong.

      Odd. I’d been the last one here last night. I’d locked up, myself, alone. No one should have been here since.

      I had to be imagining things.

      With no evidence to support the nagging feeling, I moved to the front, turned the Closed sign to Open, and flipped the deadbolt to unlock the door.

      Grabbing my mug again, I carried my much-needed coffee to the front and started to put the store back together into some semblance of neatness. An impossible task given the inconceivable mix of one-of-a-kind items I had to work with, but I attempted it, none-the-less.

      In fact, I’d had a great new idea for a display wake me up in the middle of the night. I was going to make one whole area all red since Valentine’s Day was just a few weeks away.

      The new red-soled Louboutin black heels that I'd just gotten in for consignment yesterday would make the perfect centerpiece, along with the red Birkin bag that came in last week. And I’d just gotten in a gorgeous red buffalo plaid wool cape that would complete the outfit to perfection.

      Excited, I ran to the back where I’d managed to get the cape onto a hanger last night but hadn’t had time to tag it yet.

      I stopped in front of the rack, frowning. The cape should have been hanging right in front.

      It wasn’t.

      Sliding the hangers on the rod, I checked the rest of the clothes, looking for a flash of red and finding none. I bent at the waist and checked the floor below the rack, thinking it might have fallen off the hanger.

      Nothing.

      Sighing, I straightened. Was I going crazy? Had I moved the cape somewhere and forgot?

      I was overworked, not to mention scattered and forgetful at times, but I’d lived like that since the day I’d decided to open Red’s Resale. That’s when the craziness that was my current life began. I was used to it after all these years.

      Maybe Gretchen had come in last night? The girl who sometimes opened and closed the shop for me so I could pretend I had some semblance of a life had a key to the back door.

      Pulling my cell out of my pocket, I hit the contact listing for Gretchen.

      I waited through the ringing, taking a quick glance at the time on the vintage Mickey Mouse watch on my wrist.

      It wasn’t too early to call her on her morning off. Since I’d been running a little late myself and slid in right at the shop’s scheduled time to open, the hour was late enough I didn’t have to feel at all bad.

      “Hello.”

      “Gretchen. Hey, girl. How are you?”

      “Good. Really good, actually.”

      “What’s going on?” I asked, intrigued enough to sideline the question about the missing cape for a minute. “I hear a smile in your voice.”

      “Oh, my God, Red. It’s so amazing. You won’t believe it.”

      I stayed quiet and let her talk. Knowing the pause in the words was because she was sucking in a breath, not because she was actually done speaking.

      “He asked me,” Gretchen squealed.

      My eyes widened. “To the dance?”

      “Yes!”

      For a moment I got to forget I had a heating oil bill sitting on my desk that needed paying, and that I had to do payroll today. I could pretend I didn’t have to be a responsible adult and instead could channel Gretchen’s high school senior enthusiasm at having the boy she liked ask her to the dance.

      “That’s amazing. I’m so happy for you.”

      “I’m hoping that pink dress I liked is still on the rack upstairs.” Gretchen’s comment brought me immediately back to the reason I’d called. The store. Namely, the missing stock.

      “Um, Gretchen, any chance you stopped in the shop last night and moved the red and black buffalo plaid cape that was hanging in the back waiting to be tagged?”

      “What? No. I went right home from practice to eat and shower. Then he called and asked me, and I spent the rest of the night on video chat with my friends.”

      That sounded about right. It wasn’t that many years ago I was her age. Okay, more than a decade, but still, I could remember.

      “Okay. Thanks. And I’ll run upstairs right now and pull that dress off sale and put it in back for you.”

      “Thank you! I’ll be in this afternoon to work.”

      “Yup. See you then. Bye.”

      She said goodbye and I disconnected the call, still as baffled as I’d been before.

      Grabbing my coffee mug, I cradled it and glanced around me. Things didn’t walk away on their own.

      Okay, I had found those couple of mouse turds in the back office last year, but that was my own fault for leaving food out. That situation had been remedied and since then I’d seen no evidence of the scurrying rodent variety.

      Besides, that would have to be one heck of a huge mouse to carry away a wool cape.

      We’d all have bigger problems than a missing piece of merchandise if the rodents of Mudville grew apocalyptically big . . . although I have wondered on occasion what horrors had been dumped into the Muddy River over the centuries.

      Pushing my science fiction fantasies aside, I decided to walk through the entire shop and see if anything else looked out of place. Or more out of place than usual, I amended as I almost tripped over a tricycle that I needed to carry downstairs to the toy area.

      The basement level of the store was as good a place as any to start. I downed the remainder of the coffee and moved in back to set the cup in the sink . . . and noticed it was wet. Water drops beaded on the porcelain bowl. I ran my fingers over the drops, to make sure it wasn’t an optical illusion, and rubbed my thumb over my wet forefinger.

      Even if I had run the water last night right before I’d closed at six, water wouldn’t remain in the sink for sixteen hours with the heat running in the shop. It would have been dry by now.

      Maybe the faucett was dripping. It might need tightening or a new gasket or something. I’d have to keep an eye on it and fix it right away if it was leaking. My water bill was already high enough.

      Adding one more thing on my mental To Do list, I spun back to the front, grabbed the tricycle by the handlebar and headed downstairs, flipping on the wall switches for the lights as I walked past them.

      I set the bike down and stared at the corner display. Something looked different there too, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

      The basement housed sporting goods, children’s toys, pet supplies and men’s clothing. I didn’t spend a whole lot of time down here, but I remembered the table being fuller than it was now.

      Letting out a sigh, I shook my head. I was losing my mind—or I had a thief.

      A thief who didn’t touch the fine jewelry display but had grabbed something from the basement and a ladies’ cape? That seemed odd. But this was Mudville. Odd was our middle name.

      I smiled and considered having some T-shirts printed up. Welcome to Mudville, New York. Odd is our middle name.

      I’d have to work on that wording a bit.

      Maybe Harper could help me with a good slogan. She was the local writer. She should be able to figure out something great.

      Happy with that plan, I climbed the stairs, all the way up to the second floor. I immediately spotted the pink dress Gretchen wanted. At least that was where it was supposed to be.

      Maybe I wasn’t ready for the looney bin quite yet. But something was definitely up and I was going to get to the bottom of it. Hopefully.

      Holding the pink dress out in front of me, I remembered seeing a vintage clutch that would go perfectly with it. It was downstairs in the purse room . . . or at least I hoped it was still there.

      I held the dress up and saw what might be a stain on the bodice as it caught the sunlight streaming in the window. I hadn’t noticed it before.

      Crud. I really needed to get that electrician to come back and install better lighting downstairs where I took in the consignments so I could see what I was really getting. And I’d have to get this dry cleaned for Gretchen. I didn’t want her wearing a stained dress to the dance and telling everyone it came from here.

      Spinning, while still eying the possible stain, I took one step and smashed into something or someone blocking my way.

      And, of course, I screamed. Not that there’d be anyone to hear me in this big old Victorian turned storefront.

      “Red! It’s us.”

      I lowered the dress, which I’d been holding up in front of me like a shield. Because tulle made such good protection. I resisted the urge to roll my eyes at myself and tried to recover from the fright when I saw my two girlfriends standing there.

      Harper cringed. “Sorry we scared you.”

      “She’ll recover.” Bethany held out a paper bag. “I brought honey buns, fresh and hot, right out of the oven.”

      “In that case, I forgive you.” I snatched the offering from the town baker.

      Opening the bag, I stuck my nose inside, inhaling the amazing aroma that hit me in a sweet cloud of steamy air. “Come on downstairs so we can talk and I can watch the front door at the same time.”

      Actually, I wanted to talk and eat, while I watched for customers. No hot honey bun was going to get cold on my watch. And I could brew another cup of coffee while I was there, to go along with my confections.

      But fresh baked goods and more caffeine aside, that my two friends had snuck up on me proved I really was in a complete bubble on the second floor. Anything at all could be happening downstairs and I wouldn’t know.

      That’s probably why things were going missing.

      This whole place really needed a good security system. More than just those couple of cameras I’d bought and never actually gotten around to hooking up. Something else for the To Do list.

      We reached the first floor and, thankfully, it looked like nothing had changed since I’d gone upstairs. I led the way to the coffee maker and popped in a pod.

      “What has you two out and about so early?” I asked.

      Bethany frowned. “Ten isn’t early. I was at the bakery at six.”

      “Fine,” I conceded. “But I don’t keep baker’s hours. And neither does Harper.”

      “Actually, I was up writing at five. But I got my wordcount done for the day and decided to celebrate by walking down to get a treat at Bethany’s. And since she could sneak away for a minute while her assistant is there, we decided to come see you.”

      My friends were obviously crazy. Not for wanting to visit with me—I was an absolute delight so of course they’d want to visit. But to be at work before sunrise? Pfft. Forget about that lunacy.

      Apparently, I was the only one among us who actually liked to sleep. Having the shop open at ten daily was early enough for me.

      This was clearly a no-win debate, so I moved on. “So, weird stuff is happening.”

      “Weird how?” Harper drew back, her dark brows drawn low over her eyes.

      “Why do you look so scared?” Bethany asked Harper.

      “Because it could be her ghost. Is it your ghost?” Harper spun to ask me, looking ready to bolt as her gaze cut to the side where the basement door was located.

      I let out a snort. “Unless the ghost has a penchant for buffalo plaid wool capes, I think I’m good.”

      Harper’s mouth formed a perfect O to match her widened eyes. “Ooo. That sounds cute. Red and black?”

      “Yup. And it would look so good on you with black leggings and boots.” I nodded.

      “It sounds adorable. But what does this cape have to do with ghosts?” Bethany asked.

      “It doesn’t. I hope. But the cape is missing. I put it right there on the rack last night and it’s gone this morning. And other stuff feels . . . off. I called Gretchen. She wasn’t here.”

      “It seems odd for someone to break in and only take one thing,” Bethany commented.

      “Exactly.” I nodded. “That’s what I thought. Especially since there are far more valuable things around here to take.”

      “You sure you didn’t stash it away somewhere and forget?” Bethany suggested. “You have been known to forget things.”

      “Nope.” I shook my head, refusing to admit she was right and I had, in past, forgotten a thing or two. “I know because it came in right before closing and I still had to tag it and enter it into inventory. I was going to do that first thing this morning.”

      Harper shook her head, lips compressed into an unhappy line. “I think you need to go over and report it to that hot deputy at the sheriff’s department.”

      “Hot deputy?” I shot Harper a meaningful glance, knowing without asking she meant Carson Bekker, who was the only one at the sheriff’s department who would fit that description. I lifted a brow. “Does your boyfriend know you think Carson is hot?”

      Harper waved off my concern. “Stone knows it’s purely a professional interest I have in the deputy.”

      Bethany let out a burst of a laugh. “Professional interest? How’s that?”

      “I’m writing a hero who’s a deputy. Carson is my inspiration. That’s all.” Harper lifted one shoulder innocently.

      I shook my head. “You get away with a lot by using that ‘I’m a writer’ excuse.”

      Harper smiled. “I really do. But it’s the truth. Besides, I’m head over heels for Stone. You know that. He knows that. Mary Brimley, the town gossip, knows that.”

      “Aunt Agnes, who told you to build a soundproof sex room in the attic so she won’t have to hear you two going at it, knows that.” I smirked.

      Harper cringed. “Don’t remind me. Talking about that stuff with my septuagenarian great aunt is not high on my list of things to do.”

      Bethany leaned close to me. “There she goes using those big words again.”

      “I know. Right? I installed a dictionary app on my phone because of her.” I eyed Harper with a cocked brow.

      Harper rolled her eyes. “Anyway, I’m serious. You should at least have an official report filed and on record. That way if you do catch the person, or more stuff is missing, there’s a paper trail and you have some legal recourse.”

      “I know. I should.” I knew Harper was right, even if I didn’t like it. I sighed and glanced at Bethany. “You have any more of these honey buns at the shop?”

      “I sure do. Can’t run out of my signature item.”

      “I’ll take a box full.” I figured if I was going to send the sheriff’s department on a wild goose chase for a misplaced cape, which might or might not have been stolen, I should at least sweeten the deal.
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      “Cashel.”

      I stopped with the steaming mug halfway to my mouth. “Yes, Mother.”

      She paused on her way through the kitchen with a basket of laundry in her hands. “I need more firewood brought in, when you get a chance.”

      The first thing I did was glance around to see if I could spot one of my two brothers.

      Passing the buck was a long-standing tradition in this family. If I could get Boone or Stone to do something instead of me, damn right I was going to.

      Not seeing anyone, the next best thing I could do was get creative with my reply. “I’ll see it gets done today.”

      I didn’t say I would do it. Just that it would get done.

      Happy with my genius, I returned my mother’s smile and proceeded to take the first sip of piping hot coffee. The scorching liquid felt good sliding down my throat, warming me from the inside.

      It was freaking cold out there. Just because the farm stand was closed until spring didn’t mean work stopped. Owning and operating Morgan Farm was a year-round endeavor. There were no days off on a farm. No snow days for that matter either.

      After being outside at the crack of dawn, feeding and watering the animals, I needed this cup of liquid heat.

      I fully intended to warm up before I even thought about going outside again, for any reason. And I figured the longer I procrastinated getting that firewood, the more chance Boone or Stone would wander through and I could get them to do it. Or at least get them to help with the work that had landed on me just because I’d had the misfortune of standing here while our mother walked by.

      It would be the perfect plan, except that Stone spent more time at his girlfriend’s place than home lately. My older brother was getting harder and harder to pass tasks off to.

      And my younger brother—well, he was just Boone being Boone. Young. Flighty. Eager and willing, but hard to pin down. Boone was like a hound who’d seen a squirrel. He rushed from one thing to the next, be that an odd job for the people in town or the next woman in his life.

      It was pretty obvious to me that middle siblings were the smartest. Not to mention the most even-tempered, clever and, no doubt, handsome.

      I wasn’t tied down to one woman, at her beck and call—and at her aunt’s too—twenty-four seven like Stone was with Harper. Nor was I running off trying to juggle a multitude of women—and hobbies and odd jobs—like Boone.

      Nope. Mine was a simple life. Just the way I liked it. Working on my family’s farm. Hanging out at the local bar. Swinging by town to see what was what. Maybe popping in to visit one pretty little shop keeper on Main Street.

      “Cash!”

      “What?” I called back in response to my father, who’d bellowed to me from another room.

      “These boxes full of Christmas decorations still have to get put upstairs.”

      Shit. Now I had two things to pass off to my brothers and if I stuck around much longer, I had no doubt that number would grow.

      Tasty hot coffee aside, hanging out in this location clearly wasn’t working for me. Time to go.

      “I’ll see it gets done,” I promised, once again using my favorite new reply. “I’m heading out now. Be back later,” I called to whoever was still in hearing distance.

      I downed my final sip of coffee, set my mug in the dishwasher and skedaddled, anxious to get out the door before my lengthening list of potential chores got any longer.

      Glancing at the time displayed on the dashboard in the truck, I realized it was too early to hit the bar. So, to town it was.

      Maybe Bethany would have something good coming out of the oven. I could grab an extra pastry and swing by Red’s with it . . . just to say howdy.

      I liked to be neighborly. It would be a courtesy, from one Mudville small business owner to another.

      I was all about good relations. Especially when they were with the red headed owner of Mudville’s premiere resale shop.

      I’d hit the bakery and then head directly to Red’s. I knew I had to get there before lunch or her helper came in to work and then sometimes Red wouldn’t be there.

      Not that I’d memorized her schedule or anything. Or that I went to the shop only to see Red. Of course not. I bought stuff there too. Some good shit came into the store.

      At least it was good shit to a person who had an appreciation for odd gadgets and pre-worn clothes. Apparently, I happened to be one of those people. I owned more stuff than any man should and that was mostly because of my frequent stops at Red’s.

      My idea to swing by Bethany’s for something sweet, then backtrack to Red’s with it, was derailed by the sight of a sheriff’s department vehicle parked in Red’s lot.

      Something must be wrong.

      That realization put the brakes on my plan—literally.

      I slammed my foot on the brake pedal and careened off Main Street, swinging the truck down the side street too fast.

      My pickup skidded to a rough stop in the gravel of the resale shop’s parking lot. I didn’t even take the time to pull the key out of the ignition after I cut the engine as I jumped out of the truck and sprinted toward the steps.

      Breathless, I flung the door wide and leapt over the threshold. A warm burst of air from inside hit me at the same time as Red’s tinkling laugh.

      Her girlish giggle was answered by a deep, throaty and definitely masculine chuckle.

      Eyes narrowed, teeth clenched, I shoved the door closed behind me, hard enough it sounded like the little bell might come flying off. I’d been worried to death about her, and here she was laughing?

      Not just laughing, but flirting with the good deputy himself, by the looks of things.

      I strode across the store, past displays of random dust catchers, directly to the cash register.

      There was Red, leaning her elbows on the counter next to a platter overflowing with sticky buns. The same sticky buns I’d been planning to pick up for her, before I was waylaid by panic over her well-being.

      But it was the guy who had his ass perched on the edge of that counter who really grabbed my attention . . . and pissed me off. He was biting into one of the honey buns while looking at Red like he wanted to take a bite out of her.

      “Cash. Hi,” Red greeted me, as sweetly as ever.

      Then again, retail was her livelihood. She had to be sweet to everybody. It was good business.

      “Red.” My gaze moved from her to land on the man in the deputy’s uniform. “Carson.”

      “Cash.” He met my stare head on, then moved on to grinning at Red again. “But really. You didn’t have to bribe me with pastries just to get me over here.”

      Did that fucker’s eyes just drop to look down Red’s T-shirt before he yanked his gaze back up?

      Son of a bitch. I felt my jaw clench.

      “Eh, I thought it couldn’t hurt.” She shrugged, still smiling too brightly at him.

      What was going on here? This didn’t look like an official visit. And if it wasn’t official business, why were Red and Carson all cozied up?

      I tipped my chin to the plate of pastries. “Trying something new? Is it customer appreciation hour or something?” I asked, trying to get to the bottom of the situation without it being obvious that’s what I was doing.

      Frowning, she followed my gaze and glanced down at the plate, before her eyes widened. “Oh, you mean the honey buns. No, I just thought I should get something for Carson since he drove all the way over here after I called him.”

      Red and I had both graduated high school with Carson a decade ago. I’d liked the guy back then when we’d both played football for Mudville High.

      Hell, I’d liked him right up until just now, when I’d found him moving in on Red.

      Now, I wanted to tackle the former quarterback and deliver some pain like I used to during practice.

      “And I told her, it’s my job to check things out when someone calls the department with a report,” Carson continued.

      So, this was official business in spite of all appearances to the contrary.

      Why didn’t that make me feel better? I felt my brows creep up at his casual attitude, and how damn close he was sitting and leaning in toward where Red stood.

      “I have to agree with him, Red. It is his job. And bribery of an officer of the law is a crime,” I said.

      She leveled a confused stare on me. “Bethany’s honey buns are the best, but I’m not sure they’d count as bribery.”

      Carson leaned in closer to her. “Don’t worry, Freckles. I won’t turn you in.” He grinned and winked at her before popping the last bite into his mouth and licking his fingers.

      Freckles. I’d forgotten Carson used to tease Red and call her that back in school.

      Except now, unlike then, the nickname didn’t sound like schoolboy teasing anymore. It—accompanied by his sly smirk and wink—seemed decidedly flirty. Almost wolfish, like Carson was on the prowl and Red was the nearest lamb he wanted to sink his flashing white teeth into.

      Mother fucker. I wasn’t imagining it. He was hitting on Red.

      Eyes narrowed, I swung my gaze from him to her and didn’t like what I saw. Red’s cheeks had gotten all flushed at his teasing.

      Time to change the subject.

      “So, why’d you have to call the sheriff’s department? What happened? Everything all right?” I asked.

      I could only hope she had actually called the department phone and Carson had been on duty at the time to answer the call. Otherwise, that meant she’d called his cell directly. I couldn’t even wrap my head around the idea of Red and Carson calling or texting each other.

      That would be too frigging cozy.

      Hell, even I didn’t text Red. And I could if I wanted to. I had her number. I just preferred dropping by. Though, by the looks of this little scene I’d stumbled upon, so did Carson.

      “It’s nothing. Really.” Red waved off my question.

      I frowned. “It had to have been something or you wouldn’t have called him.” I tipped my head toward Carson.

      “It’s just . . . it’s silly really, but something went missing overnight. And some other things just felt odd. Out of place. It’s probably nothing.”

      I wasn’t as willing to dismiss it as easily as Red had. I spotted the camera in the corner. “Don’t you have security footage you can look at?”

      Her face turned a deep red. “No. Those, uh, don’t actually work.”

      “What?” My eyes widened.

      Carson chuckled.  “I’ve already been through all this with her, Cash. Don’t bother.”

      I didn’t listen to him and forged ahead. “Why don’t they work?”

      She planted a hand on each hip. “Because I’m a little busy around here and never got around to actually hooking them up.”

      “Jesus, Red.” I looked to the ceiling for patience. “You do have a working alarm
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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/red-hot.jpg
A 1/5 | ROMANTIC COMEDY

D
2o

CHT JOHNSON

NEW YORK TIMES & USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/map.jpg





