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        Holidays bring friends, family, and…Trouble.

      

      

      

      At least if your job title is Magical Protector. Cary Redmond spends most of her holidays jumping into danger. Stopping bad guys, protecting innocents, and doing her job as a walking, talking Kevlar vest. Because magic, mayhem, and disasters don’t take holidays off.

      In fact, sometimes the holidays are the problem.

      But Cary is always ready to leap into the fight, tackling the dread, the deadly, the bespelled, and the strange. And if she helps a friend along the way, all the better. Because when the holidays bring Trouble, Cary’s on hand to save the day.

      

      
        
        Don’t miss this year of Cary Redmond adventures all in one collection.
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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Holiday stories have their own special flavor, and when they’re Cary Redmond stories, they also have Trouble. I love holiday fiction, but when I was writing the stories in this collection, I didn’t start off thinking, “I will write a holiday story.”

      Especially the first one, Cary and the Cursed Jack-O’-Lantern. It was October when I wrote that, and I was thinking about Halloween, but I hadn’t necessarily intended on writing a holiday story. Which is probably why that jack-o’-lantern is…the way it is.

      Then came a Christmas story. And, of course, it couldn’t be a typical Christmas story, because this is Cary’s world. But Cary Holiday (get it? Happy Holiday? *grin*) was really fun for me to write because it tapped into something I go through every time I try to take time off. I suspect this is a problem for all of us who work a lot. That first day or so, when you’ve been so busy, and you just do not know how to relax? Yeah, I related a lot to that restless energy. Take that and a little Christmas tree twist, and that’s a Cary Christmas.

      After I had two holiday stories, as I was putting together a different Cary Redmond collection, I realized it would be fun to write more holiday stories with Cary. And as it was rolling into February, I figured why not a Valentine’s Day story. Except, honestly, I’ve never really liked Valentine’s Day. I know, I know. I write Romance novels, how can I not like Valentine’s Day? But I don’t. (There might be a little too much of me in Lucy’s screed against the holiday.) So instead of Valentine’s Day, I absconded with a perfect idea created by the indomitable Leslie Knope of Parks and Recreation. Galentine’s Day! For Cary and her friends (especially Lucy—you’ll see), this was the perfect alternative. The Trouble was just a bonus.

      Next came a St. Patrick’s Day story. And as I’m writing this introduction on St. Patrick’s Day, I’m going to take that as good luck. Some readers may know I’m married to an Irishman (we met while I was in graduate school in Dublin), and there’s nothing I like better than taking “traditional” Irish tropes and turning them on their heads. Plus, I had the perfect side character for this story—a literal leprechaun! Technically, Cary’s Leprechaun Troubles could also be thought of as one of the origin stories when Cary first meets one of the important characters in her life, in this case Tom the leprechaun. And honestly, any excuse to put Tom and Jaxer in the same place at the same time is really hard to resist.

      Finally, I was hunting around for a holiday that would fit a final story for the collection. I’m not mad about the summer holidays, except for maybe the Summer Solstice, and it felt like I’d covered a bunch of autumn and winter holidays already. Trying to cram in something like Thanksgiving felt like I’d be leaving half the year out. Then I thought about Beltane. And Angie Jordan. And how much fun it is to write a story with those two getting into trouble. Throw in a bonfire and I had Cary’s Beltane Night Out.

      This last story also introduces an…entity that shows up in my newest paranormal romance series—the Seven Families: Wolf series. This isn’t the first time some crossover between Cary’s world and the Seven Families world has happened (see Dinner with the Joneses), but this isn’t quite as obvious a link. Really just a little easter egg for readers who enjoy story crossovers and connections.

      I’ve organized the collection so that the first story starts at the beginning of my (witchy) new year—in October—and the rest continue from there. They don’t all take place in the same year of Cary’s life, but they do move through the months in order. I didn’t start from the beginning of a calendar year mostly because a witchy new year start felt more appropriate to the Cary series. And, in an interesting twist, that’s also the order I wrote them in. That almost never happens!

      Each story can be read in any order that suits, though. They are all standalones and happen at various stages in Cary’s early career—before the start of her main series in The Trouble with Black Cats and Demons. So no Deacon in any of these, I’m afraid. Now that it occurs to me, though, it might be fun to write a whole collection of Cary and Deacon holiday stories. Something to think about…

      In the meantime, I hope you enjoy A Very Cary Holiday! And that this book brings you a bit of fun, adventure, magic, and Trouble for your own holidays.

      

      
        
        Kat Simons

        March 2023

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CARY AND THE CURSED JACK-O’-LANTERN
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        Who knew pumpkins could do that?

      

      

      Cary Redmond encounters a lot of unusual things in her life as a magical Protector. A cursed Jack-O’-Lantern, however, is new. But since the creepy pumpkin is in her best friend’s place of business, Cary is quick to help.

      The only problem is she has no idea how to stop a curse. Or a pumpkin. Or, really anything. Getting between bad guys and good guys…she does that all day long. Stopping a deadly pumpkin come to life…not so much.

      But Cary is up for the challenge. At least, she hopes so.

      Because if she’s not, it could cost her her best friend’s life.
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      Cary Redmond stared at the carved pumpkin sitting five feet away from her, in the front desk area of her best friend Lucy Evans-Nakada’s brand new dojo. The pumpkin was one of those big orange things. The face carved into it was an ordinary assortment of triangles and the jagged cut of a smiling mouth. It looked fresh enough. No rot or decay. And with Halloween just two days away, it was the prefect decoration for Lucy’s business.

      If the pumpkin wasn’t, apparently, alive and cursed.

      Lucy gripped Cary’s shoulders, looking around her arm at the Jack-O’-Lantern. She was significantly more petit than Cary, which didn’t mean she couldn’t toss Cary around the dojo without breaking a sweat, but it did mean she couldn’t actually look over Cary’s shoulder while she was hiding behind her. Lucy’s curly red hair was piled onto her head in a tight bun, little curls escaping to frame her pretty, heart-shaped face. Her brown eyes were wide as she stared at the Jack-O’-Lantern.

      “You’re sure you saw it do something?” Cary asked, turning her attention back to the pumpkin.

      The face carved into it picked that moment to move, its triangle eyes narrowing a little, and a weird cross between a moan and a sawing sound came from the open gap of its mouth.

      “See,” Lucy said in her high, sweet, little girl voice, “I told you it was alive.” Her grip tightened on Cary’s shoulders.

      The pumpkin had definitely moved in a way that most pumpkins really didn’t.

      “How long has it been doing that?” Cary asked. She leaned toward the pumpkin then hurriedly straightened away from it when its mouth snapped open and closed.

      “It just started before I called you,” Lucy said.

      The pumpkin jumped forward, a move so sudden and unexpected both Lucy and Cary screeched and stumbled back a few steps. Cary put up an arm to keep Lucy safe behind her.

      “Ew,” Cary said. “But why did you call me instead of Angie? Angie is the witch. She can actually do something about that thing.”

      Doing something about a cursed pumpkin was outside Cary’s purview. Her skills were strictly defensive. A cursed and moving pumpkin seemed to call for skills of a more offensive nature.

      “I did call Angie,” Lucy said. “She’s on a job, reading for one of her rich clients at their house and couldn’t get away quickly. She’ll be here soon.”

      “Then why did you call me?”

      “So you can keep me safe from that thing until Angie shows up.”

      “Ah,” Cary said. “Well, that’s fair enough.”

      Cary was a magical Protector, a job she’d been tricked into a couple of years ago, but it paid, so she’d gone with it. And it turned out she was pretty good at getting between bad guys and good guys to keep the good guys safe. To be fair, it didn’t require an awful lot of specialized skills. Not like the years of training Lucy had needed to earn all her various blackbelts and martial arts skills. Cary just needed the ability to jump into the middle of situations most people ran away from, and then freezing there when confronted with scary things. So long as she was protecting someone from those scary things, her magic worked and her charge was safe. She was a walking, talking Kevlar vest. And her “Kevlar” worked against magic.

      Which was good when faced with a living Jack-O’-Lantern.

      The pumpkin lurched toward them another few inches. Its jagged mouth moved and a mumbling sound emerged, like it was trying to say something.

      Gross.

      “How the hell did you end up with a living Jack-O’-Lantern?” Cary asked.

      “I have no idea,” Lucy said.

      “Did you carve it?”

      “Not that thing. If I’d carved it, it wouldn’t be jumping around.”

      The pumpkin lurched forward again, and they both screeched.

      “Are you sure?” Cary asked. “Did you carve any pumpkins? Maybe you did this on accident?”

      Lucy made a snorting noise. “I don’t go around accidentally creating cursed pumpkins,” she said, sounding indignant. “I’m not the magical one in our group.”

      Technically, Cary wasn’t magical either, except for the magic her bosses gave her as a Protector, but since Lucy didn’t even have that, her point was valid.

      “But did you carve any pumpkins?” Cary asked again.

      “Sure. One. But it didn’t have that basic face. Mine was much more elaborate. My dad wouldn’t have it any other way.”

      Cary smiled at that. One of Lucy’s fathers had done a little competitive pumpkin carving in his youth before taking off to be a fulltime surfer in Hawaii, where he’d met Lucy’s other father. They both still happily lived in Kaneohe on Oahu. Lucy had moved to Portland, Oregon a few years ago, using the excuse that it was a less expensive place to open her own dojo. She was still close with her fathers, but Cary suspected Lucy liked the independence of living off the island.

      Cary couldn’t blame her. She loved her own parents, but the three hour drive between her home and theirs was…useful.

      “Okay,” Cary said, “so not your pumpkin. Was it a gift? Did someone bring it to you?”

      “Not that I noticed.” She paused to look around. “And my beautiful pumpkin is definitely missing. Bastards.”

      “It’s really cute when you curse with your little voice,” Cary commented.

      “And for that crack, you owe me a drink. Later. When we survive the deadly pumpkin.”

      “Are we sure it’s deadly?” Cary asked, trying to lean closer to the pumpkin to look at it better while at the same time leaning away from it because a moving Jack-O’-Lantern was gross.

      “It’s moving and trying to talk. I’m not taking any chances.”

      “Could it just be a trick?” Cary said, wondering out loud. “Like a joke someone is playing on you, and it’s not really dangerous?”

      “Are your powers working?” Lucy countered.

      Actually, Cary couldn’t tell. She couldn’t feel her magic. Whatever her bosses had given her, it just flowed through her when she needed it, but she didn’t really sense it or have any control over it. Which was pretty irritating, but according to her faery mentor, Jaxer, it was because she was a mundane human outside of the Protector magic. If she’d had some of her own supernatural skills before getting tricked into this job, she’d have had a better sense of the Protector magic she channeled.

      At least that was Jaxer’s story.

      “I could test it,” Cary said. “But it means you’ll have to get closer to the pumpkin. If it attacks you, we’ll know.”

      “Gee, that sounds like a wonderful idea,” Lucy said, heavy on the sarcasm. With her sweet, high voice, though, the sarcasm just sounded cute.

      “Come on. You’re the fighter. And if it does attack, I’m protecting you. And we’ll know it’s actually dangerous.”

      “Or we could just wait for Angie and let the trained witch take care of it,” Lucy said.

      “You’re going to feel silly if it’s just a trick being run by some sort of inner mechanical stuff, like those skeletons you hang on the door that have motion detectors and jump at people when they get close.”

      Lucy pointed past Cary’s arm. “That thing is not made of plastic. And those skeleton tricks don’t walk around the front yard after you hang them on the door.”

      She had a point.

      Still.

      “You know, it’s just a little pumpkin. We could probably just pick it up and put it outside and be done with it,” Cary said.

      “And endanger some poor innocent cat or dog?” Lucy said. “What if it eats them?”

      “Oh, right. No, that would be bad.” They’d bonded over their mutual love of animals and the fact that they both dealt with parents nagging them to settle down into a relationship. “Okay, so, what…? We just watch it until Angie arrives?”

      “I’m game if you are,” Lucy said.

      “How long did she say she’d take?”

      The pumpkin lurched toward them again, its mouth snapping open and closed. It didn’t sound like hollow, soft pumpkin smashing together, though. When the sharp, jagged peaks of its teeth clashed, it sounded like something significantly harder. And more likely to hurt.

      “Her client is that rich lady who goes on and on about her dead aunt and the conversations they’ve been having,” Lucy said.

      “Angie isn’t a medium,” Cary stated the obvious. “Why does this lady keep calling her in?”

      “Got me. I think she’s just using Angie as her therapist.”

      In a weird way, given Angie read futures for her clients, she probably did do a lot of work similar to a therapist’s. “Isn’t this the lady that can keep her there half the night?”

      “That’s the one,” Lucy said. “And given how much she pays, I can’t blame Angie for keeping her on as a client.”

      The pumpkin started to moan again. The sound made the hairs on Cary’s arm stand up. It was a cross between midnight wind blowing through bare tree branches, and an actual human in pain. It was a very creepy sound. Not least because it was coming from a hollowed out pumpkin.

      They both watched as the pumpkin’s mouth worked, like it was chewing something. Cary could literally see inside it, through its triangle eyes. It was a hollow gourd. It shouldn’t be this scary. What was the worst it could do?

      It lurched closer, another jump toward them.

      And a cockroach crawled out of its eye.
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      “Ew,” Cary said, unable to look away from the probably-cursed Jack-O’-Lantern.

      “Gross,” Lucy said. “I keep my dojo spotless. I don’t want roaches in here.”

      The cockroach that had just crawled out of the pumpkin’s triangular eye hole climbed along its face then back toward its mouth. The pumpkin snapped and the roach disappeared into its mouth with a crunching noise as the pumpkin’s mouth worked in a chewing motion again.

      “Ew,” Cary said again.

      “Gross,” Lucy repeated.

      “At least you don’t have to worry about the roach getting free in your dojo.”

      “That doesn’t improve the situation,” Lucy said. “That pumpkin just ate a cockroach.”

      “To be fair, it also produced the cockroach,” Cary felt compelled to state.

      “Still not helping the situation,” Lucy said.

      “You know, it’s doing things to be scary. Like, on purpose.”

      “Cause it’s a scary moving pumpkin. I’m not sure it can do anything else but be scary.”

      “No, I mean that thing it just did with the roach. That seemed designed to be gross and scary. Why produce a roach from your eye only to eat it?”

      “Maybe it was hungry,” Lucy suggested.

      “Ew. Yeah. But no, what I mean is, this all seems like… I don’t know. Like it’s a purposeful trick.”

      “I didn’t piss anyone off enough for them to ‘trick’ me this way,” Lucy said.

      “You’re sure?”

      “Yes! Outside of you and Angie and Marianne, I don’t hang out with the kind of people capable of that.” Lucy gestured to the pumpkin as it lurched toward them some more.

      “Marianne and I aren’t capable of that either,” Cary said. Marianne was a weaver—she could do miraculous and magical things with clothe and thread—but those skills didn’t extend to cursing gourds. “And Angie believes in that ‘do no harm’ creed of witches. She wouldn’t do this.”

      “I would have thought this sort of curse or whatever falls under the ‘you send it out and it’ll come back three times worse’ thingy,” Lucy said.

      “That too.”

      A noise like breaking bones came from the pumpkin, though how and why Cary couldn’t tell. It was like the worst clichés of Halloween all rolled into one weird joke. Except she wasn’t betting money anymore that this “joke” was harmless.

      “You must have pissed someone off,” Cary said.

      “Can’t imagine who?”

      “Who did you rent this shop from?”

      Lucy had been forced to move out of her last location because of a rent hike, but this store had come available fortuitously just when she needed it. The rent was perfect. And it was even in a better location than her last dojo, closer to Chinatown.

      Only now, while staring down a living Jack-O’-Lantern, did Cary stop to consider just how lucky Lucy’s finding this place had been. Maybe too lucky?

      “Okay, this is ridiculous,” Cary said. “It’s a gourd. A hollowed out gourd—”

      “That just ate a cockroach,” Lucy interrupted.

      “It doesn’t have hands or feet. How dangerous could it be?”

      “Snakes don’t have hands or feet either,” Lucy said. “They’re still super dangerous.”

      “They have teeth. And strong muscles.”

      “That has teeth.”

      “But not strong muscles.” Though Cary wasn’t absolutely positive about that. The thing was moving around when it shouldn’t have been. Still… “I’m just going to pick it up and see what’s happening. If this is nothing more than a trick-or-treat trick, we’re both going to feel really silly.”

      “I never feel silly taking precautions. I’m the girl in the horror movie who gets into the running car and drives away from the haunted farm. I sure as hell don’t go down into the basement.”

      Cary laughed. “I never thought I was the ‘go into the basement to investigate’ type either. Guess I was wrong.” She took a few steps closer to the pumpkin. Lucy stayed behind her, clinging to her arms.

      “You know they have a name for those kinds of characters, right?” Lucy said.

      “What is it?”

      “Too stupid to live.”

      “Right.” Cary stopped moving toward the pumpkin. “But seriously. It’s a gourd.”

      “Which ate a cockroach.”

      “You’re really stuck on that roach thing, aren’t you?”

      “Aren’t you?” Lucy fairly screeched.

      “It’s not the grossest or weirdest thing I’ve seen in the last couple of years,” Cary said with a shrug.

      That guy possessed by a water spirit that he’d purposefully called into himself so he could take revenge on an ex-girlfriend had easily been the grossest thing she’d seen so far. His skin had turned an unnatural gray color and sloughing off in chunks, his hair dripped with seaweed, and water leaked out of him in strange, unnatural glops. That had been really gross.

      A little roach eating paled in comparison.

      “I’m just going to get a little closer and see if there’s a trick to this thing,” Cary said. “Stay behind me and we’ll be fine, even if it is cursed.”

      They inched toward the pumpkin again. It seemed to stare at them, not moving so much anymore, but its mouth was still working, sawing back and forth, reminding Cary a little of the way someone with dentures in might move their mouth around when they didn’t have their dentures in. Except this thing still had all its teeth.

      Another shrieking moan erupted from the hollows of the pumpkin, making Cary’s arm hair stand up again. The piercing sound hurt her ears this time. The closer they got to the pumpkin, the more the thing’s mouth moved, and it’s outer shell expanded and contracted, like it was breathing.

      Or about to explode.

      She’d barely formed the thought, when a stream of goo shot from the pumpkin’s mouth, right at them. The goo was stringy and a sickly yellow color. It smelled horrible, like an accidentally perforated gut. And when it hit the ground, it burned holes in the wooden floor like acid.

      “My floor!” Lucy said in outrage. “Someone’s going to pay for that.”

      “How are you going to explain this to the insurance company? Floor burnt by acid spewing from cursed Jack-O’-Lantern.”

      Lucy snorted. “Good thing my dad taught me how to do some wood work.”

      “Henry or Steve?”

      “Henry, of course.”

      “Of course.” The surfer dad. He was a fount of useful skills and practical talents, which included starting a number of businesses that he then sold for a profit. Steve’s greatest skill was, apparently, making money and managing other people’s money. Which Cary thought was also a really useful and practical talent.

      “I think maybe we shouldn’t get any closer to the pumpkin,” Cary said, watching the acid goo smoke. She covered her nose with her hand to block some of the smell. “I had no idea anything that came from a pumpkin could smell that bad.”

      “It is cursed after all.”

      “Ha,” she said, without any humor. “Uh, is it just me, or does it seem to be…growing?”

      “It’s not just you. It’s getting bigger. That’s not good, is it?”

      “No. No, it’s not.”

      As the goo spread toward them in a slow, sickly yellow creep, the pumpkin itself seemed to swell. It was like one of those documentaries that sped up the life cycle of a growing plant.

      Except in real life.

      Without the handy time dilations.

      Which was a very scary thing for a hollow gourd to do.
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      Cary started moving backward, Lucy still safely behind her. She was pretty sure the acid-like goo the pumpkin had spewed couldn’t get through her shields to reach them, and no matter how big the Jack-O’-Lantern got, they’d be safe. It was what she did after all. What her Protector magic did. Still…

      Acid popping goo and a growing pumpkin weren’t things she wanted to stand right next to.

      “How big do you think it’ll get?” Lucy asked when the pumpkin hit the size of a wolfhound.

      “No idea.”

      “Can you stop it?”

      “From reaching you? Yes. From growing? No. I’m not even sure how that’s possible.”

      And then it all got worse, because the pumpkin sprouted arms.

      “Ew,” Cary said.

      “Gross,” Lucy added.

      They took another few steps away from the arm-growing, small-car-sized pumpkin.

      “Is it good it still hasn’t sprouted feet?” Lucy asked.

      “Yeah, no. I’m not sure it needs them.”

      Sure enough, the thing used its arms to lunge forward, planting its hands on the floor and lifting its still roundish body up, then swinging forward a few feet. It landed in the middle of the yellow goo, which caused it to splatter, some of it landing perilously close to Cary’s feet.

      She wrinkled her nose at the smell. “I’m so sorry about your front desk area,” she said to Lucy.

      “My woodworking skills will not fix this. It’s gonna cost a fortune. Who’s going to pay for this? I’m positive my insurance won’t cover supernatural pumpkin attacks.”

      “We should probably survive the pumpkin attack before we worry about insurance.”

      “Fair point,” Lucy said, her little girl voice squeaking when the pumpkin lunged another foot closer.

      It was as tall as Cary now, on its way to being taller, and as wide as an industrial-sized freezer. It stopped its forward lunge when it reached the edge of the goo circle. Cary risked looking down. The goo was piling up against an invisible barrier. Her Protector shields in action. Yay for shields!

      The pumpkin’s long arms extended, longer than real arms—although what constituted “real” arms for a pumpkin was anyone’s guess. They stretched and wove forward toward Cary and Lucy. Vines, like pulsing green veins, bulged long thick orange muscles. Its hands were shaped vaguely like a human’s, with five fingers, but more skeletal and with the tips of the fingers covered in hard caps, a little like the stem on its head, but whittled into wickedly sharp points. Its jagged-cut teeth had elongated and gone from pale-orange to a brown, hard surface—which looked like it could actually chew and bite and…hurt. A lot.

      The inside no longer seemed hollow, but Cary couldn’t see anything beyond darkness. Probably for the best, she thought, when another stream of acid yellow goo shot from its mouth to splatter against her shield.

      “That would have hurt,” Cary said.

      “Ah,” Lucy said.

      Cary couldn’t tell what that meant for sure, but she had a feeling Lucy had just stepped past the dealing-with-this into the overwhelmed-by-fear stage. She couldn’t blame her. The damned pumpkin was still getting bigger, its stemmed cap reaching close to the ceiling now, looming over them so Cary had to look up to see into its triangle eyes. Triangle eyes that now glowed yellow. Like there was a candle inside the Jack-O’-Lantern. The nose glowed yellow, too.

      The mouth remained a huge gaping hole of blackness.

      A blackness now large enough for Cary to step into and only have to duck a little.

      “What now?” Lucy squeaked.

      “You stay behind me.”

      Cary glanced down. Her shields continued holding the goo back, thankfully. The pumpkin’s reaching arms swung at the air in front of her but couldn’t reach her or Lucy through the Protector magic. So long as Lucy stuck to Cary’s back, Cary’s magic would continue to work, and all the pumpkin’s growing, moaning, acid-spitting efforts couldn’t hurt them.

      But the stink of it all was making Cary’s eyes water. “Let’s start to move toward the front door.”

      “My dojo,” Lucy moaned.

      “I know, I know. I promise I’ll help you clean up this mess when this is all over. But we need to get out of here. I think it’s too big to get out the door now, so we can trap it inside and keep watch until Angie arrives.”

      Boy, she hoped Angie arrived soon.

      The biggest drawback to being a magical Protector was that her skills were purely defensive. She had no offensive talents or magic or anything. She couldn’t even throw a bad guy over her head the way Lucy could—unless they charged her while she was protecting someone and it was necessary. Her magic gave her all the skills she needed to keep people safe in the moment. But they were reactions. Not actions. She couldn’t do anything to get rid of the pumpkin or remove its curse or anything.

      But she could stand between it and Lucy, and the rest of Portland for that matter, if she had to, and for a very long time.

      They edged toward the front door, moving carefully to avoid the melted parts of the wooden floor. The pumpkin wobbled around, following their movements with its glowing eyes and making little hopping movements to keep them in view. It reached for them again with its weird arms, but couldn’t get past the invisible block of Cary’s magic.

      Another deep moan emerged from the thing. And then a sound so piercing—a scraping, screeching, ear-splitting dragging sound—Cary had to cover her ears. The room seemed to vibrate with the screech, and for a horrifying moment, Cary thought the vibrations would break the windows at the front of the dojo.

      “Stop it,” Lucy shouted at the pumpkin.

      They’d reached the door, but Cary couldn’t concentrate over the shriek. Not enough to work the door handle. The pumpkin’s scream was so painfully piercing, she thought her ears might bleed.

      Why the hell weren’t her powers preventing that?

      Realizing that they were and that this would probably be a lot worse without the Protector magic made her wince.

      She was trying to find a way to block her ears and still open the front door, as the acid goo piled up against her shield again, and the cursed Jack-O’-Lantern reached for them, swatting its sharp fingers across the air in front of Cary. That would hurt like hell if it got through to her. Though probably not much worse than her exploding head from the creature’s screech.

      The door vibrated at her back, mostly a wooden structure with a large inset window so people could see in and out, but so the dojo didn’t feel like a glass fronted retail space. The wood bulged inward, then out, alternately pressing against Cary’s back and moving away. The damn thing was going to burst apart before she remembered how to work the handle. She tried leaning against it, just pushing it with her back and hoping the door magically opened, but then it bulged away from her, leaving her frustrated at not being able to do something so simple.

      She needed her hands.

      Wincing, she dropped her hands from her ears and reached for the door

      
      
      
      
    

  


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/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/katsimmons_tanddpublishing.jpg
PUBLISHING






OEBPS/images/averycaryholiday-amazon.jpg
: \[%T'SIM(DNS
| R ;;’ f /MW






