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      Independent authors like me are completely dependent on reviews. The truth is simple:

      Good reviews = Amazon recommending this book = my ability to write more stories.

      You don’t even need to write words — just leaving a quick ★★★★★ rating is enough to make a huge difference.

      [image: backhand index pointing right] Leave your review here:
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      “The most difficult thing is the decision to act, the rest is merely tenacity.”

      
        
        - Amelia Earhart

      

      

      

      “One can choose to go back toward safety or forward toward growth. Growth must be chosen again and again; fear must be overcome again and again.”

      
        
        - Abraham Maslow

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          ALISON

        

      

    

    
      The chilly wind of the autumn afternoon shook the window in Abby’s studio. Alison shivered, pulling her half-naked body a little closer to Victoria as Abby fiddled with the settings on her camera. Sliding her fingers under the edge of the deep red satin panties, Alison gave them a small tug, ensuring they smoothly followed the curve of her butt.

      “Abby, darling, I know you want to pay for the renovations yourself, but please at least let me pay to have heating installed. If you work in here over the winter, you’ll freeze to death. Or if you don’t, your clients will.” Victoria wrapped her arms around Alison, pulling them closer still. The three of them, Victoria, Abby, and Alison, had been at this photo shoot business for over three hours already and while Abby was still brimming with enthusiasm, Alison was growing a little weary.

      When the Darkness article showcasing their highly specialised Airbnb (a property which catered for those with a slight kink) had landed, they’d all been so excited. The magazine had given the place a full four-page spread, and the images were nothing short of breathtaking, almost as breathtaking as the volume of bookings that had followed. Except for four consecutive days in December, they had bookings for the property covering the next eight months. Even the two notoriously toughest weeks in the tourism industry—the third week in January and the second week in February—were gone, and at full price. They couldn’t have asked for more, and that’s what Victoria had told Bryce, her long-term friend and the publication’s editor, when she called to thank him.

      But Bryce was always on the lookout for his next feature, and he wasn’t shy or slow in requesting payback for their gratitude when Victoria had told him about their little ménage à trois now that Alison was fully back in Victoria (and Abby’s) life.

      “I can see it now. A Christmas feature of Victoria, the saintly domme and her two elf subs,” he had teased as all three of them had gathered around the speaker, listening in to the call. But he hadn’t been teasing. In fact, when he had offered them a free advertising package for their adult retail business in exchange for the feature, the offer became serious.

      While Victoria wasn’t one for exposing herself so publicly, Alison knew she was also a shrewd businesswoman. Darkness was by far the most popular magazine publication of its kind in Europe and had a rapidly growing audience in North America.

      “I’d want the piece to feature and promote Alison’s furniture, the tantra chairs and such, and I want Abby to do the shoot.”

      Bryce had been understandably nervous about the shoot being orchestrated by one of the subjects, but Alison had listened as Victoria assured him that not only was Abby one of the most talented photographers she had ever known, refusing to hire her would be a deal breaker. After initial objections, reluctantly, he’d agreed. Alison had to chuckle to herself because she knew that one of Victoria’s silent motivations for insisting Abby do the shoot was that her mistress wouldn’t have been relaxed enough to even contemplate such a thing with a complete stranger. For all of Victoria’s outward confidence and bravado, Alison knew Victoria had a shy streak and the entire experience would be well out of her comfort zone.

      So here they were, dressed in scanty outfits of provocatively festive ruby reds and emerald greens around a Christmas tree in the middle of a cold October afternoon.

      After the roaring success of the piece Bryce had written, he had been desperate to do a follow-up piece on its owners. Bryce had been beside himself when he found out that Victoria didn’t just have one sub but two, telling them that this was exactly what his readers wanted to see. So that was why, on an overcast October afternoon, all three of them were semi-naked; Alison draped over a chaise longue with Victoria by her side, as Abby adjusted the lights, and set the timer on her Nikon, before running into the position for the shot. Alison lifted her leg, wrapping it over Abby’s limb as Victoria stood above them, brandishing a leather crop.

      “Okay, positions, please!” Abby declared, brandishing the remote shutter in her hand.

      Alison lay on the chaise longue on her side, lifting her leg to allow Abby to slot in underneath her as they had rehearsed earlier, and Victoria stood in a wide stance above them, brandishing a serious-looking crop.

      “Hold still and smoulder!” Abby tilted her head up a little towards the camera, and with a movement so quick Alison couldn’t see it, she snapped the shutter into life and it illuminated the room in a sudden flash. “Just another couple to make sure,” she said with authority. Several bursts of harsh light later and Alison’s vision faded to bright white.

      “Abby, is this the last shot? It’s so cold here that if we don’t heat Alison soon, I’m afraid she’ll become hypothermic. She has an icicle hanging from her nose.” Victoria wrapped her arms around her body again in what seemed to be a desperate attempt to hold on to the last of her warmth. Not that there would be much of that left now.

      “I’ve just got one more shot I’d like to do.” Abby jumped up from the chaise longue, almost knocking Alison flying.

      Alison rolled her eyes at Victoria and let out an enormous sigh. Abby was a perfectionist. There was no doubt from what they’d already seen the images would be stunning, but Alison and Victoria were becoming a little weary.

      “Alison, can you get into position against the cross, please?”

      Alison glanced over at Victoria, raising an eyebrow in question, but Victoria just gave a slight shrug. Evidently, she was as much in the dark as Alison. But she did as she was told, leaning her weight against the polished oak. With nimble fingers, Abby secured both her wrists and ankles in place and, much to Alison’s surprise, covered her eyes with a thick velvet blindfold. Suddenly, this shoot was becoming more interesting.

      Alison took in a deep breath, fully expecting to be left standing in that position for at least the next ten minutes while Abby organised Victoria and then got herself sorted. Alison rolled her eyes under the mask. She’d have no idea how this scene would look until she saw the finished image.

      “I want you to warm me up when I get into position and then use the crop. I’ve set the cameras up to run, so they will just take continual bursts. It means we can forget about them and let them work away.” Abby’s voice was so authoritative it almost made Alison giggle. But it wasn’t laughter that was on her mind when she felt the warmth of Abby’s body against her own. In fact, it was her gasp that filled the air when Abby’s fingertips worked their way down her body. What was she doing? Where was she going? Alison knew what she wanted the answer to be…and sure enough as Abby reached the ruby-coloured satin panties which Alison was wearing, the pressure against her centre increased, followed by a popping noise as she ripped open the two studs holding the crotch in place. A thrill of excitement shot through Alison’s body. The room had suddenly become much hotter.

      “Maybe I should gag you too?” Abby whispered playfully as she allowed two long fingers to slide between Alison’s lips. The musky scent that Abby was wearing filled her senses. God, that felt good.

      “Ahem.” Victoria cleared her throat. “You know your mistress is still standing here…watching you?”

      Alison felt the loss as Abby quickly pulled her hand away. Never mind, she thought, I’ll get my own back on her later.

      “Sorry, Mistress.” Abby’s voice sounded demure and even though Alison couldn’t see her, she knew the younger woman had her head bowed. “If you can stand just here and bend that way slightly when you touch me and then whip me?” Abby’s voice was almost a question with inflection. That authoritative edge had gone. It was incredible the way the power dynamic changed with just a few words and a position change.

      The sound of shuffling coming from in front of her let Alison know Abby was close, but she didn’t appreciate how close until she felt her breath tickle her swollen clit. Oh, my.

      Alison tried to imagine the unseen scene unfolding in front of her. Abby was on her knees. Victoria had a crop in her hands. Abby had mentioned it earlier, but equally she could hear the dull thump of the leather against what she thought was probably her mistress’s palm as she patiently waited for Abby to tell her when to start.

      “If you could just whip me, Mistress? Please?”

      Alison braced herself as she felt Abby’s mouth close in on her centre. First it tickled just a little, then as her tongue slid into the start of her wetness, a tingle spread across her centre and down over her thighs. Abby’s tongue was masterful and she let out an appreciative groan.

      As other noises filled the air, Alison was vaguely aware of them, but she had neither the inclination nor the ability to pull her attention away from the way Abby’s mouth was toying with her. A long groan escaped her chest as Abby’s flattened tongue slowly made its way over her centre; it was languid and sensual. Her legs shook. With the small amount of movement she could muster, Alison pushed her hips forward, desperately wanting more of Abby’s mouth.

      “Oh, that feels g-ood.” Alison’s voice hitched as slow strokes moved to firm flicks over her clit.

      The crack of a crop landing on soft flesh made both women jolt. The hot exhalation from Abby’s mouth made Alison moan again before she could stifle it.

      “Did I say you could talk?” Victoria’s voice had a deeper, sexy edge, and Alison immediately knew her mistress was fully engaged in this shot. Equally, there was something thrilling about hearing Abby being chastised. Over the last few months of therapy, Alison had been aware of the change within her. It was subtle at first, and she dismissed it. But over the last few weeks, as she’d felt stronger, she was suddenly aware of the thrill of power when she got close to Abby.

      The crack of the crop cut through the air without warning. Alison took a sharp breath. Even though she felt no pain, there was an exhilaration at hearing Abby’s gasp. The corners of her mouth turned up into a small smile as she imagined the red line which would appear against Abby’s porcelain skin. But she had little time to smile. Abby sucked her in, moving slowly at first and then faster.

      Alison let her head fall back, losing herself in the delicious sensation in her centre and the crack of the crop as it made contact with her lover at the hand of her mistress. The intensity of the tingle rose from the soles of her feet upwards. “I’m going to come.” It was more of a statement than a request, something else that had been changing over the last few weeks.

      The sound of the crop lit the air once again.

      “I want you to make Kitten come harder than she’s ever done before, my Pet. Can you do that for me?”

      Alison felt Abby’s tongue slide up and down over her clit as she confirmed she’d do as her mistress had instructed. The intensity and roughness of her movement stepped up in tempo until Alison screamed, shaking, losing control. Her orgasm ripped through her body, pulling her restraints tight against her wrists and ankles as her body spasmed, but still Abby didn’t stop.

      Again, the rush of euphoria swept through her body, leaving her gasping for breath.

      “Enough, please. I need you to stop,” she begged.

      “Well done, my Pet.”

      Alison sagged in her restraints, wetness trickling down the inside of her thigh.

      “It’s time for me to hold you both.” Victoria pulled the blindfold from Alison’s eyes.

      Squinting in the sudden brightness, she was grateful as her mistress undid the cuffs around her wrists and ankles. Victoria laid her down next to Abby, then joined them both. Alison watched as their mistress ran a soothing hand across the younger woman’s red buttocks.

      Uninvited, Alison joined her mistress, running her fingertips over Abby’s tender flesh, all the while trying to rein in her urge to slide her hand between the young woman’s legs. To do that, she’d have to wait for her mistress’s permission, something which was becoming increasingly frustrating.
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          ALISON

        

      

    

    
      Alison twisted around in her chair towards the open fire, holding up her palms towards the orange glow. Braw Coories was becoming a regular Sunday lunch haunt for the three of them, but today wasn’t a Sunday, it was a Wednesday and the usual weekend punters in their woolly jumpers and bobble hats were replaced by office types in smart suits. What else would you expect on a weekday in the heart of Edinburgh’s Old Town? They were only a ten minute stroll from the parliament building which, to Alison, explained the dour expressions of the work-weary patrons all wishing it was Friday instead of hump day.

      It was the Gothic decor that Alison loved as it gave the place a sense of the dramatic. Victoria enjoyed their visits here for the quality of their wine menu, but for Abby, the choice was much simpler; they did an awesome fish finger sandwich and dirty fries with the added bonus of Noble Isle hand wash and moisturiser in the loo. No wonder Victoria loved her so much. She was an unpretentious free spirit who knew what she liked and never apologised for being herself.

      Much of that growing confidence had emerged since she had been with Victoria. Gone was the shy, almost nervous young woman that she and Mhairi had met at the house in Aberdour all those months ago. God, had it really only been a matter of months? Surely it must be longer?

      Alison marvelled at the way human connections worked. There were some people you could have known for years, some more intimately than others, whether via work, sports, or, god help you, a relationship, yet the roots you’d established were nothing more than superficial. Like a silver maple planted in sandy soil. Everything looks great until along comes Nelly, a Category 1 storm with gusts of over a hundred miles per hour. Before you know it, the landscape has changed beyond all recognition. As though Hollywood swept in with a disaster movie. And yet, in stark contrast, there were relationships like this: the bond between her and Abby. They’d only known each other for months, and yet it felt so much longer. It was as though they could reach inside each other and touch the hidden parts of what made them who they were. Alison almost giggled as she realised that was both literal, and metaphorical. But what they shared wasn’t the same as the tie that held Victoria and Abby together, or the one that held her and Victoria together.

      Victoria was her constant. The refuge against the world when life tried to rip her apart. But just like a safe harbour, it isn’t where you want to berth your yacht all year round. Alison leant back in her chair, musing about her choice of analogies. She blamed her therapist, who encouraged her to use them to access her emotions. It’ll help you understand and explain them, she’d told Alison. In her sessions with Olivia, or Dr Olivia Hopkins, as she preferred to be called, analogies were now commonplace. Why talk about the importance of personal growth and moving on from relationships when you could talk about flamingos and the salt flats of Bolivia? Because just like them, Alison had to move on with her life. The natural world documentary seemed like such an innocuous choice for a wet autumn evening, but when she’d seen the chicks trapped in restraints of solidified salt, crying for their mothers, she’d been in floods of tears. Keep moving or else you’ll die. That was one hell of an analogy.

      Sitting next to the roaring fire listening to Victoria and Abby’s chatter, she was glad she’d moved on from Mhairi, albeit she had the slightest pang of sadness. That melancholy wasn’t because she missed Mhairi, good lord no, but watching how Abby and Victoria looked at each other brought home the fact she was missing…something.

      No doubt it would be the primary topic of conversation with Olivia this afternoon. The woman always made it sound as though it was her that was directing the sessions, even starting by asking Alison, “So, what do you want to talk about today?” But then, before Alison knew what had happened, they were wading through a thick treacle of emotions which Alison had buried under layers (and years) of avoidance. Olivia saw through her tricks—like inserting humour to dodge pain, or pulling Alison back as she swerved sharply to the left to avoid the emotional obstacle that stood in her path.

      Olivia took her hand, encouraging her to face what lay ahead. To dismantle it, piece by piece, in her own time until she could see a way through. A small shiver ran through Alison’s body as she imagined Olivia bowing her head just a little so she could peer over the rim of her glasses. The woman was so damned sexy! There was something so very prim about her, in looks at least, as she sat in her low cross-cut dress that sat just above the knee. The material was a dark silk overlaid with the most beautiful embroidered flowers and Alison had memorised every inch of its pattern and the legs that it barely covered as she crossed and uncrossed her legs.

      They call it transference.

      Transference: /ˈtransf(ə)r(ə)ns,ˈtrɑːnsf(ə)r(ə)ns,ˈtranzf(ə)r(ə)ns,ˈtrɑːnzf(ə)r(ə)ns/

      noun: transference neurosis

      A redirection of feelings from someone else to your therapist, often in the form of romantic emotions.

      Alison absently ran her fingers along the length of her knife, lost in thought, as she waited for her meal to arrive. Was what she was feeling transference? She didn’t think so, but probably every patient (or client, as the profession now liked to call them) thought the same. And then there was the counter-transference vibes she was getting from Olivia. Their conversations stimulated the therapist, Alison was sure of that. It was little things, like the way Olivia wriggled in her seat when Alison talked about her sexual preferences.

      “Ground control to Alison.” Victoria’s voice snapped Alison back to attention. There was a flush on her cheeks which hadn’t come from the heat of the fire. Giving a tight smile, she was aware of an odd niggle of guilt in her stomach. Here she was with two women who loved her, and her them, but she was having fantasies about her therapist. She didn’t deserve them.

      “Sorry, I was miles away.”

      “What time is your appointment?” Victoria lifted her napkin, and shook out the folds before placing it over her lap.

      “Three,” Alison offered but didn’t elaborate and Victoria simply nodded, understanding that the conversation wasn’t going any further, today at least.

      But Alison rarely talked about her therapy sessions, choosing instead to process internally. It had been hard for the first while, with two or three sessions in a single week, but now they’d gone to once a week. Alison knew she was one of the lucky ones. Not only had she got out (with the help of friends) but she’d had the financial resources and contacts to put herself straight into therapy, something which was proving to be equally as painful as it was rewarding. She was on the cusp of diverting the conversation when the waitress appeared, brandishing plates.

      “Fish finger sandwich?”

      Abby raised her hand and smiled at the young redhead, but Alison didn’t miss the way Victoria’s hand squeezed her other lover’s knee, raising an eyebrow as their gazes met.

      That was what Alison wanted.
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      “So, what do you want to talk about today?”

      Alison allowed herself a small smile and pushed back against the soft plum-coloured cushions on the sofa. Tucking her feet underneath where she sat, she thought for a moment. What did she want to start with? How stunning Olivia looked in the cream daisy print dress? Or would she compliment the way her strawberry blonde waves so delicately kissed the soft skin of her neck? Catching herself, she knew what she should talk about—this whole transference thing, but that wasn’t what she said. Rather, she opted for much safer ground.

      “I’m not sure how long term my current relationship is going to last.” There, she’d said it. The words that had been gnawing away inside had finally made it past her lips and were now living in the real world. Even scarier was the fact she hadn’t been the only one to hear them.

      “What makes you say that?” Olivia uncrossed her legs and leant forward, cocking her head in curiosity.

      It’s not because I have any romantic feelings towards you, Alison scolded herself silently, before then thinking how beautiful her therapist was looking today.

      “It’s not that I don’t love them, I do, and I’m really grateful to them for—well—everything.” Alison paused for a moment, tipping her head back to stare at the large bookcases that lined the opposite wall while she searched for the words. “I want what they’ve got.”

      It was true she wanted somebody to look at her the way Abby looked at Victoria, just as they had done over lunch. The same intimate glances the two of them shared while all three of them made love.

      “And what’s that?” Olivia asked, but Alison stared back at her with a blank expression. She hadn’t heard her question because she was lost in her own thoughts. “What do they have that you want?” Olivia asked again, but more pointedly this time.

      “I want their bond. I want my own Victoria.” Alison faltered just for a moment. Was it Victoria she wanted?

      “Tell me what went through your head right there.” Olivia narrowed her eyes and pointed the top of her silver pen at Alison.

      Shit. Alison hated when she did this. The tiniest bit of leakage and the woman went into full-blown therapy mode, crawling all over it like a wasp on an iced bun.

      “I was just thinking about how much I wanted what they have.” She shrugged to divert Olivia from trying to excavate the current hole she’d dug herself into.

      “But you had Victoria before? And now you’re saying you want her again? To yourself?”

      Alison shook her head, but the way Olivia looked at her suggested the therapist didn’t believe she was being offered a full and frank disclosure. One more quick diversion and Alison could clamber back up the crater on to firmer ground.

      “No. I mean, I want somebody to feel about me the way she feels about Abby, and Abby feels about her. But I don’t want to split them up. They’re made for each other. I just want to have that connection, too, but with someone else…my own person.”

      What Alison didn’t add on to the end of her statement was, someone like you.

      “So, you feel confident if you went into another relationship—a one-on-one with someone new—that you wouldn’t recreate the issues you experienced with Mhairi? Is that what you’re telling me?”

      Alison nodded.

      “And how do you know that wouldn’t happen again? How did it happen the first time?”

      Alison shrugged. She knew the answer. In part, it was because she desperately wanted to push boundaries. She wanted the high of the next new thing. Part through greed, part through maturity, and part through the exhilaration of being able to get more. When she first met Mhairi, she was like a kid in the sweet shop. Gone were the restraints that Victoria had placed on her. Suddenly she was with a woman who would give her anything and everything, and sometimes more than she wanted. With a decent domme, it would never have gotten that far, but with a partner as toxic as Mhairi, well, they fed each other’s base needs.

      “You’ve gone somewhere in your head,” Olivia said.

      “I was just thinking what a destructive match Mhairi and I

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        RubyScott.com
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Reviews are appreciated
      


      		
        Signed. Personal. Yours
      


      		
        A thought… or Two
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Victoria Fraser isn't finished with you yet…
      


      		
        Reviews are appreciated
      


      		
        More tension. More desire. Keep reading.
      


      		
        Also by Ruby Scott
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        RubyScott.com
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Ruby Scott


      		About the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/dv-publishing.jpg
D&V





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/ruby-scott-1610-X-2560-px1.jpg
R, Gt

www.rubyscott.com





OEBPS/images/mistress-of-desire-kindle.jpg
RUBY SCOTT

%i& vess
op
vabb&

An Awakening of Desire





OEBPS/images/bought-from-me-let-me-sign-your-ebook.jpg
Bought From Me?
Let Me Sign Your Ebook






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f449.png





