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      All secrets come with a price in this page-turning romantic suspense by USA Today Bestselling Author, Alexa Padgett.

      

      Someone will stop at nothing to silence her...

      

      Ethical hacker Tawny Reed chose the FBI over a possible criminal record....and gave up any semblance of a life to meet her handler's stringent demands. But getting stabbed in the line of duty wasn't part of the plan: she deals in code and algorithms, not the blood and violence that cost her father his life.

      

      Biology professor Colt Rippey rushes to save an injured woman on the side of the road. That white-knight act tumbles him into Tawny's world of power built on lies--and people's lives. When Tawny reveals she has nowhere to go, Colt suggests they hide in his cabin deep on the Olympic Peninsula. There, he hopes to save Tawny and even give his life some meaning.

      

      Danger stalks Tawny and Colt, making it difficult to know who they can trust. The sanctuary Tawny finds in Colt's arms and bed is temporary. Isolated in a remote cabin, hunted by figures who want to silence her, Tawny must outpace and outmaneuver the men who destroyed her life years before. The hunt is on...will Tawny's timebomb explode while Colt risks his life and future to keep Tawny safe?

      

      
        
        Like free books? Sign up for my newsletter to get freebies, excerpts and first dibs on other great writerly stuff.

        http://www.alexapadgett.com
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      Watching my younger brother stare into his new wife’s eyes as they shared their first dance sucked massive donkey dick.

      Don’t get me wrong, I loved my brother, and Clay and Abbi were perfect for each other. Perfect. And I was a jealous sack of shit who couldn’t shake the envy rippling across my skin and the soul-deep frustration that my baby brother found his bride before I managed to land mine.

      Everything had been cool until Kara, my ex-girlfriend, walked into the reception venue, stopping at an archway covered with small red flowers and berries that, as my little sister Cassidy pointed out, matched Abbi’s bridesmaids’ dresses and bouquets.

      The effect, especially against the wood-beamed ceilings and the gauzy white cloths that hung around the outer edge of the space, created an epic winter wonderland—a gorgeous backdrop to Clay and Abbi’s perfect night.

      The night that my now-ex, who I’d spent part of the last year trying to forget, was trying to ruin for them.

      I was pissed off and shocked. For the record, that’s hard to do when your father was an international rock star. Still, she showed serious audacity, showing up at my baby bro’s wedding reception like that. No way in fuck was she invited. And where was the security my parents spent so much money on each month? Stopping breaches at important events was the whole point of having a private army.

      Damn Kara for her audacity. At one point, I’d found that attractive. Not anymore. A while back, I’d thought Kara was the one. Apparently, she still managed to turn me inside out, even though I knew what a scummy person she was. This…this was why I’d sworn off women. Because I couldn’t trust myself to make good emotional decisions where she was concerned.

      As I watched Kara take in the beautiful room full of famous, powerful people with a greedy stare, the last of my hope to find someone who loved me for me—not for my dad’s fame and money—shattered.

      With these thoughts, I bee-lined over to Kara, my blood pressure escalating as a small smile bloomed across her lips. As if she expected me to fall in line with her plan to...I assumed…get back together.

      No way. I wanted her out of here. Pronto.

      The closer I walked, the more I noted the red of Kara’s flattering dress. It made her tits look amazing and had been designed to emphasize her sensuality and delectable curves. Kara’s dark hair fell in a long cascade down her back, the front swooping dramatically over her brow. She was dressed for seduction, not for celebration. Part of me was turned on. A larger part of me was pissed off that I was turned on. Kara was beautiful and smart, but she was also calculating, and clearly, those seduction tactics had worked before on me. So much so, she’d just door-crashed my brother’s wedding.

      Clearly, nothing with this woman was sacrosanct. And that shit didn’t fly with me.

      As I passed him, my father tossed me a look, eyebrows raised.

      “You okay to handle her, Colt?” he asked.

      “Yes.”

      “All right, then. Holler if you need any help.”

      As soon as I reached Kara, I gripped her upper arm and led her straight back out the way she’d come.

      “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I growled.

      I wasn’t a growler. I was the thinker—a scientist, the logical, rational one in my family of artists. But, right now, I was lit up brighter than the sparklers we would use to send my brother off to start his happily-ever-after. The one this woman could ruin if I didn’t get her out of there, stat.

      “I wanted to talk to you,” Kara said, fluttering her lashes. “To discuss our...future.”

      I paled, worried for a moment that she was pregnant. Wait. No, she’d definitely be showing a substantial bump if I’d gotten her pregnant.

      And, if anything, she looked better than she had while we were together. I also knew she never mentioned a child or had a pregnant belly in these last months before I’d stopped checking her social media photos. That was when I’d been trying to understand how she could dump me for a man twice my age.

      Awareness pumped through me as I remembered that greedy look she’d cast when she entered the room. I’d never been the prize she wanted. Power, prestige...that’s what Kara craved.

      I was simply a teaching assistant at Northwestern, working on my Ph.D. A nobody with a famous father. She’d latched onto me for my name—my pedigree—and when I failed to produce the desired results, she dropped me faster than a hot potato. How I’d been so hoodwinked, I couldn’t say. But more with each passing second, I realized I’d dodged a bullet.

      “So you thought it would be appropriate to crash my brother’s wedding?” My voice turned more menacing.

      The hurt I’d carried around all this time morphed into righteous anger. How dare she take something important to my family and trivialize it?

      Kara blinked, her lips parting slightly as if she were finally beginning to understand I was pissed.

      “Y-you wouldn’t answer my calls. Or return my texts.”

      I straightened so I stood at my full height. I let go of her arm and stepped back, still blocking the entrance. No way she would get another look at my family, more gossip to share with her friends.

      “There was a reason for that,” I snapped. “I don’t want to talk to you. Or look at you. Or ever see you again.”

      “Colt—”

      “There isn’t one thing you can say to me that will make me forgive your selfishness tonight,” I said.

      “I’m sorry for how I ended things. I-I want to get back with you. We were so good together.” She tilted her chin and met my gaze with hers. “Let me prove how much I want us.”

      And I felt…nothing.

      “I loved you,” I mused as I studied her.

      She shifted, no doubt thinking she’d won this round, expecting me to fall into her bed and beg her to spend my family’s money. Yeah, that was a huge part of my appeal. Kara wanted my parents’ wealth and prestige, which would never be mine. They expected me to work for what I had, and I did. That wasn’t to say they didn’t provide me with great perks, because they did, but I adhered to a budget and refused additional offers of financial assistance. I wanted to make my own way, wanted my parents to be proud of me. Once Kara realized that, she dumped my ass for some investment broker asshole. I hoped the sex was terrible.

      “I still love you, Colt.” She stepped closer; palm raised to lay on my chest. I shifted my weight and crossed my arms to block her attempt. No way would this woman touch me. She didn’t have permission to breathe my air, let alone put her hands on me.

      “Bullshit.” My voice cut deep and hard, and she flinched. “You never loved me, which was why you dumped me⁠—”

      “I wanted to keep things casual. You were so intense, wanting to tie up our future. I was…” She licked her lower lip, no doubt shooting for seduction, but only managed to look nervous.

      “I don’t care what you were. Or what you are now. We”—I pointed between us—“are over. We have been since the moment you fucked the banker. It just took me longer to find out.”

      “Don’t do this to us, Colt,” she whispered, eyes filling with tears. “Don’t throw our great love away.”

      From the corner of my eye, I caught bodies moving in our direction. Security. I grimaced. Their job had been to keep crashers like her, and all the press, out in the first place.

      “You did that. You. Grow up and live with your choices.”

      “He left me.”

      I shrugged and stepped back as three security officers in suits swarmed around us.

      “Sorry, Mr. Rippey. She told us she was your date. Had pictures of you together.”

      “She’s my ex. And always will be. Make sure she doesn’t get back in the venue or get anywhere near my family—any of them—again.”

      Their frowns deepened as they realized how much they’d fucked up. What had she offered them? A kiss? A blow job? Just a view of that tight, sexy body? I slid my hands into my pockets. Well, clearly, the males of our species weren’t as clever as we wanted to believe if so many of us were blinded by female curves.

      “Colt—” Kara pleaded.

      “Don’t ever—and I mean ever—contact me again.” I turned on my heel to re-enter the venue.

      But the doorway was blocked by my mother. She frowned, a slight crease between her brows. Her makeup was flawless and natural-looking, her wild hair, that I’d inherited, tied back in a complicated style that suited her elegant neck and pointed chin. Her dress was long and silky, flowing over her frame without being clingy or suggestive. My mother owned grace and dignity, creating an even starker contrast to Kara’s blatant sexuality. Even the guards noticed, shifting again, no doubt realizing they’d thought with their dicks.

      My heart rate escalated as I noted the fire in my mother’s eyes.

      “Lee?” Mom said. One of the security personnel peeled off, heading back toward my mother. “If she isn’t gone in under a minute, I’m firing you.”

      My mother was sweet—one of the nicest people ever. But she wasn’t happy, and she was making sure the staff understood the depth of her displeasure.

      “And, Kara,” my mother added, raising her voice. “If you don’t abide by Colt’s wishes, and if you decide to make trouble at my child’s wedding or in any of their lives in the future, the entire city will find out what a diabolical bitch you are.”

      Kara gasped, her gaze shooting to mine. I stood, stone-faced, as the two remaining guards ushered her away. Lee brought up the rear as Kara looked back. My mother tugged me inside.

      “I never liked her, Colt. I just want to point that out.”

      I smirked. “Diabolical bitch?”

      Mom smoothed the front of her dress, her hands trembling. “She dumped you, then when the going got tough in her new relationship, thought she could slither back into your bed and good graces. Seemed like the term fit.”

      Ah, hell. My mom wasn’t really talking about me. She was transferring her anger and resentment and other ugly emotions about my father’s affairs onto Kara. No, it wasn’t fair, but my mother couldn’t do anything about those other women. Yeah, he’d had more than one sexcapade in his years of touring—that had come out when Clay broke up with Abbi, fearing he’d end up like our dad. I didn’t know all the details, but I was glad Clay and Abbi patched up their relationship and that my father took ownership of his shitty decisions.

      And it seemed that my mother had just taken out her need for revenge on Kara. While I wasn’t sure her choice was healthy, at least I could understand her reasoning.

      I pressed a kiss to my mom’s cheek, hoping to relieve some of the tension sizzling off of her. “You were a badass.”

      She smiled but it didn’t reach her eyes, and her face appeared pale. My father started toward us, but I shook my head, making sure he saw the warning in my expression. He nodded, his facial features pulling taut as he must have realized what set my mom off. Dad’s infidelity was a painful undercurrent to my folks’ relationship—one that seemed to be getting worse, not better.

      Dad knew he’d fucked up, literally. My mother was brave enough to tell him so and then to forgive him, or at least try to. How she found that strength, I wasn’t sure. And now that I witnessed her anger and continued pain, I wondered if she would ever be able to truly let Dad’s affairs go. The possibility of my parents failing to reconcile and return to a loving marriage left me with a hollow, haunted feeling in the pit of my belly.

      None of those thoughts should be going through my head on my brother’s wedding day. I should be focused on Clay’s love for Abbi, not the implosion of my love life and the continued fallout from my dad’s bad decisions.

      Even if those realities gave me yet another good reason to steer clear of romantic entanglements.

      I pulled my mother to the edge of the dance floor and into my arms. “I need to dance with you, BAM.”

      “What’s that?”

      “BAM—Bad Ass Mom.”

      She smirked, some of her color returning. I glanced down at the violet dress she wore so well. My mother was a lovely woman. Her hair gleamed under the lights. I knew she dyed it, but she didn’t have many grays to begin with. Her features were delicate without being fragile and her eyes held humor and secrets that would probably break me.

      She let me take her fine-boned hand and lead her in a waltz.

      Mom was hurting. Dad was, too. Maybe you got a shot at real love and maybe it fucked you over. I glanced at Abbi and Clay, hoping they had the lasting kind, the kind I wanted so badly I could taste the tang of envy on my tongue.

      But I’d give up my own eternal happiness for my brother and my parents. In a heartbeat. Maybe less. So, it was time to stop being a jealous ass and start paying attention, start being a better brother and son.

      By the end of the dance, both Mom and I were in better moods. My father appeared at Mom’s side, his eyes questioning. I handed Mom off to him and he held her close to his chest like the treasure she was.

      Good. At least they were enjoying the wedding. I looked around for my younger sister Cassidy, who was in an animated conversation with Abbi’s thirteen-year-old stepbrother, Mason. They were the same height, but that wouldn’t last long. Cassidy’s dark hair hit her shoulders, such a difference from the fly-away blond locks of her youth and before her cancer treatments.

      Clay and Abbi sat at the head table, grinning at something Abbi’s mom, Dahlia, a beautiful woman with serene gray eyes and long reddish hair, and her stepfather, Asher Smith, said to them. Both Asher and Dahlia beamed as they looked at their daughter and son-in-law.

      Clay and his bride sparkled brighter than a Times Square billboard. My parents joined them; their smiles effervescent.

      As I watched, Clay raised their clasped hands and pressed a kiss to Abbi’s knuckle, right above her wedding ring. She met his eyes, her smile warming. Her hair was tucked back in some intricate twist thing with curls touching her temples and the back of her neck. Abbi looked like the picture-perfect bride, but it was more to do with how she looked at Clay than what she was wearing.

      I inhaled deeply, then exhaled. Getting rid of Kara once and for all felt good. Damn good. As did setting a course for my life. Like I was finally letting go of my past and ready to take steps toward my future.

      I snagged a glass of champagne and lifted the flute, draining the liquid in two gulps. Not my first glass and it wouldn’t be my last—I wanted to release the residual tension from my flare up with Kara. I’d already given my speech and planned to let loose. I wouldn’t ponder how Clay managed to try to throw away love, and yet got it so right, while I utterly failed at relationships. I glanced at the open bar Asher Smith so generously provided. I lowered my glass and ambled over, winking at the pretty bartender who smiled back, flashing a dimple even as she plucked a clean glass and a bottle of champagne from the row lined up in front of her.

      Up close, she was prettier. Desire pooled low in my belly.

      Nope. Not acting on that, no matter how pretty she was. Had I learned nothing from my altercation with my ex? From my parents’ continued struggles?

      “Got any scotch back there?” I asked.

      Her brows pinched but she nodded.

      “Great,” I said. “Fill ’er up.”

      “Um…”

      I winked. “I’m the brother of the groom.”

      Her mouth twisted, her eyes cooling. “And you’re in love with his bride?”

      My jaw dropped, slack with shock. “What? Fuck, no.”

      She shrugged. “Wouldn’t be the first time I had a jilted brother having a drink and sobbing out his woes at my station.”

      I was deeply offended she thought I’d ever do something so callous and unbearably stupid.

      But I did yearn…no that wasn’t a strong enough word. I burned for a woman to love with the same all-consuming passion and focus that Clay and Abbi shared.

      “My ex showed up tonight,” I said, my voice flat.

      “That’s uncool—unless you wanted her back.” The bartender leaned forward on her station.

      “Nope. I don’t take back cheaters or liars.”

      A dimple flashed in her cheek. “Smart man.”

      “Allows me to avoid some emotional baggage. I hope.”

      “Will it?” she asked.

      I stared down at the glass as the amber liquid began to glug into it. I didn’t want the liquor. I didn’t want anything to dull the way I was feeling now. Remembering how terrible I felt as my old love tried to reinstate herself in my life—that was my best line of defense.

      One I needed to remember.

      “Fuck if I know.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            COLT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Saturday

      

      

      

      I glanced back at the bartender, then at the wedding guests. The music throbbed through me. Two women tried to catch my eye. I downed a good portion of the scotch and set it on the counter, gesturing for another. Amber liquid splashed into the glass. The bartender leaned forward and slid a small piece of paper into my pocket.

      “In case you’re awake...and need a ride later.”

      I turned my attention back to the bartender. Her uniform of dark pants and blouse was prim. Her hair, though, was a wild cascade of large curls, and she’d done that cat-eye thing with her eyeliner, making her eyes stand out. They were pretty. A rich, dark brown I could drown in.

      I liked them. I liked her.

      And if I took her up on her offer for a ride, how would I look into my mother’s eyes, knowing how she felt about one-night stands? How they’d shattered her trust and her confidence?

      Did I want a meaningless fuck with a woman I had no intention of seeing again? How did that make me better than Kara?

      She’d looked hot tonight, just as she’d intended. What pissed me off wasn’t how good she looked—I’d been attracted to her from the start for that very reason. No, Kara weaponized her looks and body to get what she wanted, but I’d been too horny to notice before. Kara was still Kara, but something in me had changed.

      I clasped the crystal tumbler, trying to drown out the rising noise of the crowd.

      I needed to get out of this situation. I needed to understand why I hadn’t seen Kara clearly while we were dating. Sure, I was angry with her, but a lot of that was self-directed. I’d brought her into my life—into my family’s lives—because I must have been a shallow prick who thought more with his dick than with his brain. Clearly, I needed a break from everything.

      Maybe I should visit the cabin at Lake Quinault. There, I could think more clearly about the request for an interview I’d received last week for a tenured position in the science department at the University of Wyoming.

      “You know what? I’ve changed my mind,” I said to the bartender.

      I pulled out her number and dropped it into the glass. She didn’t bat an eyelash, which surprised me.

      Instead she smiled a little as she took the glass and emptied it behind her. “Wasn’t my number,” she said.

      I raised an eyebrow.

      “I wondered what kind of guy you were. Had me worried for a minute I’d misjudged you.”

      “What was it, then?” I mumbled. My vision was a bit fogged. How much had I had to drink? Too much.

      “That was the number for a cab company.”

      “Why do some women use their bodies and looks to get what they want?” I asked.

      The bartender shrugged. “No shame in using what you got. This is a tough world.”

      “You’re smart,” I said.

      “You’re drunk,” she shot back.

      “A little.”

      She poured me a glass of water and shoved it into my hands. “Drink it. I’ll get you another. Call someone to get you home.”

      “I have a room here. If I decide against that, I’ll get a ride.” I raised my hand at her wary look. “Promise.”

      “Good.” She smiled. “I saw you with your mom. I listened to what you said in your speech to your brother and his wife. I think you might be one of the good ones.”

      I drained the glass, set it on the bar, and she refilled it. “I want what they have,” I murmured.

      We both turned to look at Abbi and Clay, who were once again on the dance floor, faces shining with love.

      “Then, go out and find it,” she said. “And remember your promise about getting a ride.”

      I pulled out my wallet and dropped a fifty in her tip jar. “Well, what-ever-your-name-is, you’ve given me a lot to think about. So, thanks.”

      She smiled and then turned to help another customer who’d ambled up to her station.

      I looked around the room again.

      Abbi, my mom, and my sister were lovely both inside and out. That’s what Kara was missing—the internal beauty that went beyond selfishness. The brilliant bartender was right. Kara used her assets to get ahead in the world. But her skin would wrinkle and sag with age, and her body wouldn’t be as tight or hot as it was today. Then, she’d have to rely on a personality that left a lot to be desired. When that happened, good luck to her.

      I wanted what Clay had with Abbi—what my father was trying to rebuild with my mom.

      I wanted that kind of love.

      So I did the only thing left to me: I walked away. Away from the liquor, away from the easy, meaningless sex, away from the party…from all of it.

      I’d take a break and get my head on straight. Then, I could go out and look for a woman, once I knew exactly what I wanted in her.

      I headed upstairs to the room my dad insisted I take, glad to crash onto the bed, which I did without bothering to remove my shoes.

      I awoke five hours later, thanks to my pounding head. My mouth tasted of cotton dipped in formaldehyde. I made a cup of coffee and showered. As I brushed my teeth, I grimaced at the face that stared back at me in the mirror.

      I looked like shit. Part of the reason was because I’d drunk too much but also because I let Kara get to me so deeply. Much as I hated to admit it, I’d planned out my future with her—down to how many kids we’d have—while she planned to drop me for the next best thing.

      Making assumptions was frowned upon in my line of work, and clearly should be in my personal life, too.

      No one else would be awake this early, so I decided to forgo breakfast with my family and head back to my small, well-appointed apartment near Northwestern’s campus.

      I bummed around Sunday morning, my head aching too much to do more than flop on the couch and check my social media accounts. I’d defended my dissertation last week. For the first time in what seemed like a decade, I was finished with my responsibilities at Northwestern.

      One of my buddies DM’ed me asking if I was okay.

      “Why?” I wrote back.

      “Just saw Kara’s new status. Wanted to make sure you were handling her engagement.”
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      The man who I’d let into my home wanted to kill me.

      The moment he pulled the knife from behind his back, I couldn’t take my gaze off the glinting sharp edge—not even as I inched along the wall.

      I needed to buy some space.

      I needed to buy some time.

      I needed the possibility of a choice.

      Nothing presented itself.

      I glanced at the door, and Howie smirked. No way I’d make it, and we both knew it. Not only was he closer, but he also had longer legs, longer arms.

      “I could have given you everything, Tawn,” he drawled. “I would have given you the world. Hell, if you wanted, I would have married you.”

      “You came to me with a job.” I shuddered. “We weren’t dating.”

      Howie shrugged. “I dumped my girlfriend for you. I came here to tell you that.” His voice turned wheedling. “I wanted to give us a shot. With your skills and my connections, we could own the world. Literally own it. Kara couldn’t give me that.” His voice dropped, becoming silkier. “But you could. You still can. Just fix that little problem and we’ll pretend it never happened.”

      My mouth dried out, and I shuddered as he stepped closer to where I was pressed against the wall of my cabin. The man was clearly deranged.

      When Howie approached me about a potential job, Agent Russo seemed pleased, telling me I could help lure him in, get more information. He’d told me he’d gotten my name from a colleague, which wasn’t unusual. I kept a small stable of clients outside the FBI work to keep up appearances and give me better cover, but I hadn’t liked how he seemed to know more about me than I knew about him. That’s probably why I’d started looking into his email history as opposed to the firewall.

      Well, that and Agent Russo wanted to know everything about Howie. Again, not unusual, but something about this case caused me to feel…cold. I’d been thrilled to send my initial findings to Agent Russo, hoping that would mean my interaction with Howie would be over.

      Until he’d shown up a few moments before. And, stupidly, I’d let him into my cabin. I’d been so stupid.

      I couldn’t take back the messages I’d just attempted to send to Russo even if I wanted to. Hopefully they are already on a secure FBI server, but I didn’t get a chance to see if the download was complete. I wanted Howie to pay for his crimes. And for scaring me, and for now wanting me dead.

      Like I could ever trust him Not that I ever had, but he’d proven when he’d drawn the blade that there was no way he’d keep his promise to me—the promise that I’d be safe, and we’d be together. No way in hell.

      My hand fumbled against the window ledge and my knees weakened. My head swam for a long moment as I nearly sobbed with relief as my finger closed around the latch. It wasn’t a door, but if I could give myself a few precious seconds, maybe I could climb out the window. Better make it dive out.

      I kept my mouth shut, which was a massive undertaking for me. Not that I was normally talkative—hello, computer geek, here—but I was also curious. Clearly, that saying about curiosity and the cat was true in my current predicament.

      I wanted to ask him why he’d cheated the company out of millions of dollars. He’d been cheating for at least six months from what I’d gathered during my weekend of investigating. Probably longer.

      Howie was known to be one of Seattle’s biggest financial players. No one knew how he’d gotten his money. Except me. I knew how he’d gotten some of it, and now—soon—someone at the FBI did or would…when they read the messages I’d sent to their server.

      But that wouldn’t help me now. Not with the knife in my face and my cabin located hours from the city and any help that could arrive.

      I never should have let Agent Russo talk me into working this case in the first place. Perfectly safe, she’d said.

      Well, my ass was about to

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Midnight Dance
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Midnight Dance
      


      		
        1. Colt
      


      		
        2. Colt
      


      		
        3. Tawny
      


      		
        4. Colt
      


      		
        5. Colt
      


      		
        6. Tawny
      


      		
        7. Tawny
      


      		
        8. Colt
      


      		
        9. Colt
      


      		
        10. Colt
      


      		
        11. Tawny
      


      		
        12. Colt
      


      		
        13. Tawny
      


      		
        14. Colt
      


      		
        15. Tawny
      


      		
        16. Colt
      


      		
        17. Tawny
      


      		
        18. Colt
      


      		
        19. Tawny
      


      		
        20. Colt
      


      		
        21. Colt
      


      		
        22. Tawny
      


      		
        23. Colt
      


      		
        24. Tawny
      


      		
        25. Colt
      


      		
        26. Tawny
      


      		
        27. Colt
      


      		
        28. Colt
      


      		
        29. Tawny
      


      		
        30. Colt
      


      		
        31. Tawny
      


      		
        32. Colt
      


      		
        33. Colt
      


      		
        34. Tawny
      


      		
        35. Colt
      


      		
        36. Colt
      


      		
        37. Colt
      


      		
        38. Tawny
      


      		
        39. Colt
      


      		
        40. Colt
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Alexa Padgett
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Midnight Dance


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Alexa Padgett


    


  


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/ss10_midnightdance_alexapadgett.jpg
]

G Ak y "
S N 3K
SR mE L
e -J). ¥

nig;i‘t
DANCE

ALEXA PADGETT






