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      Please be aware that this story includes references to grief and loss of a spouse, as well as historical childhood neglect, which some readers may find emotional.
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      Lucas Barrett: I’ve a head for business and a body for… well, having a good time. By day, I rule the boardroom. By night, I rule the bedroom. The women I date have no expectations of me and I have none of them. Any hint of one of them wanting more and that’s the last they’ll see of me.

      Carla Russell: After over a decade in New York, I’ve returned to London. It’s not what I wanted but sometimes life doesn’t work out the way we planned. I fell in love, got married and we talked about starting a family, but tragedy struck and my world fell apart. All I’m certain about now is that I gave my heart once and I know I’ll never love again.

      Lucas: When I bump into a school friend’s younger sister at a bar, I consider hitting on her but there’s something in her eyes that warns me not to even try. Instead, I find myself offering her a place to stay until she can get back on her feet.

      Carla: Staying at the luxury city apartment of my older brother’s friend was not part of the plan but when I meet him at a bar, I find I’m curious. He was an obnoxious teenager and I used to hate his guts but now he’s all grown up and undeniably hot. Plus, it’s the coldest winter in years, I have nowhere else to go because the hotels are all full and there’s a snowstorm on the way.

      Will Carla find a way to start over with the billionaire or will she leave him behind as the snow begins to melt?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE — Carla Russell – 10 months earlier

          

        

      

    

    
      There are moments in life that we barely notice as we float languidly through them like dust motes on sun warmed air. These moments are the ones we think don’t matter at the time, the ones we don’t need to take heed of as we look forward to times that will hold significance for us. But these are the moments we should treasure most, the ones where we wake with a beloved partner sleeping next to us in the bed we share, shopping at the grocery store for a low-sugar granola we both like, lifting two toothbrushes as we clean around the sink. I’ve been guilty of taking these moments for granted, of daydreaming about the big house we’ll have when we can afford it with a white picket fence in a quiet neighbourhood; of being able to buy organic ingredients to make my own granola when I have the time and money; and about how nice it would be if my partner thought to clean the sink once in a while without being asked to do so. If only I’d known what lay ahead, then I’d have treasured those times, held them close and never let them go.

      Of course, that’s not possible. Nothing lasts forever, and we can’t make time stand still, no matter how much we might want to freeze it. One minute we have a life to treasure and the next we have a life we didn’t want and didn’t choose. We cannot see past the pain that’s filling us up and eating us from the inside like a rat trapped inside a watermelon trying to gnaw its way out. Because that’s how it feels, like the pain gnaws, gnaws, gnaws. Nothing takes it away — not exercise, alcohol, prescription drugs or sleep, because even if they temporarily ease the pain, it returns with a vengeance that leaves us breathless.

      Two weeks have passed since my normal, simple life was turned upside down, and everything I knew was ripped away from me. The reality, the security, and the predictability of my life vanished in a split second one morning when I woke from a deep sleep, and I know the world will never look the same again. The life I had will never be mine again. Everything I had is no longer mine.

      I am lost and I don’t think I will ever be found…
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            Carla Russell

          

        

      

    

    
      As the plane descends over a dull, grey London, I tug my thick cardigan tighter over my chest and huddle into my seat. The belt presses uncomfortably against my lap and my feet in their scuffed boots are firmly planted on the floor in front of me. Take-off and landing are the worst things about flying. I can cope when I’m in the air and feel a sense of equilibrium, but the plane rising into the air and descending towards the ground both fill me with unease. I’ve read the statistics and apparently the chances of dying in a plane crash are something like one in 11 million, and the odds of drowning in the bath or being killed by lightning are far more likely. There were other facts I read too when I looked into this, but for me, being in a plane brings a tremendous sense of vulnerability and flying is not something I enjoy. This is, of course, one of the reasons why I’ve rarely flown over the past decade, as well as the fact that I was happy where I was and with my life, so I felt no need to hop on a plane and head back to good old Blighty. But now … things have changed and the life I loved in New York is no longer filled with joy. Where once I felt fulfilled, excited, and that I belonged, I now feel rudderless, lost and confused, empty and alien. With Christmas approaching, the first without the life I held so dear, I couldn’t bear to stay another month, so I gave notice on the furnished one-bedroom apartment, sold what I couldn’t pack in a suitcase, and booked my flight home.

      Home…

      Am I heading home? I grew up in Topsham in Exeter, a scenic and historic estuary port with a rich maritime history. I had a happy childhood living with my calm, loving, and sensible parents and my protective older brother. Apart from losing my grandparents when I was in my teens, there were no great traumas, and life was good. Perhaps that was why I had the confidence to travel alone to America to work with an international children’s charity. My parents had raised me to believe I could be anything I aspired to be and I decided I wanted to dedicate my life to helping others. I could follow in the footsteps of those who’d gone before me, live alone in a different country and create a new life for myself there, then, when the time was right, I’d move on again. But it turned out that the salary the charity paid me wasn’t great, and life in New York wasn’t cheap, so I had to take on extra work cleaning hotel rooms. Despite all this, I was happy because I had him, and he always made me feel that anything was possible.

      My stomach flips over as the plane descends, clouds caressing the windows like wet cotton wool, the ground creeping closer by the second. My knuckles are white from gripping the seat handles so tightly, and I have to remind myself to breathe and lower my shoulders. No sense of calm ever came from keeping your shoulders up around your ears and holding your breath, for fuck’s sake. 

      The word home pops into my mind again. Home is where the heart is, right?

      And where is my heart?

      In ashes.

      Floating around Central Park, spread out on the breeze and carried far away, just like he wanted. He didn’t get to see all the places he wanted to see, to do all the things he longed to do, but by being cremated and having his ashes scattered, I hoped he’d be able to do so after his death.

      My best friend.

      My lover.

      My husband.

      My heart.

      I have left my heart in Manhattan, and I don’t think I’ll ever get it back.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Lucas Barrett

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve a head for business and a body for what my dear old Catholic grandmother would have called sin. If she was alive now, I would be tempted to tell her that if sex is sin, then sin feels good and, based on my romantic history, I have been one big, bad sinner.

      After a day of meetings, I’m tired and tense. With Christmas approaching, Cavendish Construction is busy with planning and preparation for the new year and beyond. January can be a slow month as people recover from Christmas indulgence and it’s like they have to rev themselves up again to get going. If it was up to me, I’d scrap the holidays and keep the momentum going all year round. You can take a break when you’ve earned it and not just because the calendar says so. We’d save so much money if I could just introduce this concept for once, but whenever I’ve raised it, Edward and Jack haven’t wanted to know. The best thing about Christmas, as far as I’m concerned, is groups of drunk women out looking for a festive fling, and when I’m really lucky, I might get two for the price of one underneath the mistletoe.

      I’m keen to hit the gym and work out some of this frustration. I might even get a massage from Letitia at the luxury spa that’s part of the health club. She’s a pretty little thing, and she offers discreet extras to her favourite clients. The first time she asked if I’d like the special, I was expecting her to dig her elbows into the knots in my lower back, but then she rolled me over and slipped her hand under the towel. Suffice it to say, I was a lot more relaxed after she’d finished. And it’s not even that kind of spa where you’d expect to be offered a happy ending, but sometimes, the employees at these places like to go the extra mile. Who am I to deny them job satisfaction? Of course, I’m not a monster; I repaid the favour by lifting her onto the massage table, peeling off her trousers and panties, then eating her sweet little pussy until she hit the peak of her own stress relief. Since then, every time I book a massage, she’s waiting for me with a seductive smile and no underwear at all beneath those fitted white scrubs.

      ‘You heading to the gym?’ Edward Cavendish asks as we board the lift together. There’s a gym in the office building, but I like to head to the health club in Mayfair. It has a two-year waiting list and the clientele are wealthy, ranging from celebrities to royalty to billionaires, and we all want privacy from prying eyes.

      ‘I am.’ Stretching my neck from side to side, I say, ‘I need a massage.’

      Edward glances sideways at me and his eyebrows lift a fraction. ‘It’s like that, is it?’

      I laugh. He knows me too well.

      ‘It’s all right for you married men,’ I say, referring to him and our friend and colleague, Jack Kendrick, who got married earlier this year in Vegas. ‘You get sex on tap, but single men like me have to go looking for it.’

      Edward shakes his head and I hear a grumble deep in his chest. Seems like I’ve woken the beast.

      ‘Marriage is not about sex on tap, Lucas,’ he says quietly, but there’s a chill in his tone. ‘Marriage is about love, loyalty, and commitment to one person. It’s about respecting that person and I’d like you to remember that.’

      I clear my throat, aware that I don’t want to overstep the line. Edward is one of my best friends and he’s been through a lot over the years. The last thing I want to do is to offend him. I love the man like a brother.

      ‘No offence meant, Ed. You know I’m fooling around.’

      The lift stops at the ground floor and the doors slide open. Edward places a hand over the one to keep it open, then he turns to me and grins.

      ‘I know that, Lucas. But Ava’s my wife and I don’t see her as an object. Although my body burns with passion for her, my heart is filled with love and respect, and I will never reduce her to a mere sexual object.’

      ‘All right, Mr Darcy, keep your top hat on.’

      We stare at each other for a few seconds, the air between us taught with friction, and then Edward’s mouth twitches and he laughs. I join him and we’re still laughing as we exit the lift and cross the lobby floor.

      ‘I really didn’t mean to speak out of line,’ I say when we stop before the glass doors that open out onto the street.

      Edward looks out at the cold, grey day beyond the glass, then he turns back to me and nods. ‘I can’t wait until you fall in love, Lucas, because perhaps then you’ll understand what I’m talking about.’

      ‘I’m never falling for anyone.’ Shaking my head, I smile. ‘Love and me, we’re not suited.’

      ‘We’ll see.’ He cocks his right eyebrow in challenge. ‘We will see.’

      He pats me on the shoulder and we leave the building together, the icy December wind swirling around us as if to remind us it’s winter in London and Christmas is on the way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Carla

          

        

      

    

    
      It took me ages to get through passport control and then to collect my suitcase from baggage reclaim. By the time I got outside the airport, the coaches running directly to Central London were full. I tried the Uber app but had no joy there and ended up waiting in the queue for a taxi. Apparently, the weather report isn’t good and everyone’s rushing to get home or booking into hotels. I thought I’d booked a cheap room in London but when I checked, the booking had failed, and then I remembered that I’d cancelled the credit card I’d tried to use. I’m sure it will be fine though, so now that I’m inside the warmth of a taxi, I’ll try again. There must be something available.

      My plan is to stay at a hotel for the night, then make my way back to Exeter tomorrow. Or that was my intention, as bad weather can severely disrupt British transport. Knowing my luck, the trains will be cancelled and I’ll be stuck in London for a few days. Having said that, it’s been years since I spent any time in London so it might be a nice way of acclimatising to being back in the UK. After all, I’m planning on moving back in with Mum and Dad for a while, so before I head back to Exeter, perhaps I should enjoy what London has to offer.

      ‘Dammit!’ I slam my phone down on the seat next to me.

      ‘What’s wrong, love?’ The chirpy taxi driver glances at me in the rear-view mirror.

      ‘I can’t find a hotel room.’

      He chuckles, then replies in his rich Cockney accent, ‘It’s December in London, love. Everyone’s here for the Christmas lights and shopping, as well as the shows. You should have booked in advance.’

      Swallowing my sharp retort of I thought I had booked a room, cheers, cabby, I gaze out of the window. Was that a flake of snow? Scowling at the sky, my stomach lurches. At the moment white flakes are drifting down, but I know from experience that things can change rapidly around here.

      When we reach Central London, the traffic slows right down to a crawl and I choke back a sigh. I’ve been here so many times in the past, but it all seems so strange now. Familiar landmarks appear less impressive compared to those I’ve become accustomed to in Manhattan. Everything feels surreal and the uncomfortable tightening starts in my chest, a sensation like I’m being squeezed by a boa constrictor and I’m not going to be able to cling to consciousness.

      Breathe slowly, Carla.

      The voice whispers into my ear, and I look around.

      ‘Kofi?’ His name escapes my lips.

      ‘What’s that, love?’ the driver asks.

      ‘Nothing.’ Lowering my gaze to my lap, I press my hands together, gripping tight.

      Kofi was always so good with me when my anxiety rose. I didn’t suffer from it growing up, but the big move to New York, the cost of living, as well as the pandemic and how it affected daily life, all contributed to my condition. Kofi knew how to help me, though. He’d simply hug me tight, stroke my hair and tell me it would all be fine. Even when our bills weren’t paid or we had to have pasta again for dinner, he never once made me feel bad about things. I worked the two jobs, of course, but for minimum wage, and with his meagre teacher’s salary, we didn’t have cash to spare. But we had each other and our love, and that was what mattered.

      A tear escapes my right eye and trickles down my cheek and I brush at it absently. Over the past ten months I’ve cried so many tears, sobbed until my throat was raw and my voice hoarse. And what did it achieve? Where did it get me? Nowhere. It gave me a headache and exhausted me, left me needing to lie down in a dark bedroom and sleep. Escaping into sleep always seems like the only choice I have. The worst thing about sleeping though, is that on waking up, I have to grieve all over again.

      ‘Where are you wanting to be dropped then, love?’ the taxi driver asks.

      ‘I don’t mind,’ I say. ‘Actually, drop me somewhere I can get a drink.’

      ‘A proper drink, love?’ He meets my eyes again in the mirror.

      ‘Yes. A proper drink.’

      I know that alcohol will only offer a temporary numbness, but right now, I’m at a loss as to what I’m going to do. Tiredness has blurred my edges and I can barely think straight. A drink might help to warm me up and sharpen my mind, or at least allow me a chance to think about what the hell I’m going to do. I’m guessing I’ll need to take a train somewhere to find a hotel out of the city and stay there instead. It’s not what I wanted, but I’m beyond hoping that things will work out as I want. It seems that the universe just doesn’t have good things in store for me, either that or someone has made a voodoo doll of me and is casting spells over it. Why they’d do that, I have no idea, but I watch a lot of true crime TV and know that it doesn’t take much to piss people off these days. I actually found a Ouija board once underneath a duvet in a hotel room I was cleaning, and next to it was a strap-on dildo and a used condom. There was no way I was going to change that bed and get accused of moving the guest’s belongings, so I shook out the quilt over them then sprayed some air freshener around the room. Perhaps it was the owner of the Ouija board who cursed me because they realised I’d seen beneath that duvet.

      Sliding a hand down my face, I sigh inwardly. I’m so tired now that I’m thinking nonsense thoughts and I really need to sleep. Jet lag will no doubt kick in soon too and I’ll have to crawl into a shop doorway and sleep there.

      Life could have been so different if Kofi was still here and I can’t help wishing with every fibre of my being that he was. But I know that all the wishing in the world won’t change what happened. All I can do now is take a deep breath and keep moving forwards.

      Whether I want to or not.

      What I do know is that Kofi would want me to keep going. We loved each other so very much and he always wanted the best for me. The problem is, I no longer know what that means and can’t ask him to find out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Lucas

          

        

      

    

    
      Turns out I didn’t want a hand job from the masseuse after all. She looked cute this evening but when it came down to it, I just wasn’t in the mood. I told her I was tired and needed my neck and shoulders massaged and she seemed miffed but then perhaps she was feeling horny and hoping for some attention herself.

      After my massage I showered, then headed home to my apartment to change and now I’m walking through Covent Garden admiring the lights and decorations. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a big Christmas fan at all, but I’m also not immune to a pretty setting and Covent Garden is outstanding.

      It’s busy with tourists and shoppers as well as workers heading home or off to their evening shifts. There’s snow in the air and falling snowflakes catch the light as they drift down and sparkle like diamonds. It makes me pause in front of the 60ft tall Christmas tree and admire the 30,000 lights and giant baubles that adorn its branches. I’m not sure if it’s my age or the time of year, but now and then, at moments like this, I think it might be nice to turn to a special someone and say, ‘Isn’t it beautiful?’

      Laughing, I shake that silly thought away. A special someone would put demands on me and my time, then drain me emotionally and probably financially. A special someone would need love and tenderness, respect, and loyalty, and not someone as dark and broken inside as me. I’m better off being single. I can eat, sleep and fuck where I like, and never have to worry about how I’m affecting someone else’s happiness.

      Deciding that a vodka martini is in order, I make my way to a cocktail bar that opened recently after a full refurbishment of the premises, and step inside to be greeted by warm air laced with aromas of cinnamon and cloves. It seems that the mulled wine is popular tonight.

      At the bar, I order my drink and while I wait, I lean against the bar and look around. People sit at tables and perch on bar stools, talking to friends and colleagues. Others stare at their mobile phones, the light from the screens casting a blue glow on their skin and making them appear alien or otherworldly. Some stand in groups, talking and laughing, sipping colourful cocktails or glasses of wine as they share details of their weeks, most likely bragging about achievements or slagging off micromanagers. Women tower in heels and flick long hair over bare shoulders while men nod attentively and try to pretend they’re not thinking about getting the women home for some night-time adventures.

      The mixologist places my drink on the bar, and I nod my thanks then take a sip. It’s strong and exactly how I like it with one olive. When I turn back to look out at the room, the door opens and a woman wearing a black faux fur coat and bobble hat steps inside. As is my nature, I scan her to gauge her attractiveness and note the leather gloves and rather battered brown boots. She’s dragging a large suitcase that could house a small family and it looks like she’s struggling to pull it over the doorstep. There’s snow on her hat and coat and her nose is red from the cold. Something inside me steps up and before I know what I’m doing, I abandon my martini and dash across the room to her aid.

      ‘Hey there. Can I help you?’ I ask, offering my hands in a show of helpfulness or as a gesture to show I mean no harm. After all, I can’t just grab the suitcase if she doesn’t want my help, can I?

      She looks up at me and I’m staring into pearly grey eyes framed by shapely ginger brows. Her nose is even redder from here and her cheeks are pink. Up close, I can see that she has hair sticking to her cheeks and her neck from where the wind must have thrown the snow at her.

      ‘Oh … uhhh … thanks.’ She blinks once, twice then releases the handle of the suitcase, so I take hold of it and pull it towards me.

      ‘You look frozen,’ I say, feeling an urge to hug her to me and warm her up, but knowing that would seem weird because we’ve only just met, and I don’t even know her name. ‘Follow me.’

      I lead the way through the bar towards the room at the back where I know there’s an open fire. There will probably be people sitting there, but I have to help this poor woman because she’s shivering so hard I can hear her teeth chattering. As luck would have it, when we get there, two women get up and leave their seats at the fireside, so I gesture at the empty chairs and the woman nods gratefully.

      ‘Can I get you a drink?’ I ask and she smiles shyly.

      ‘That would be nice, thank you.’ Is that a New York twang lacing her accent?

      ‘What’s your poison?’

      She frowns, then realises what I meant and nods. ‘I’ll have what you’re having, please.’ She sounds like she could have originally come from the West Country and yet there’s something of the USA in there too. It’s intriguing and I want to find out more.

      ‘Great.’

      At the bar, I order two martinis then take them back to the fireside where the woman is removing her coat and hat. When she turns to me, I see her hairline is damp which makes the hair there appear darker than the rest. Her smile lights up her beautiful face and now that her nose is no longer red, I can admire her porcelain skin and the faint roses in her cheeks.

      ‘Here you go.’ I hand her the drink and she takes a sip. Her eyes widen and she gives a small cough.

      ‘That’s strong.’

      ‘The best way.’ I smile as I take one of the chairs and she takes the other. They are side by side, but both tilted slightly to face the fire so I can look at her profile without being too obvious about it. Staring at her would probably make her grab her things and run.

      ‘Thank you so much for this,’ she says after a few more sips of the martini. ‘I was frozen when I came into the bar and I’m so tired after a long flight. My brain doesn’t seem to be computing properly.’

      ‘Where did you fly from?’

      She turns to face me now so her body is at an angle on the chair, and she sets the martini glass on her lap while holding it with both hands. ‘New York.’

      ‘Wow! One big city to another. Are you here for long?’ My voice rises slightly and I cough to clear my throat because I don’t want to sound desperate, even though I’m already hoping she is staying for a few nights at least.

      She’s frowning at me and it makes heat rise to my face. What have I done? Got an olive stuck up my nose? Missed a spot when I trimmed my beard? Or … have we spent time together before? Come to think of it, she seems vaguely familiar. The problem with sleeping around is that I don’t remember every single woman I’ve fucked and I guess this was bound to happen at some point.

      ‘I’m back in the country for good,’ she says. ‘I lived in New York for a decade, but I’ve come home now.’

      ‘So England is home?’

      She inclines her head. ‘It’s strange being back after so long. England was home when I was a child and New York no longer felt like home because … uhm … for a while so, yes, I guess England is home.’

      I can’t help wondering what she was going to say about why New York no longer felt like home, but I don’t want to press her. Everyone has their secrets and this woman will be no different.

      Realising that we haven’t exchanged names yet, I say, ‘Do I know you? I can’t help feeling that we’ve met before and yet, if you’ve been in America for ten years then …’ I trail off, allowing her the opportunity to take over.

      ‘I feel the same. You look familiar and …’ She bites her bottom lip with small, straight white teeth, and my cock jumps to attention. Fuck, she’s hot. She has that innocent thing going on and yet within her eyes there’s the suggestion of more, of something wild and primal, even if it’s as

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/in-the-name-of-love-book-3.jpg
IN THE NAME OF LOVE g

f~9







