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      I looked at my watch for the third time and decided to make a pot of coffee. Wandering into the tiny kitchen that doubled as the storage room in the back of my bookstore, I cast a quick but effective spell to start the coffee brewing. I stepped into the main room and looked out the front windows overlooking Main Street. The calendar said it was April, but today the blowing flakes of snow reminded me winter still had a firm grip on the tiny town of Pembroke Cove. And still no Nikki.

      My best friend had been on her honeymoon, and I was anxious to hear all about it. I blushed as I rephrased that in my head—about the vacation part, restaurants, and what they did. In turn, I was going to fill her in on the details of the case about poor John Bailey, the treasure hunter running around town dressed as a leprechaun, and the cause of his untimely death.

      I looked at Milo, my gray tabby cat and familiar, soaking up the morning sun on the wide windowsill. The smile on my face changed from friend zone to business person in the blink of an eye. Standing outside the store were two couples. The women were tall and willowy and looked like they stepped from the pages of a fashion magazine. The older gentleman had piercing blue eyes, dark hair with strands of silver, high cheekbones, and a long, thin nose. He was stop in your tracks handsome, and next to him was the fourth person, who also was dipped in the gorgeous gene pool. He looked similar to the tall man, but younger, with blond hair and deep brown eyes. The small bell above the front door jingled as they entered.

      “Welcome to the Cozy Nook Bookshop.” I swept my hand from side to side. “Browse to your heart’s content, and if you’re looking for something specific, be sure to let me know. We have an extensive section on local history and authors in aisle one.”

      “Thank you.” The woman with auburn hair turned to the brunette and said, “We should start there.”

      I took a step closer, but my pulse ticked up. Animosity wrapped around them like a cloak, and I didn’t go any farther. I wished Milo would saunter by the desk. He’d get a good read on them in half a minute or less. The older man looked me up and down.

      “Do you work here?” His voice was deep and rich but cold and harsh at the same time, which made no sense to me at all. It was so conflicting.

      “I’m the owner.” Normally, I would introduce myself, but something told me to hold back.

      “I was under the impression Mimi Michaels was the store owner,” the younger man said and they all nodded.

      “She sold it to me a couple of years ago.” I slipped my hand into my skirt pocket, hoping to find my phone, but I remembered I left it near the cash register. Turning, I crossed the room, not caring if I appeared rude, and paused at the counter. Very few people made me nervous, but these four definitely brought in the hostility of someone I had wronged. But I had never seen them before.

      Milo jumped up on the counter, and without thinking, my hand slid down his back. Just the connection calmed me. He looked up, and in a soft gravelly kitty growl, he said, “Who are they and what are they doing here?”

      The brunette looked our way, her eyes fixed on Milo.

      I didn’t answer him. Was it a coincidence she looked over at the same time he asked his question? Could they be witches from another town and that’s how they knew my aunt Mimi?

      Milo bobbed his head under my hand as if trying to get some attention. “She can’t understand me, but she knows you can.”

      I could feel my protection necklace that my aunt had given me grow warm against my skin. I turned my back to her and dropped my voice to a whisper. “Who are they?” I glanced over my shoulder and noticed the woman with auburn hair stalking over to me.

      “I’m Iris Herman.” She pointed to the other woman. “Standing in the historical section behind me is Celeste Jaden. The younger man with her is Clay Proctor and last, but never least, is Luca Rand.”

      She casually looked over the counter and saw my family’s book of magic, Practical Beginnings, and her face morphed into a satisfied smile. “Luca. I found it.”

      Milo jumped on top of it, effectively covering the book with his lanky body.

      “I’m sorry that book isn’t for sale; it’s my family’s history.”

      Luca rushed over and extended his arms, exposing a small moon tattoo. He started to pick up a hissing Milo, who raked his claws down Luca’s arms.

      His eyes narrowed. “I need to see that book.”

      Picturing the book in my mind, I said under my breath, “I wrap this book in protection, as I wish so it shall be.”

      Milo turned slightly and gave me a slow wink. He knew my spell work was getting stronger and better with each passing day. I didn’t need a long incantation to make a spell work if the intention was made with strength of spirit.

      Luca’s eyes widened, and now his attention was focused on me. “Are you related to Mimi?”

      The door opened, and Nikki was standing in the doorway. She looked at the people in my shop and then at me. “Morning. Sorry I’m a little late.” She closed the door with a flick of her wrist, but it wasn’t the non-magical way; she was in witch mode. Her tone was sharp as she said, “What’s going on here?”

      “Two witches. How interesting.” Luca’s gaze bored into Nikki, but she didn’t flinch.

      “We’re the Magicians. I’m sure you’ve heard of our show. We’re holding a single performance at the Lights Out movie theatre in town tomorrow night. You should come as our guests.” He handed me two tickets that seemed to appear from thin air. When I didn’t accept them, he placed the tickets on the counter very close to where my book and Milo were.

      This time the low and ominous growl that came from Milo sounded more like a wild cat ten times his size, and I had never heard that from him before.

      Luca withdrew his hand and gave me a smug smile as if to tell me I had won this round but not the war. In my gut, somehow, I knew more skirmishes were to come in regard to my book of magic.

      “Clay. Celeste,” he called over his shoulder, then inclined his head to give me a sinister smile. “Until next time, Ms. Michaels.”

      The other two magicians joined Iris and Luca at the counter as Nikki opened the door the way she had closed it, with a flick of her wrist. They filed out the door in a single line, and Luca was the last to leave.

      “Nice parlor trick.”

      Nikki took one step closer to him. Her voice was colder than the wind coming off the ocean as she said, “Tricks are for wannabes.”

      He lifted a shoulder in a casual shrug. “I look forward to seeing you again.”

      Without another word, he crossed the threshold. The door slammed behind him, and the lock clicked into place. I could hear Luca chuckle as if Nikki’s actions were amusing.

      Rushing across the room, she was beside me, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug. “What was that all about?”

      “I’m not sure. But let’s not talk about the people who left. I want to hear most of the tidbits of your honeymoon.”

      Her laughter filled the room, and relief washed over me as the oppressive air in the shop dissipated. She dropped her arm to her side and held up a bakery box. “I haven’t fired up the oven yet, so I swung by the Sweet Spot. William had a box of cinnamon pecan buns ready and waiting for me. It was like he knew I’d be by for something sinfully delicious.”

      “And the coffee should be ready.” Milo was still sitting on my book, and I dropped a kiss on his head. “You deserve a special treat.”

      He stood and stretched his back into an arch. “Smoked salmon?”

      Now I laughed. “Not today, and besides, you just had some.” I scratched under his chin.

      He tipped his chin up so I could scratch a new spot and muttered, “That was over two weeks ago.” He hopped down and padded over to the wingback chairs, which was my favorite place to enjoy a hot beverage and a pastry.

      Nikki took the bakery box and set it on the small table between the chairs that had a view of the street. The idea that I could watch people in town comforted me since I didn’t want the group of magicians to make a repeat visit. But once Nikki took off, I’d give Mimi a call and find out what the scoop was with these people and why they would want my book. A while back, Nikki had tried to help me with a spell, and when she looked at the pages, they were blank. From what my aunt said, only a member of the Michaels family could actually read the book.

      I poured coffee into a carafe, then added a sugar bowl and creamer pitcher along with two plates, cups, forks, and napkins. The idea of calling Gage and letting him know what had happened flitted through my mind, but there really wasn’t anything to tell other than rude customers wanted to purchase a book that wasn’t for sale and then gave us tickets to their performance. Giving them the benefit of the doubt, I thought maybe they had been tired from their trip and that’s why the sour moods.

      Picking up the tray, I hesitated. I had promised Milo a treat, and he was sitting in my chair, patiently waiting.

      I filled a small ball with catnip and rolled it across the floor. “Here you go.”

      He batted it back to me, and if a cat could cock a brow, he would have. “Tuna, please?”

      I knew that snark in his tone, and it was easier to comply than not. Besides, he had protected the book from Luca, so a can of tuna was the very least I could do. Making quick work of opening the can, I filled his bowl and put it on the chair for him. “Milo, thank you for trying to help.”

      “My dear witch, it’s part of my responsibilities as your familiar. And I must say your protection spell has come a long way over the last few months. I could actually feel the surge the moment you cast it. Very powerful indeed.”

      “Sadly, that is what gave Luca the confirmation I’m a witch. I would have preferred to keep that on the down-low. Non-magicals typically can’t handle it.”

      “Detective Cutie doesn’t have an ounce of magic in his veins, despite his mother being a very powerful witch.”

      I wanted to chuckle at his reference to Gage. “He takes after his father, Burke. But Gage might have some magic in him.”

      “Glinda’s magic would have shown up by now if he had inherited any.” He began to eat his tuna. “You know that’s the risk you run if you marry him and have kids. They could turn out to take after their father.”

      I set the tray down on the table and scooped Milo up from the chair, hugging him. “Would that be so bad? Heck, I didn’t know I was a witch until a few months ago. It wasn’t so bad not having magic.”

      Milo wriggled out of my arms and dropped down to the floor. “Never say that again! If you had been open to your powers, you’d be a much better witch today.” He turned his back to me and waited for me to move his plate of tuna to the floor. When he continued scarfing down the fish, I could have sworn he grumbled, “Not that I didn’t try.”

      I stepped over Milo and joined Nikki who was patiently waiting for me. “Some things haven’t changed since you’ve been honeymooning. Milo and I are still bickering, and I may have overreacted to the situation with Luca Rand and company.”

      Nikki took the carafe and poured us each a mug of coffee. “That’s not how I see it. That guy was not being friendly. He wanted something that you had, and if I hadn’t walked in, he might have found a way to get your book. He could be a witch since he made that crack about parlor tricks.”

      I sniffed. “I protected it and Milo.”

      She gave me a side-eye. “There was extremely toxic energy when I walked in, and as soon as we’re done inhaling our pecan rolls, we’re going to smudge the store.” Looking around, she said, “You know what, we’re not waiting. Come on.”

      She leaped up and rushed into the back room where I stored various herbs and a few other items like candles for when I had been practicing how to light one. Nikki was on a mission, and I wasn’t about to suggest that it could wait.

      When she returned, she had an already smoking smudge stick, and she began walking up and down the aisles. I opened the front and back doors and with my arms wide, I tipped back my head and closed my eyes. I could picture myself sweeping out the doors the bad vibes that lingered almost unfelt, but Nikki was right. This was the best thing to do under the circumstances. A short time later we had both finished and I closed the doors by standing in the middle of the room, looking first to the front and then to the back door, willing them to close and lock.

      Nikki clapped her hands. “Impressive. When did you learn that?”

      “I’m not sure where it came from. I just felt that I could, and it worked.” My lips twisted up one side, and I gave her a side-eye look. “Did you just do that for me?”

      She held up both hands. “Most definitely not. I never mess with another witch’s spell. It’s rude.”

      Now that the shop felt like home again, I gestured to the chair. “Now, let’s get down to the most important question. How was the honeymoon?”

      “It was great, but you need to fill me in on how you discovered who killed John Bailey and why? And don’t leave out the juicy details of how you figured it out before your fiancé.”

      I smiled when she mentioned Gage, my favorite police detective and the love of my life. “It was all about the treasure and an old family journal.” I shook my head from side to side. “Another tragedy, and hopefully our last. The only good things that came out of it was you had a beautiful wedding and we got my aunt’s cutlery back.”

      “I was worried it would never be found after Mimi was gracious enough to allow Steve and me to use it on our wedding day. But why was it taken?”

      “Your wedding proved to be the perfect distraction to cover up the real crime.”

      Nikki handed me a plate with a luscious-looking pecan bun. “Until you put your puzzle skills to work and discovered who had done what.”

      I took the plate and smiled. “I can say I hope we never have another murder wave in Pembroke Cove again. Five people dying in the span of a few months is just so not good for tourism.” I cut the bun with my fork and popped the piece in my mouth, letting the flavors dance across my tongue. “Now the next puzzle that needs to be solved is, how does William knock this recipe out of the oven every single time?”
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      After Nikki left the store, I gave Aunt Mimi a call, but I had to leave a message, so I asked her to stop in later today. Telling her about Luca Rand wasn’t critical, but I wanted to ask her advice before the end of the day. Gage and I had plans for dinner, and for once, we weren’t having to discuss anything unpleasant, like murder.

      A short while later, I had just finished restocking a display when I saw my aunt strolling through the town square. She was carrying a cardboard to-go tray, and that meant time for a break. She was dressed in flowing dark-purple pants and a long cable-knit sweater. A breeze tugged at the ends of a geometric-patterned scarf. Opening the door, I knew my face wore a wide and welcome smile.

      “Lily. I got your message and thought a bit of refreshment was just the ticket.” She handed me the drink tray and waltzed into the bookstore almost like she still owned it. Not that I minded since she often helped out when I was following a clue or two.

      Before securing the door from the blustery wind, I looked up and down the street. When I didn’t see those rude people, I exhaled. For now, they weren’t coming back to make another attempt to get my book. Once I closed the door, I walked over to the chairs where Mimi was waiting for me. She waved her finger in a circle around my face.

      “It’s easy to see you have something weighing heavy on your mind. Tell me what it is, and I can help.”

      I handed her a cup and inhaled the lingering scent of herbal tea. “You stopped at the Copper Kettle.” They were the only shop in town that carried this specific blend of my mother’s teas.

      Nodding, she said, “I did. When I got your message, I thought this blend would be perfect for whatever was troubling you.”

      I folded back the lid and carefully took a sip, stalling for the right way to tell her about what had happened earlier. I glanced her way.

      With a supportive smile and tilt of her head, she said, “Take your time. I have the rest of the day and night too.”

      The cup warmed my chilled hands. “Nikki’s back, and they had a wonderful time on their honeymoon.” I looked over at Milo who was sound asleep on the window seat and remembered how he was right by my side earlier today. He did his best by clawing Luca which slowed the man down when he tried to grab my book.

      “A group of people came into the shop earlier. I got the impression they knew you.”

      Aunt Mimi looked me square in the eye. “I ran the shop for many years, and I know a great many people. Do they have names?”

      I took a deep ragged breath and exhaled my nerves. Why was I so nervous? Because that feeling in the pit of my gut still lingered even after they left. “Luca Rand and⁠—”

      Mimi frowned. “Let me guess, Clay, Iris, and Celeste were with him. I’ve heard about them but never had the pleasure of actually meeting them.”

      The somber tone in her voice confirmed my suspicion; they were bad news. “Yes, they said they were in town putting on a show at the theatre, and Luca even gave me and Nikki tickets.”

      “And what else happened that you’re not telling me?” She hadn’t moved a muscle, but her left eye twitched.

      “Iris assumed Milo was talking to me, and she hurried over to the register. My book, Practical Beginnings, was on the counter. They tried to take it from me.” Her eyes became as round as saucers, and she wasn’t blinking either. All this did was increase my fear that something bad could have happened. “Don’t worry. Milo sat on it, and I added a protection spell. At that same moment, Nikki burst through the door looking like a warrior witch.”

      “With good reason. That little band of people travel around. Now they’re going by the moniker magicians, but what they are—well, Luca anyway—is a sorcerer.”

      My brow furrowed. “What is the difference between us and them? We’re born magical.” I needed to remember to ask Nikki if this was who she had alluded to when she said in the spring other magical beings could show up in town.

      Aunt Mimi set her tea aside and clasped her hands in her lap. “Witches are born; sorcerers study and learn how to manipulate props and other items to perform their magic. Much like the magicians you see on television. That’s why they’re calling themselves the Magicians. At one time they called themselves mage, but it’s all the same thing, just different letters in the alphabet.”

      “Then why do they want my book? Even if they opened it, the pages would appear blank.”

      She arched a brow. “How did you discover that?”

      “Nikki and I were comparing spells, and I gave her my book to look at but the pages were blank.” I sipped my tea, and it was having the desired effect—well, that and the conversation with my aunt. I was beginning to regain my equilibrium.

      A gleam came into Mimi’s eyes. “I’m glad you’re discovering the power of the book. But Luca wouldn’t know that. What he thinks he knows is the book is powerful, which it is, in the right hands. However, it holds zero value to anyone other than direct descendants of the first Michaels witch.”

      “Can you read the book even though it’s now in my possession?”

      Nodding, she said, “I could, but over the years, I’ve developed my own spell book, also known as a grimoire, and this is more of an academic manual. In fact, you should start to create your own spell book, and I can show you how to enchant it for added protection.”

      “So, Luca thinks if he possesses the book, he’ll have our magic? That makes absolutely no sense in the magical world, does it?”

      “You have to remember, Lily, he has some powers, and they might be strong, but he wasn’t born a witch. Therefore, he’ll never achieve what his ultimate goals are.”

      I had been sipping my tea while we chatted and suddenly realized the cup was empty. It had bolstered me up just when I needed it the most today. In the moment, I was full of protecting the book and Milo. Now as I’d begun to think about it, I was rattled, and that wasn’t something that happened often or easily. “Have you tangled with him before? Is that how he knew you?”

      She gave a small, sad smile. “Once, when I was a young woman, Luca and I dated. Even then, he wanted to get his hands on the book, but as soon as I figured out what his real motive was for dating me, I ended it. It’s sad that his focus was never altered.”

      “With any luck, he won’t come back to the store.”

      Patting my hand, she said, “I’m sure they’ll do their show and retreat. It is what he always does. Think of it this way, you got to practice casting a spell without much warning.” Her eyes twinkled. “Did Milo give you any feedback?”

      I sat up straighter in my chair. “Actually, he said my spells have gotten quite powerful. Well, not in those words, but he did say he felt the surge of energy.”

      Mimi gathered up her handbag and handed me her empty cup. “If you’d like, I can stay until you close up for the day.”

      We both stood, and I gave her an all-encompassing hug. “Don’t be silly. I’m closing up soon, and I have Milo with me, my familiar and bodyguard. I forgot to mention he clawed the bejeebies out of Luca when he tried to take the book.”

      Laughing, she said, “I’ll bet the look on Luca’s face was priceless. You need to get cameras just in case there is another incident where footage would be fun to replay.”

      I looped my arm through hers and steered her to the front door. “I won’t be installing cameras. That would give me an icky feeling to know my every move was recorded, and in this era, we don’t need footage of me dancing around the shop to get on the internet or something. Either business would dry up and I’d be considered an oddity or people would come in droves, not to shop but just to see what I might do.” I chuckled. “Now that might be something Luca would want. It would give him a chance to swoop in and steal the book while I was boogying down.”

      Aunt Mimi’s laughter was the final bit of salve I needed to feel like I could go back and conquer the world again. “Thanks for coming over.”

      “I’m always here for you, Lily, and don’t forget it.” She looked around the room. “You did a very good job with the cleanse.”

      “Nikki and I did it together.”

      Placing her hand under my chin and tilting it up so she could look into my eyes, she said, “You are stronger together, but remember the power of three. If you must, ask another witch for help. We’re a community ready to support one another.”

      Holding up my pointer finger, I said, “That reminds me, do we have coven meetings or just always doing our own thing and happen to find out about each other as time drifts by?”

      Patting my cheek, she said, “I’ll make sure you and Dax are invited to the next coven meeting, and for the record, they’re held quarterly.” With a flutter of her fingertips, she eased out the door, humming a little tune that seemed vaguely familiar.

      I had just enough time to clean up the store and figure out what I was going to wear for my date tonight. But first, Milo needed to be awake to help. If nothing else, he could watch for customers.

      “Wake up, sleepyhead. Time to earn your salmon.”

      I tickled his ears, and he slowly opened one eye and glared at me. “Did you say salmon or smoked salmon? And are you using bribery to get me to do something?”

      I scooped him up and laughed. “It depends. I need you to watch the store so I can tidy up the back before we head home.”

      He yawned, and I could see a row of very sharp teeth and was glad he hadn’t bitten Luca since they might leave a scar.

      “That can be arranged.” He gave me a quick glance. “Do you have a date tonight with the detective or someone else?”

      I held up my left hand and wriggled my fingers so my diamond sparkled in the weak sunlight. “Did you forget we’re engaged?”

      “Right. A familiar can still hope you’d decide to marry a witch, but if you have to marry a non-magical, there are worse options.”

      I plopped him on the counter and patted his head. “Thanks for the support.”

      Milo swished his tail. “Anytime.” He stretched out across the top and said, “Let me know when it’s time to leave. I don’t want to walk home today.”

      Giving him an exaggerated bow, I said, “At your service.”

      He grumbled, “Now we’re talking.”

      
      After back and forth texts about what Gage and I should do for dinner, we agreed a nice quiet meal at my place was perfect. Now with our plates empty, Milo stretched across the back of the sofa, and Brutus, Gage’s Great Dane rescue, in front of us, we sat with our fingers entwined as the fire flickered in the pellet stove. It was just cool enough outside for the fire to make everything cozy.

      “I had some excitement today at the store.” I told him everything that happened with Luca and even about Nikki coming into the shop like a superhero, and he chuckled.

      “I can picture her now. Nobody messes with her bestie. But what’s the story with these people? Do you think they’ll be back to harass you?”

      I squeezed his hand. “Don’t go getting all cop on me. I’m fine, and besides, I talked to Aunt Mimi about them today. She is sure they’ll do their show and move on.”

      “How can she be so confident?” He lifted our joined hands to his lips and kissed the back of my hand. “He’s a stranger.”

      My heart thumped a little quicker in my chest at the sweet gesture. “Yes and no. It seems a very long time ago, they briefly dated.”

      “That’s a twist I didn’t see coming.”

      I laughed. “I never thought of her as dating anyone but Nate, and now that they’re married, I could never picture her with anyone else.”

      He smiled and shifted on the sofa to put his arm around me. “Like us?” He tenderly kissed my mouth.

      I sighed. “Yes, like us.”

      Cupping my cheek, he asked, “Are you ready to set a date for our wedding?”

      I hadn’t expected that question, but some people got baby fever after a friend had one, and I’m guessing since our best friends just got married a couple of weeks ago, he was feeling the tug. “I love you very much, but we’ve only been engaged a few months.”

      “Um, six months but who’s counting.” He brushed a stray lock of my short hair from my eyes.

      I dropped my head. “Let’s make a deal. We will set a date on our anniversary.”

      “Which one? Our friendship, our romance, or our engagement?” His eyes twinkled.

      “Exactly.” I pecked his lips. “One of these days I’ll surprise you.”

      “Oh, my sweet Lily, you surprise me every day now, and I’m sure it will continue for the rest of our lives.”

      Milo began to gag which turned into trying to cough up a hairball. From his spot on the back of the couch, he grumbled, “Put Detective Cutie out of his misery, and set a date, will you? The sooner I know when they’ll be moving in, the better.”

      Gage tipped his head and gave me a quizzical look. “What’s Milo saying?”

      I grinned. “He’s on your side and wants us to set a date. He just brought up a good question, though. Where are we going to live after we’re married? Here or at your house?”

      He looked around the cozy living room. “I’m happy as

      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/pembroke-maine-map-updated.jpg
8. Miss Judy's Dance Studio
2.Bygone Antiques 9. The Sweet Spot Baker

3. The Pembroke Cliffs 10. Bee Bee's Boutique

4. Cozy Nook Bookstore 11. Tuckers Hardware Store
5. Twisted Scissors Hair Salon  12. The Copper Kettle

6. Betty's Market 13. Police Station

7.0ld Town Library 14. Town Hall






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Welcome to Pembroke Cove
      


      		
        1. Lily
      


      		
        2. Lily
      


      		
        3. Gage
      


      		
        4. Lily
      


      		
        5. Lily
      


      		
        6. Gage
      


      		
        7. Lily
      


      		
        8. Lily
      


      		
        9. Gage
      


      		
        10. Lily
      


      		
        11. Lily
      


      		
        12. Gage
      


      		
        13. Lily
      


      		
        14. Lily
      


      		
        15. Gage
      


      		
        16. Lily
      


      		
        17. Lily
      


      		
        18. Gage
      


      		
        19. Lily
      


      		
        20. Lily
      


      		
        Artifacts & Amulets, Book 8
      


      		
        Artifacts & Amulets
      


      		
        Reviews & Newsletter
      


      		
        Cozy Mystery Books
      


      		
        Romance Books
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Social Media
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


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/magicians.jpg
A COZY WITCH MYSTERY

A
BOOK STORE
COZY
MYSTERY
W

Book Seven

LU CIENSEsRSR A CE







