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        Thank you so much for joining me on this journey through my imagination.  If you’re looking for romance and adventure with a guaranteed  Happily Ever After, then you’ve come to the right place.  My books contain paranormal plotting and fantastical action, and I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoy writing them.
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        You can keep in touch with me by joining my newsletter or checking out my website for the latest updates.

      

      

      
        
        Check out my website

        Sign up for my newsletter

      

      

      
        
        Thank you for giving my book a chance, and Happy Reading!

      

      

      
        
        - Mac Flynn
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      Did life control fate, or was it the other way around?

      It’s a question I never asked myself until my life changed that fateful, moonlit night.  Did all my decisions add up to my fate, or did some unseen hand guide me to that alley and the stranger who would change my life forever?

      “Grace!  Snap out of it!”

      I started back and blinked against the harsh, bland lighting that hung overhead.  A middle-aged woman stood in front of my cash register, her hands on her ample hips and a scowl on her face.  The name plate pinned over her left breast read Margaret.  Such an innocent name for such a foul creature.

      She shoved a hand in front of my face and snapped her fingers.  “Snap out of it!  Customers are waiting!”

      I blinked, and the magic fell from my eyes.  The dingy small market reemerged from the fogginess of my wandering mind.  There was the deli with its grease of unknown age, the dairy with the broken lights inside the upright coolers, and the floors, unmopped for several days and long since showing their age, that I could place somewhere in the middle of the last century.

      And then there was Margaret, my manager.  Her sharp eyes sat behind a sharp, narrow nose.  She wore her hair short against her head and was attired in the uniform of our store: a white shirt with blue jeans.  The woman would have made a good linebacker if she hadn’t been tempted by power.

      She now wielded that power over me as she stabbed a finger at the two customers waiting beside the belt.  “Stop daydreaming and start ringing these customers up!”

      I shot to attention and gave her a salute, much to the amusement of the customers.  “Yes, ma’am!”

      Margaret’s eyes threatened retribution, but it would have to wait.  There were customers to be served, after all.  She stormed off, and the first customer slipped up to me.  She was an older woman with twinkling eyes.

      “Caught with your mind elsewhere again, Grace?” she wondered as she pulled out a checkbook.

      I sighed as I scanned her noodles and pasta.  “I guess I haven’t been sleeping all that well.”

      “You should take some of Grandpa’s cough medicine,” the man behind her chimed in.

      The other customer shot him a look of warning.  “That’s not done anymore, Todd, and you know it!”

      A broad grin stretched his face.  “Why not?  It was good enough for my grandpa.”

      “Your grandfather was the town drunk!”

      “And lived to be ninety-seven.”

      “That’ll be thirty-seven sixteen, Susan,” I told her.

      Susan viciously assailed the check with sharp sweeps and ripped it out.  “Don’t you go listening to him.  What you need is a good man who’ll treat you right.”

      I laughed as I tucked the check into the cash register drawer.  “I don’t think I’ll be able to find one of those around here.  They’re already taken.”

      Todd tucked his thumbs underneath his suspenders and puffed out his chest.  “I’m always available.”

      Susan glared at him.  “You’re sixty-eight, for goodness’ sake!”

      He failed miserably at hiding his smile as he shrugged.  “What’s a few decades?”

      “Try four of them!” she snapped as she grabbed his hand and tugged him to the cash register.  “Now pay for your things and stop your nonsense.”

      “I was only trying to help,” he teased as he handed over some cash for his few items.  He winked at me.  “But if you ever change your mind, you know where to find me.”

      Susan wagged her finger at him.  “In the retirement home, harassing the women there.”

      “I only have eyes for you and Grace,” he countered as he plucked his goods from the counter.  “Goodnight, my darling Grace.  I hope you don’t have too much longer left on your shift.  We could make a late date, but I do have a bedtime to obey.”

      I laughed.  “I get off in a couple of hours.”

      He sighed.  “What a pity.  We’ll have to schedule it for another time.”

      “No, ‘we’ won’t,” Susan growled as she looped an arm through one of his and tugged on it.  “Now come along before you embarrass yourself even more.  Besides, you need to walk me home.  There’s been a bunch of ruffians loitering outside the gate.”

      “I will gladly be your knight,” Todd accepted as he bowed his head to her.

      “I’ll take a shield if I have to,” she quipped as they walked through the doors.

      “Take care of yourself, Grace!” Todd shouted over his shoulder.

      I waved to him.  “Bye, my dearest!”

      “Don’t encourage him!”

      Anything else was muffled by the closing of the sliding doors as they disappeared into the parking lot.  I sighed and inspected the rest of the store.  It was empty, and only the hum of the freezers disturbed the silence.

      I rallied my spirits and lifted my chin.  “Come on, Grace, you can do this.  Just focus, and you can get through these last few hours.”

      I felt like a child waiting on Christmas Eve for the clock to strike twelve.  The clocks in the store finally struck eight, which was my hour of freedom.  I counted my till and slipped into the break room.  My purse lay tucked between the dirty microwave and a pile of upside-down plastic cups.

      “Did you count your till, Grace?”

      The voice made me gasp and spin around.  Margaret stood there with her coat draped over one arm and a scowl on her face.

      I clutched my hand over my beating heart and managed to catch my breath.  “Of course I counted the till, and everything was fine just like the last thousand nights I’d done it.”

      She lifted her sharp nose and looked down the bridge at me.  “You don’t have to use that tongue with me, or I’ll tell Mr. Thompson about it.  He doesn’t like the workers at his store to be impertinent.”

      I snatched my purse and plastered a smile on my face as I looped the strap over my shoulder.  “He doesn’t like his workers to earn overtime, either, so if you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll go home.”

      I slipped past the fuming woman and down the aisle that met the front door.  A woman about my age, but with a hundred pounds more weight, waddled through the sliding door.

      “Hey, Grace!” the woman greeted me as she nodded in the direction I had come.  “Is Aunt Margaret back there?”

      “Yes, but she’s not happy,” I commented as I twisted around so I walked out the door backwards.

      The woman’s face drooped.  “Why’s that?”

      “I’m still employed,” I quipped as I slipped outside.

      The woman huffed and marched to the back room, where Margaret was getting her coat on.  “Why haven’t you fired her yet, Aunt Margaret?  You promised me that job months ago!”

      “It’s not easy to fire someone when they don’t give you any reason,” Margaret retorted as she glared at where I’d gone.  “But I’ll figure out some way to get her out.”

      It turned out she didn’t need to lift a finger.  I was the one with the fate-touched fingers, though I didn’t know it at the time as I hurried down the dark street.  The small market was located on a street corner in a less fashionable part of town.  Heavy, dull apartment buildings loomed on either side of the street, separated by litter-filled alleys and cracked roads.  Every other streetlight worked, so that I felt like I was hopping from one star to another.  Those twinkling majesties high overhead were blotted by the lights from the countless cloudy windows of those apartment buildings.

      I lived in one of them, but a few blocks away.  I had hardly gone half a block when my phone rang.  A quick look at the screen made me smile, and I hugged the contraption to my ear.  “Hi, Mom.  What’s up?”

      “I was just wondering if you were going to come visit this weekend.  Your father’s about to explode waiting to show off his latest carving.”

      I snorted.  “It’s another bear, isn’t it?”

      A sigh came from the other line.  “I’m afraid so, but I must admit this one is very cute.”

      “Well, I’ll be sure to come see you guys for a little while,” I promised as I continued on my way.

      “Come for dinner.  I still make enough for three people.”

      My stomach growled at the idea of Mom’s homemade apple pie.  “I’ll definitely be there.”

      “Then we’ll see you Saturday.  Behave until then.”

      I grinned as I approached a crossroads.  “I won’t make any promises.  Bye, Mom.”

      “Bye, Gracie.”  Click.

      I tucked my phone away and shook my head.  “She’s too good at bribery.”

      That’s when voices caught my attention.  I reached the intersection and paused on the threshold of indecision.  The voices came from my left.  My home lay to my right.  My tired feet told me to turn right.  Besides, what business did I have

      I heard the voices again.  They were louder now.  There was something threatening in the garbled words and tones.

      I pressed my purse tight against my side and pursed my lips.  “Damn it all.”
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      I stalked leftward toward the noises.  They grew louder as I reached the mouth of a dark alley.  I peeked around the corner and beheld a dingy corridor of trash-strewn pavement and algae-covered brick walls.  A few abandoned trash cans dotted the area, their bent and dented bodies reflected in the pools of pothole water.

      Four men stood in the middle of the alley.  Three of them surrounded the fourth, a bent figure in a long overcoat and elegant black shoes.  His white-gloved hand grasped a black, smooth cane, which he leaned heavily against.  The man’s black hair was combed back to reveal a high forehead and angular cheekbones, and the ends of those strands stopped at midneck.

      His companions wore quite different attire, dressed as they were in ragged short-sleeve shirts and mud-stained pants.  Their short hair stuck out at odd angles, creating a halo of malevolence around their dirty faces.

      One of the motley crew nodded at the shorter man’s duds.  “You have to have a coin to spare, looking like that.”

      The man they surrounded spoke, and his baritone voice had a distinct accent that I guessed was German.  “I have no money that you would find useful, gentlemen, now if you would please allow me to pass.”

      The hunched man tried to slip past them, but the leader stepped into his path.  “Come on!  Don’t be going so soon!  We’re not done with you, yet!”

      “I only desired to pass through here.  If you would be so kind as to allow me to go on my way, I will not bother you.”

      “There’s a toll to pay for passing through here,” the man insisted as he reached into his pocket and drew out a slim object.  My heart skipped a beat when a five-inch-long blade sprang out.  “Now hand over whatever ya got, old man.”

      The hunched gentleman chuckled.  “Old?  My friend, you have no idea how old I am.”

      The man with the knife scoffed.  “And I don’t care, either.  Just give me everything ya have.”

      “I would not be so hasty to demand of others that which you have no right to.”

      A dark cloud settled on the knife-wielding man’s brow, and he took a step closer.  “Quit yapping and hand it over.”

      “Leave him alone!”

      The words escaped my mouth without thought, and I recognized my folly the moment the men whipped their heads around to face me.  Threatening looks turned to ones of supreme, lustful interest.  I took an unsteady step back as one of them moved toward me.

      “What have we here?” he cooed as a grin curled onto his lips.  “A little thing lost in the dark?”

      I stumbled back and dipped my hand into my pocket for my phone.  One of the men sprang forward and grabbed my wrist, twisting it.  Pain shot up my arm, and a strangled cry escaped me.

      “That’s what you get for watching us!” their leader snapped at me.

      The heavy hand of the stranger clapped down on one of his shoulders.  The vagabond jerked his head around, and the stranger spoke in his low, calm voice.  “I would ask that you release the young woman.”

      The man sneered at his victim and reached out to grab his offending hand.  “Let go, old man, or I’ll-”

      The ‘old man’ straightened out of his hunched posture, and his height was such that he towered over even the tallest of the men.  The folds fell away from his cloak, revealing a slim figure.  The gloom of night couldn’t dampen the bright blue eyes that now stared down at the men with an intensity that took my breath away.

      His voice cut through the grim night like a bolt of lightning.  “You will not hurt her.”

      Two of the assailants scuttled back, my captor included, their mouths agape at the transformation.  Their leader shook off his shock and glared at the man.  “Yeah?  And who’s going to stop us?  You?  You’re just an old man, and there are three of us!  Now get ‘em!”

      His cohorts gave a great cry and lunged at the man.  The stranger stepped back and threw their leader in their path.  They bowled into each other and dropped to the ground.  The stranger had a peculiar smile on his face as he slipped around their flailing bodies and over to me.

      “My sincerest apologies, gentlemen, but you gave me no choice,” the stranger mused as he looped an arm through mine.  “Now, we shall be going.”

      The leader managed to untangle himself, and by extension, the others, and they sprang to their feet, a line of trembling, red-faced fury.  “You’ll regret that!” he snapped as he drew his hand behind him and pulled out a knife from a back sheath.  The blade shimmered in the starlight as he held it up to his face, his reflection a grotesque distortion that reflected his soul.  “Now you’re done for.”

      The fiend lunged at the man and thrust the knife into his gut.  I let out a scream that echoed up and down the alley.  Even his compatriots stood frozen, their mouths open.

      Then something clattered to the ground.  My whole body trembled as my wide eyes lowered to the ground.  Something shimmered at the feet of the stranger.  I blinked, and the article came into focus.

      It was the blade of the knife.

      The fiend stumbled back, his mouth agape and his bulging eyes staring unblinking at the stranger.  He grasped the broken knife in his trembling hand, but his grip was untrustworthy.  The weapon fell from his shaking fingers and clattered to the ground beside its broken tip.

      A few quivering words slipped from his pale lips.  “W-what are you?”

      The man brushed out the wrinkles on the front of his coat.  “Merely a stranger.”  He paused, and his cool blue eyes flickered up to the trio.  “You would do well to avoid other strangers in the future.”

      The men shrieked and scrambled back, running over one another in their haste to escape.  They vanished in a few seconds.  That left me with the man and the broken parts of the weapon.

      He turned to me, and a smile graced his lips.  “You have nothing to fear from me, Miss-?”

      I replied more out of habit than anything else.  “Grace.  Grace Holt.”

      The stranger inclined his head.  “A lovely name, Miss Holt.  I must thank you for your help.”

      I swallowed hard and managed to shake my stiff head.  “I-I didn’t really do anything.”  My eyes invariably dropped back to the blade.  “And it looks like you never needed me.”

      He took a step toward me.  “On the contrary.  I need you a great deal.”

      I cast a suspicious side eye at him.  “Why?”

      “I am a stranger to your city, but I have heard there is a wonderful view of the river at one of your parks.  May I ask that you guide me there?”

      I pointed a finger at his chest.  “First, you have to tell me how you did that.  That guy looked strong enough to shove that knife through you.”

      The man smiled and set a hand over his chest.  “I have an armor over me that prevents any such attacks from coming to fruition.”

      I squinted at the shadows over the front of his clothes.  “I can’t even see where the blade stabbed you.”

      The stranger dropped his hand to his side.  “I see my presence makes you uncomfortable.  I would not wish to impose further on your kindness, so I will bid you goodnight.”  He bowed his head to me and turned away.

      “Wait.”  I wasn’t sure why I spoke up.  Maybe it was just plain curiosity, or maybe it was my natural desire to help people.

      It was his eyes.  They looked so sad.

      He paused and half-turned toward me.  “Yes?”

      I bit my lower lip.  “I. . .I could show you the way to the river.  It isn’t far.”

      How I was to regret my kindness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The stranger’s bright blue eyes lit up, and a crooked smile slipped onto his lips.  The stranger turned to completely face me and bowed his head.  “You do me a great honor, Miss Holt.”

      I waved my hand to brush away his compliment.  “It’s no problem.  Just follow me and we’ll be there in a few minutes, unless you want to find a taxi.”

      He raised those stunning eyes to the sky above us.  “I would rather walk and enjoy this wonderful night.  That is, if you would not mind.”

      “No, and I wouldn’t mind getting out of this alley,” I mused as I hurried up to him, being careful to skirt the remains of the broken knife.  It was a hideous reminder of the worst that could have happened.

      “Lead, and I shall follow.”

      I guided him up the alley and out into the open road.  The park was in the opposite direction from my apartment, but I just couldn’t leave the poor guy out here to wander into more trouble.  The closer we came to the park, the more the lights worked and the trash vanished.  The city knew when it had to look good for the tourists.

      “Have you been in the city for long?” I asked my tourist companion.

      “Only a day.”

      “You should stick with the busy roads from now on.”

      “I rarely stay in one spot for very long.”

      I lifted an eyebrow.  “You do a lot of business traveling?”

      “You might say that,” he mused as he studied the long road down which we walked.  “I so rarely allow myself to enjoy the surroundings, but I found myself compelled to admire the view of your lovely city.”

      I snorted.  “I’d like to think the city has better views than that alley.”

      He smiled down at me, quite a feat considering our height differences.  “So I can now see.”

      I blushed under his intense gaze and whipped my face forward.  A familiar clearing among the city’s tall buildings caught my attention.  “There’s the park over there.”

      The buildings on our left dribbled away into low buildings that eventually stopped at the car lot for the park.  The hour and darkness meant there weren’t any cars there, so we had an easy time strolling up to the paved path that circuited the grassy grounds.  The scent of the river wafted over us, and I took in a deep breath as we stopped at the pavement.

      “I guess you’ll be fine enough from here,” I commented.

      The stranger turned to face me.  “I would be grateful if you would continue to be my guide to the river.  I have rarely had such an exquisite partner as I have in you.”

      I leaned to one side to look past him.  The shimmering waters of the river were only a hundred yards away.  What harm could it do?

      “Alright, and I’ll take you to the dock,” I offered.

      He bowed his head.  “I would find that most agreeable.”

      We continued together down the winding paved path.  Trees cast their long, weak shadows over us as we made our way toward the lapping waters of the river.  A white-sand beach provided the barrier between green grass and dark water.  The dock I’d mentioned jutted out from that beach and a hundred feet out into the wide river, creating a figure of an uppercase ‘t.’  Huge pylons supported the wide planks and flanked us on either side as we made our way down the boardwalk.

      The view at the end was magnificent.  The river stretched out of sight to our left and right, a glimmering mirror that reflected the sparkling stars.  Both sides of the river were dotted with the soft lights of homes and the offices of workaholics.  Not a sound could be heard except the soft lapping of the waves against the white sand.

      I took in a deep breath and let it out.  “Nice view, isn’t it?”

      “Very much so,” he replied.

      There was something in his words that made me look up, and I discovered he was staring at me.  I shrank beneath such attention and brushed my finger over my nose just in case there was something there I didn’t know about.  “What?”

      “I was merely admiring the woman who was so kind to me,” he mused as he turned to face me.  He reached into his pocket and drew out a small object.  “And I wish to reward her with this.”

      He held out his fisted hand and uncurled his fingers, revealing a small, golden locket.  I leaned in and studied the glimmering object.  The face was etched with a scene of an unfamiliar city with tall skyscrapers and some kind of bell tower in the center.

      A tiny symbol was etched on the wall of the bell tower.  It looked like a four-pointed star with long upper and lower portions, and shorter side arms.  The star appeared to be made out of rectangles, which gave it an artificial appearance.

      I drew back and shook my head.  “I couldn’t.  It looks really old.”

      “Very, very old,” he confirmed as he stretched out his hand closer to me.  “But I wish for you to have it as my thanks.  Please.”

      I bit my lower lip and reluctantly reached out with my cupped hands.  He set the locket in my upturned palms.  The metal felt warm to the touch.  I drew it to me and examined the beautiful craftsmanship that etched that wondrous scene.  The hinges on the left were well-oiled and made from a fine, sturdy metal covered in gold.  A small button on the right side caught my attention.

      “Allow me.”

      I blinked at him.  “What?”

      “To put it around your neck,” he rephrased as he grasped the golden chain.

      I reluctantly tilted my head down, and he slipped the chain over and onto my neck.  I straightened and cupped the glittering metal in one hand.

      “The button on the side opens the front face,” the stranger told me.

      I pressed the button and unleashed the whirlwind.  A fury of dust sprang out from the locket and swirled around us.  I stumbled back, my vision clouded with dirt, and my mind filled with panic.  My heel dipped over the edge of the dock, and I would have tumbled backwards into the cold water if a hand hadn’t caught my wrist.  I was pulled away from the precipice and against the soft chest of the stranger.

      We stood together in the middle of a tempest with the dust swirling in a tight circle.  I still clutched the open locket as I looked up into the pensive, apologetic face of the stranger.

      “Forgive me, Miss Holt, for what I have done, but I can see no other way to save myself.”

      My heart skipped a beat as my eyes flitted over the sandstorm.  “W-what’s happening?”

      He brushed his free hand over my hair, and his eyes were full of pity.  “Fate awaits you on a different plain.”

      The sand spun faster and faster, to a dizzying speed.  Our safe area inside the frenzy lessened as the maelstrom shrank.  I tried to yank myself from the stranger’s grasp, but he held tightly to me.  His words cut through the whirlwind as I shut my eyes against the storm.

      “Find me.”

      The duststorm struck us, rending my clothes and lashing the strands of my hair against my face.  The force of the storm tore me from the stranger’s grasp and flung me into the wretched wilderness that was its body.  My feet left the ground, and I spun in dizzying circles.  I flailed about searching for a handhold, desperate even for the hand of the stranger.

      What I found was a hard landing.

      I was dropped onto my stomach, and the air was knocked out of my lungs with a hard wheeze.  The world spun around me, and things didn’t improve with my vision.  I lifted my head and blinked twice to prove I wasn’t hallucinating.  There really was a forest standing in front of me where a river had once been.

      I climbed onto my arms and gaped at the scenery.  Large, old trees surrounded me, their leaves and limbs casting light shadows on the ground.  A bright sun hung in the sky, which was dotted with a few wispy clouds.  The scent of moldering forest permeated my nostrils.

      What there wasn’t was any sign of civilization or the stranger.  Every which way I twisted my head, there were trees and brush as far as I could see.

      My turning caused the sun to reflect off something against my chest.  I dropped my gaze there and beheld the locket the man had given me.  Anger and irritation swamped my senses, and I wrapped my hand around the thing to yank it off.

      Find me.

      I froze as those words reverberated in my mind.  The little glistening treasure was all I had of the man who had stolen me away and dropped me, well, wherever I was.  I pursed my lips and tucked the locket into my shirt.  All my thoughts turned to finding that evil man.

      While he couldn’t be found, there was something else with me.  Bushes rattled thirty yards off and to my right.  I stiffened as something emerged from them.

      The creature was unlike anything I’d ever seen before.  It stood on four long, spindly legs that ended in dagger-like points.  Those limbs supported a somewhat flat and rounded torso, like an almond in shape, with the sharp tip at the back.  The body and legs were covered in thin, short black hairs up to the fat neck.  The head was attached to that neck, a hideous, elongated skull with a narrow snout.  Glowing yellow eyes stuck out of its head above four rows of sharp teeth.  It opened its gaping maw wide enough to fit my whole head.

      And from the terrible growl that emanated deep within its throat, I had no doubt that’s what it intended to do.  I definitely wasn’t in Kansas anymore.  I was now in the Olympic sprinting competition.
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      I scrambled to my feet and shot off into the trees to my left.  The creature gave this bone-crushing scream, like that of a deep-throated hound with a sore throat, and took off after me.  I soon learned it was much faster than I, being on four legs and with a stride much greater than mine.

      My heart pounded in my chest.  My lungs pleaded for air.  My legs ached, and still I pressed on.

      The trees parted in front of me, and a large meadow a hundred yards long stretched before me.  Tall grass slowed me, and the uneven ground caused me to stumble.  I lost my balance and tumbled onto the grass.  The heavy stab of the ground made me roll over.  The creature was almost upon me.  Twenty feet.  Ten feet.  I flung up my arm to protect myself against those gnashing teeth.

      The monster had nearly reached me when it let out a terrible scream and crashed onto its side.  Black blood poured out of a wound in one of its front legs.  The creature turned its crushing fangs on the wound and ripped something gray and shimmering from the depths.  The thing spat it upon the ground, and I beheld it was something like an oyster shell.

      I felt a tremble along the ground and twisted around to see a man riding toward me on a pure white horse.  He wore leather pants and tall riding boots, and a cape flapped behind him.  Layers of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Sneak Peek: The Cursebound Prince
      


      		
        A Small Favor
      


      		
        When’s the Next Book?
      


      		
        Series by Mac Flynn
      


      		
        About Mac Flynn
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		A Small Favor


      		Series by Mac Flynn


    


  



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/ravaged1.jpg
THE RAVAGED KINGDOMS BOOK 1

RMCROWNED

KING

MAC FLYNN





