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      ‘I got stuck in an elevator with a Christmas elf,’ was not a sentence Zoë Farraday ever thought she would have to utter. And to have it happen in the building of her brand spanking new job kind of made the entire situation worse. Of course, she had to then have a melt-down in front of him to make her humiliation complete. Asking him to come home with her for Christmas and pretend to be her boyfriend was madness and her only excuse was the trauma of her near-death experience by way of plummeting elevator. Or perhaps the way he filled out that elf costume momentarily melted her brain. It may also have had something to do with her mother’s meddling and the very real possibility of being set up with one of her dad’s colleagues that pushed her over the edge.

      

      She didn’t think he’d accept.

      

      Blake Austin—AKA the Christmas Elf—spent the previous twelve months back-packing around the world attempting to ‘find himself.’ Growing up as the middle child in a family that only ever cared about the almighty dollar messed him up and his only redemption was to escape the toxic environment and find out who he really was when all the trappings of wealth were stripped away. Now he was back and determined to mend the ragged, torn seams of his family, and Christmas was the perfect time to do it.

      

      Except, none of his family planned to be in the country.

      

      Abandoned at Christmas by his family made the outrageous proposal from Zoë more than tempting. And it didn’t hurt that she was a knock-out.

      

      It was only for a week and it was only pretend…what could go wrong?
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      ‘What are you doing calling me in the middle of the day?’ Zoë asked as she slid into the back of an Uber. She held her hand over the receiver and leaned forward to the driver. ‘Sorry,’ she mouthed to him, and he waved her comment away with a smile.

      ‘I just wanted to check that we were still on for tonight,’ Willa replied.

      ‘Oh god yes,’ Zoë said, tipping her head back to rest against the seat and closing her eyes. ‘I need chocolate, wine, and someone to talk me off a ledge.’

      ‘Oh no. What’s going on? I thought you were over Tanner.’

      ‘Tanner is not the problem,’ Zoë replied with a sigh. ‘It’s my mother.’

      ‘You told her,’ Willa said with a gasp.

      ‘I didn’t have a choice. The woman already knew. It’s spooky. She has this ESP thing.’

      ‘God. What did she say?’

      ‘Apparently Ryan is back in town and single.’

      ‘Your high school boyfriend?’

      ‘The very one. Not only that, but there’s a new doctor at my dad’s practice. According to my Mum, he’s ‘single and ready to mingle!’’

      ‘Oh god. She didn’t actually say that, did she?’

      ‘Word for fucking word,’ Zoë replied. ‘I love her, I really do, but she needs to butt the fuck out of my life. After the whole ‘Tanner Affair’—’

      ‘Is that what we’re calling it now? ‘The Tanner Affair?’’ Willa asked, interrupting.

      ‘Well, it’s better than ‘That Time Tanner Screwed Me and Took My Job.’’

      ‘True. Plus, it’s shorter and easier to say.’

      ‘I am so over men,’ Zoë sighed. ‘I’m just going to focus on my career and be the crazy rich aunt who spoils all the nieces and nephews and turns my sisters green with envy at my fabulous life.’

      ‘And your mother?’

      Zoë exhaled roughly. ‘I just have to get through Christmas unscathed and avoid all her attempts at setting me up with every eligible bachelor within a two hundred kilometre radius of Hope Springs.’

      ‘The offer still stands,’ Willa said. ‘You’re welcome to spend Christmas with Jonathon and me.’

      ‘Thanks babe, but if I don’t go home for Christmas, my mother is very likely to bring Christmas to me. I do not have room in my tiny apartment for the Farraday clan and extended family. Twenty-five people, Willa. Twenty-five! Good god, I’m going to lose my fucking mind by New Year’s Eve.’

      Willa laughed. ‘Maybe you need to find someone to take with you as a buffer. Or take your mum up on one of her eligible bachelors. It might be a pleasant distraction from all those pesky relatives.’

      ‘Do you know where I can hire a male escort for the week?’ Zoë said, only half joking.

      ‘No, but maybe Jonathon knows—’

      ‘No,’ Zoë said. ‘I will not take your soon-to-be husband’s pity dates to Christmas with my family.’

      ‘Suit yourself,’ Willa said. ‘But you’re still coming tonight, right?’

      ‘I’ll be there with bells on,’ Zoë replied.

      ‘Excellent.’

      Zoë disconnected the call as the car stopped in front of the building that would be her new workplace. Fucking Tanner had made it impossible to stay in her old job. The new position didn’t start until the new year, but she didn’t mind the few weeks of being unemployed. She’d needed it after the way it all went down at FMR. The directors of the company had shortened the full name—Foreplay Market Research—after one too many requests by adult product lines for product testing. When the founder of the business had come up with the name, he hadn't realised the implications. Zoë felt sorry for his wife if he didn't know what foreplay was. But that had little to no impact on her current circumstances and the fallout from ‘The Tanner Affair.’ She’d given the company five dedicated years and then one arsehole went and fucked it all up. She should have trusted her gut when it came to Tanner Michaels and not let him charm his way into her panties. He’d fucked her and then fucked her over by stealing the promotion that should have been hers with the work she'd done that he’d taken credit for. He’d graciously asked her to work as his ‘right-hand-man.’ She hadn’t realised how much it hurt to slap someone in the face. But it was a good pain. Cathartic.

      Zoë stepped through the doors of Austin Industries and sighed in appreciation of the cool air-conditioning. It was so hot that she could feel rivulets of sweat roll down her back and the air-conditioning set to sub-zero temperatures was a welcome reprieve. She took a breath of the frigid air and banished ‘The Tanner Affair’ to the vault in the back of her brain. She refused to bring him with her into her new life. New year. New job. New Zoë. No more falling for sweet words and charming men. The next time she got close to getting screwed, it would be on her terms, and she’d be the one walking away with a smug smile on her face when it was done.

      The phone in her hand rang, and she groaned as she looked at the display. She’d been dodging her mother’s calls and the temptation to hit ignore right now was powerful. Instead, she swallowed her irritation and tapped answer, lifting the phone to her ear.

      ‘Hi Mum, I can’t talk now. I’m just about to go in and sign the contracts for my new job.’

      ‘Okay, this won’t take a minute. I just wanted to check that you got that bottle of beer your father has been talking about.’

      ‘I got it,’ she said. ‘You know it cost me seventy-five dollars? How can beer cost so much…it’s just beer?’

      ‘Craft beer, sweetheart. Aged in oak barrels and bottled on the night of a full moon.’

      Zoë rolled her eyes. Her dad’s obsession with craft beer had gotten a little out of hand. He had a cellar…for beer. Zoë liked a cold one just as much as the next person, but beer was still just beer.

      ‘So, you’re still coming by yourself?’ her mother said, too casually.

      ‘At this stage,’ Zoë replied through gritted teeth. ‘I’ll let you know if anything changes.’

      ‘I just wanted to make sure, you know, for catering purposes. Ryan popped in to see us the other day. He asked about you.’

      ‘Sorry mum, you’re breaking up.’ Zoë made totally credible (not) crackling noises into her phone. ‘I’ll call later.’ She stabbed the disconnect button on the screen and tipped her head back. Christmas was going to be a nightmare.

      

      Shaking off the call from her mother, Zoë crossed the lobby to the reception desk. The cool interior was decorated for the holiday season with a tall white and silver tree decorated in silver and blue baubles. Large blue balls, bigger than her head, hung from the swags of thick silver tinsel that were draped across the high ceiling.

      ‘Hi. I’m here to see Rebecca Fitzpatrick,’ she said to the man behind the desk.

      ‘Just take the elevator to the fifth floor,’ he said.

      ‘Thank you.’

      She saw the elevator doors closing, and she ran, sticking her fingers between them just in time. She flicked her hair back and stepped into the car, and then did a double take. Standing in the elevator's corner was an elf. A fucking Christmas elf. This was no cute elf on a shelf. This was a full-size, living, breathing, delicious man dressed as an elf. Striped stockings over long, lean, muscular legs that ended in soft, felt shoes with a curly toe and a jingle bell on the tip of each. A red shorty jumpsuit which stretched across wide shoulders and was secured with a wide black belt across a firm, flat stomach. A floppy Santa hat with another jingle bell on the point finished the outfit. He was committed, that was for sure. And hot. So hot. So hot she felt her own temperature rise just by being in the same proximity with him. What happened to the air-conditioning?

      Zoë swallowed as they made eye contact. The side of his mouth turned up in a smirk.

      ‘Have you been a good girl this year?’ he asked.

      ‘Nope,’ she said, finding her voice and forcing herself to match his smirk with one of her own. ‘I’ve been a very, very bad girl.’

      His eyes flicked over her and deepened to a dark blue. ‘I’ll make sure to let Santa know,’ he said, and his deep voice skipped over her skin like a caress.

      Forcing her eyes away from him, she pressed the button for her floor and faced forward, suppressing the urge to turn back and look at him again. She could feel his eyes on her and clenched everything together so she didn’t shiver with anticipation. Hadn’t she just sworn off men? Was this fate testing her?

      It was the longest five floors of her life and she practically held her breath the whole way. Tinny piped Christmas music played in the otherwise silent elevator as it ascended. Zoë wasn’t the type of person to make idle small talk with a stranger in an elevator, but she had questions. Who wouldn’t? The guy was dressed as an elf. Admittedly, it was only a couple of weeks away from Christmas and every shopping centre from here to the back of Burke had a Santa in their crowded halls, but Austin Industries hardly seemed the type of place to employ an elf for their staff. And then there was the costume itself. It was December and hot. One of the hottest Decembers on record and he was covered in head to toe elf costume. Wasn’t he…hot? Obviously he was hot in the eye-candy way, but wouldn’t he overheat in all that…polyester? Zoë was hot and was cursing her choice of long pants and satin blouse. A cotton dress would have been more appropriate for the weather, if not quite appropriate for work wear.

      The other thing that bothered her was that he looked so casual about it. Like, hey I’m just an elf chillin’ in an elevator, as if he did it every day. She needed to know the answers to her questions and just as she was about to give in to her curiosity and turn back to him, the elevator came to a stop and the doors whooshed open. She stepped through the opening and turned back to him. He lifted his eyes and met hers with a small smile.

      ‘Merry Christmas,’ she said, and then felt like a complete moron as she walked away. Did she hear a chuckle as the doors closed?

      ‘Hi, can I help you?’

      Zoë smiled at the woman behind the desk. ‘Yes. I have an appointment with Rebecca Fitzpatrick.’

      ‘You’re Zoë Farraday?’

      ‘That’s right.’

      ‘Great. Take a seat and she’ll be right with you.’

      Zoë had barely sat down when a woman stepped through a glass door to the side.

      ‘Zoë?’

      She stood and smiled. ‘Hi. I’m Zoë.’

      ‘Great to finally meet you,’ Rebecca said, tipping forward and extending her hand. Zoë shook it confidently.

      ‘And you,’ she replied.

      ‘Come on through and we’ll get these employment contracts sorted.’ Zoë followed her through the glass door and down a long hall. ‘I’m so glad we could get together before the company closes down for the Christmas break. It makes your induction week a whole lot easier when we have all the details squared away.’

      ‘No problem,’ Zoë said, taking the seat Rebecca directed her to in a small office. There were no hints of the Christmas season on this floor. The elf in the elevator was a definite anomaly.

      Rebecca slid a file across the desk and talked her through the contract. It was all the usual stuff; superannuation, non-disclosure agreement, tax information, and her personal details. She signed her life away and the boulder that had been sitting on her chest since the day Tanner had stabbed her in the back finally lifted. This was good. FMR had been a great place to work, but when the executives had taken Tanner’s word over hers, she knew it was time to move on. Austin Industries had an impressive reputation, and she was looking forward to getting stuck in.

      ‘We’re all done,’ Rebecca said with a smile. ‘This is your ID badge and your swipe card. I’ll be here to meet you on January seventh to show you around the offices and introduce you to everyone. There’ll be another person starting with you that day, and you’ll be working together for a few weeks before we split you off into your own accounts. Sound good?’

      Zoë’s smile turned brittle. ‘No problem,’ she said and then swallowed, collecting her thoughts. ‘I was under the impression there was only one position,’ she said casually.

      Rebecca sighed. ‘There was, but Mr. Austin’s brother is returning unexpectedly to the country, so they’re putting him to work.’

      ‘O-kay,’ Zoë said, slowly. ‘And what does that mean for me?’

      Rebecca smiled brightly. ‘Nothing. Don’t worry, it will be fine. There’s enough work for both of you.’

      Zoë nodded, but the weight that had so recently lifted thumped back down heavily on her chest. The boss’s brother. Great. Just what she needed. Competition with the favourite.
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      The elf—AKA Blake Austin—stepped out of the elevator on the top floor. He felt his chest tighten as the familiar scent of money and compromised ideals surrounded him. How many times had he come here, excited to see his father, only to be disappointed yet again when he left? He didn’t think today would be any different.

      The jingle bells of his costume rang gaily as he walked down the hall from the elevator. He’d gotten a few weird stares from people, but not as many as he’d expected. The woman in the elevator was just bursting with questions and he would have gladly answered them for her if only she’d turned around. Blake sighed. A missed opportunity, for sure, but he hadn’t come back to Melbourne just to fall into the same old patterns.

      ‘Blake?’

      He smiled at the shocked PA. ‘Hey Janey. Is my brother in?’

      She nodded in jerky movements. Blake didn’t have to wear the costume here, but he couldn’t resist. His brother would hate it.

      ‘You can go on through,’ she said, finding her voice.

      He grinned at her and handed her a red and white striped candy cane with a wink.

      The big oak door still intimidated him. He wasn’t twelve anymore, and it wasn’t his father on the other side, but the memories of the past had a particularly nasty habit of popping out, unannounced and at the most unwelcome times. He swallowed and plastered a wide, carefree smile on his face as he opened the door and stepped into the spacious corner office.

      Jack sat at a large mahogany desk with the Melbourne skyline shimmering behind him through the glass of the floor to ceiling windows. Blake’s step hitched as an almost identical picture superimposed itself over reality. Jack looked so much like their father sitting there that it was almost as if he had stumbled through a wormhole into the past.

      Jack looked up, his eyes going wide momentarily before narrowing and his mouth twisting in a sneer. ‘Really, Blake?’

      ‘Where’s your Christmas spirit, big brother?’ Blake asked, sauntering into the room and flopping into one of the chairs that were artfully arranged around a coffee table to show off the view and make the guest aware of just how powerful Austin Industries was.

      Jack rolled his eyes and pushed up from his desk, taking a moment to buzz Janey and ask for refreshments, before crossing the office and settling into the throne—ah, wingback chair—opposite Blake.

      ‘You thought this was appropriate attire to meet your boss in?’ Jack asked with a raised eyebrow.

      ‘What happened to you?’ Blake said, squinting his eyes at his brother. ‘You used to have a sense of humour—oops, wait. No. That’s right. You never had a sense of humour. I’m pretty sure Mum told me you were born wearing a three-piece suit with stick up your arse.’

      Jack made a point of sighing dramatically while rolling his eyes. The office door opened and Janey walked in with a tray of coffees, two bottles of water and a plate of Tim Tams.

      ‘You remembered!’ Blake said, with a grin for Janey.

      ‘I figured you’d been out of the country and hadn’t had a fix in a while,’ she said with a small smile. She looked at Jack, took in his furrowed brow, and her smile dropped. ‘I’ll hold your calls—’

      ‘Don’t bother,’ Jack said. ‘This won’t take long.’

      Blake leaned forward and snagged two of the chocolate biscuits, waiting for Janey to leave the room before he spoke. ‘I don’t remember you being such a bastard,’ he said mildly, before biting into a biscuit.

      ‘You may have forgotten that this is a place of business,’ Jack said. ‘We don’t all have the luxury of gallivanting around the world and living off the profits that other people work hard for.’

      ‘Gallivanting around the world? Is that what you think I’ve been doing for the last twelve months? Didn’t you read my travel blog, big brother?’

      ‘I have better things to do than read The Adventures of a Poor little Rich Boy.’

      ‘That’s a cool name. I should have called my blog that.’ Blake tossed the rest of his uneaten Tim Tam on his plate and brushed his hands off. ‘Why did you ask me to come in?’ he asked, his voice serious. ‘It obviously wasn’t to discuss my gap year.’

      ‘Gap year?’ Jack snorted. ‘You’re not a uni student taking a year off before buckling down to study, Blake. You’re a grown-arse man and it’s about time you remembered it.’

      ‘It was a gap year,’ Blake said. ‘For me. I needed a break from being an ‘Austin.’ I needed to find out who I was and how I fit into the world.’

      ‘You can’t run away from being an Austin,’ Jack said. ‘It’s in your blood. And as for who you are and where you fit? You’re the second son of Stephen Austin, grandson to Jack Austin Senior, and part of this company and this family.’

      Blake snorted. ‘Aren’t the company and the family the same thing?’

      ‘It’s about time you realised that.’ Jack took a breath. ‘You need to sign some paperwork,’ he said. ‘The office closes at the end of the week and I’d like to get all the loose ends tied up before the Christmas break.’

      ‘Fine,’ Blake said. ‘Where do I sign?’

      Blake hadn’t come here to fight with his brother, but it was far too easy to slip back into the roles they’d played for so many years. His time away from the family had given him a new perspective on what life was really all about. He’d come back with a changed attitude and a determination to build bridges and maybe find a way to rebuild the family that had fractured from neglect.

      Jack got up and stalked to his desk, grabbing a file and returning. He handed it to Blake with a pen. Blake flipped the file open and let his eyes skim through the document. With each line of the contract, the band around his chest tightened.

      ‘Are you sure you want this?’ he asked Jack.

      ‘It’s time you started working in the company instead of living off your trust fund.’

      Blake exhaled slowly, tamping his temper. He leaned forward, laying the contract on the coffee table and signing his name; sealing his fate. He handed it back to Jack, who gave it a cursory glance before turning and going back to his desk, effectively dismissing Blake.

      Blake shook his head slowly as he got to his feet. It looked like the meeting was over. So much for reconnecting with his brother.

      ‘So about Christmas?’ Blake asked.

      ‘What about it?’ Jack replied, not looking up from the work in front of him.

      ‘I thought we could do a big thing at the house. You know, dinner and a tree. You and the kids could stay over and we could all do Christmas morning together.’

      Jack lifted his head and looked at Blake strangely. He opened his mouth to answer, but the intercom on his desk buzzed.

      ‘Yes, Janey?’

      ‘Call for you on line one. Ashby Chocolates.’

      ‘Put it through.’ Jack looked up at Blake. ‘We’ll talk more about it at dinner tonight,’ he said. He looked back down at his desk and smiled. ‘Jonathon, hi. I’m glad we could finally connect.’

      Blake turned from the man he’d idolised as a kid and walked out of the office. He smiled to Janey as he passed her desk and pushed the button for the elevator. Well. That could have gone better.

      

      Did he really think the meeting with his brother would be any different? They had been cast in their respective roles from a young age, and it seemed Jack was bound and determined to stick to the script. He was the eldest, the one destined to take over the family business. The golden child who’d been the recipient of all their father’s attention. Not love, never love. Love was for the weak, according to his old man. And Jack had conformed to the mould, becoming a perfect cookie cut-out of their father. He was even going prematurely grey, just like dear old dad did.

      He was yet to see Rory, their younger sister, but he imagined she hadn’t broken her mould either. The baby and a girl, little had been expected of her except to smile prettily and marry well. She revelled in it, not that Blake could blame her. She was daddy’s little girl and had the old man twisted around her little finger. Rory always got away with everything. She just had to batt her eyelashes or work up a few strategic tears and Stephen Austin would crumble like a house of cards. They were lucky Rory was such a sweetheart, or they could’ve ended up with a real monster.

      That left Blake. Middle child. The spare to Jack’s heir. He’d always felt like he didn’t quite measure up to his older brother. In the eyes of their father, he was never quite smart enough or accomplished enough or ambitious enough. So why try? Blake had busted his gut as a kid just for the chance that his father might validate him in some small way. But when someone gets kicked in the teeth enough times, they stop caring, so Blake stopped trying. And then he discovered girls and cars and just how useful a trust fund could be.

      Which all led to Sasha and the moment of brilliant clarity. He was lucky he’d found out about her before it was too late. He’d fancied himself in love. She’d been more interested in adding his last name to hers and what that would do for her bank account and her social standing.

      But that was all in the past, and Blake had come back to Melbourne to reconnect with his family and somehow try to bring them together. They were family, after all. Bound by blood. Didn’t that guarantee that they could have some sort of relationship?

      He snorted to himself as he stepped into the elevator. He wasn’t as naïve as all that, but it was a nice thought. What better time than Christmas to try to mend those connections that had suffered from neglect and carelessness? Christmas was all about family and forgiveness and unconditional love, right?

      The tinny Christmas music serenaded him with songs of snow and roasting chestnuts, while the city outside baked under the scorching summer sun. He’d spent his last Christmas backpacking in Iceland—a far cry from the summer heat of Australia. Christmas was different in the northern hemisphere, but it didn’t make a good old Aussie Christmas any less special. There may not be snow and ice skating and Frosty the Snowman, but there was seafood and pavlova and ice cold beer to wash it all down. Not to mention backyard cricket and mangoes and…Blake sighed. Who was he kidding? A good old Aussie Christmas was just as foreign to him as a traditional English Christmas was. His family was hardly the backyard cricket type.

      The elevator slowed, and the doors whooshed open. The woman from before stepped through the doors and stopped when she saw him, a slow smile spreading across her face. He smiled in return. She was cute in her business suit, and her dark hair cascading over her shoulders in soft waves. Not that he was interested. The last thing he wanted was to get involved with anyone who was in the least way tied to Austin Industries. He didn’t want to get involved with anyone, not yet, anyway. Not until he found his feet and settled into some sort of normalcy. Coming home was about reconnecting with family with an eye to starting his own. Sasha had burned him, but his time away had shown him not all relationships had to be that way and not all families had to be as cold as his. If he was honest with himself, that’s what he really craved. Family. Connection. He wouldn’t get that by being involved with someone from the company; someone who knew exactly who he was and what his last name meant.

      ‘Are you just riding the elevator today?’ the woman asked as she punched the button for the lobby.

      ‘Something like that,’ he replied, looking down at his phone and grimacing. You’d think with all this technology, they’d have found a way to make cell phones work in elevators.

      ‘Problem?’ she asked as the elevator resumed its descent.

      He lifted his eyes to hers, struck by the sparkle he saw in them. He held up his phone. ‘No cell service,’ he replied.

      ‘Waiting on an important call from Santa?’

      ‘Gotta update the Naughty or Nice list,’ he replied, flashing her a smile.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.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/chrisbill-illust-copy.jpg
sy Sl Ao

%

THENYOUNG BILLIONAIRES
BOOK 6

EMMA L





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





OEBPS/images/blake--zoe-download.jpg
FREE DOWNLOAD

THIS BONUS BLAKE & ZOE STORY
ISNOT AVAILABLE ANYWHERE ELSE!

IT’S EASTER AND TIME
FOR BLAKE AND ZOE
TO HEAD BACKTO
WINDAROA FOR A
MUCH DESERVED
VACATION..IF BLAKE
COULD JUST

v Iz CONVINCE ZOETO
A BLAKE & ZOE BONUS STORY PUT HER DAMNED

PHONE AWAY!

CONTINUE THE STORY OF BLAKE & ZOE IN THIS
BONUS NOVELLA THAT ISN'T AVAILABLE ANYWHERE ELSE!

CLICKTHE LINK BELOW TO SIGN UP TO EMMA'S NEWSLETTER
AND DOWNLOAD THIS FREE BONUS STORY
THE NEWSLETTER IS PACKED WITH EXCITING NEWS AND UPDATES
INCLUDING EXCLUSIVE PRE-ORDER LINKS FOR FUTURE BOOKS, EXTRA
BONUS STORIES AND OTHER FREE BOOKS!

DOWNLOAD MY
FREE BOO








