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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      The preschool-aged boy slid his hand from his mom’s and stepped toward a raccoon peeking out at the edge of the woods.

      “Evan, come back here.”

      He didn’t budge.

      The little critter twitched its nose. It was far more interesting than the guide listing off a list of rules to the group.

      Evan knelt and extended his hand toward the cute little creature, who tilted its head.

      “Come here,” his mom said.

      He knew how this game went. She’d eventually get tired of repeating herself and let him do what he wanted.

      Evan inched toward the raccoon. “Are you bored, too?”

      It flicked its tail.

      “Evan!”

      He moved closer to the critter. Another minute or two, and Mom would give up.

      A hand touched his back. “You can’t wander off. We’re going on a hike in the woods.”

      Evan pointed to his new friend. “Look. A raccoon.”

      Mom knelt. “Aw. It’s just a baby.”

      “Where’s his mom?” Evan asked.

      “Probably not far, and she’ll be vicious — grown raccoons are mean. That’s why you need to stay with me.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him back to the group of hikers.

      The guide continued listing off rules.

      Boring.

      But then everyone started walking.

      Walking!

      Evan perked up and looked around. The scenery changed as they entered the forest. There were so many trees it seemed like clouds had covered the sun, blocking the light.

      They followed a trail barely wide enough for the two of them to walk side by side. Leaves brushed against his bare arms. Birds chirped, and the adults all spoke excitedly about a patch of flowers.

      He tried to pull free of Mom’s grip, but she was being insistent today.

      Maybe he’d see something even more interesting than a baby raccoon in the woods. The guide had said something about bears.

      That would be fun. He never saw those back home, though Mom said they were getting closer. She read about it on her phone. Just like she’d read about their hotel that looked like a castle and had a bowling alley and a hundred other things to do inside and out.

      The hike went on forever, and Mom wouldn’t let go of Evan’s hand. Not when they saw a bunny or the two deer. Not even when they’d crossed paths with a group of horse-riders. The other moms let their kids pet the large animals. Mom was scared of horses.

      Finally, they stopped at a lake. There weren’t as many trees, so it was bright and warm again.

      The grown-ups all pulled lunches from their backpacks. Mom and Evan sat with a nice lady and her older son, who only paid attention to his earbuds. The two women chatted about the hike and the hotel.

      Evan scarfed down his organic PB&J on rye, apple slices, a bag of granola, and juice — sack lunches Mom had ordered when she’d signed them up for the hike. He’d wanted the one with cheese puffs and pop.

      Earbud kid got that one.

      Evan shoved his wrappers into the bag and sighed.

      A few kids gathered at the lake’s edge throwing stones. Some skipped across the water.

      “Can I go over there?” he asked.

      Mom was busy talking about the hotel’s spa. She didn’t even hear him.

      A smile tugged on Evan’s mouth. He took her silence as a yes and made his way over to the kids. Glanced back at Mom. Made eye contact, and she nodded in approval.

      He picked up a stone and threw it out as far as he could. It sunk.

      An older boy made fun of him.

      Evan watched the others to figure out how they made the rocks skip. Tried a few times before giving up. There had to be something more interesting to do.

      Movement caught his attention in the trees.

      A brown bunny with a black spot over one eye nibbled on a leaf.

      Evan took a few measured steps.

      It kept eating.

      He inched closer. Glanced back at Mom.

      Still talking to the other lady.

      Evan made his way closer to the bunny. One step, two, three, four.

      It looked up. Spun around. Hopped behind a bush.

      Not to be deterred, Evan raced after it, easily getting around the plants. Couldn’t see the little creature. Its brown fur blended into the shade of the trees.

      “Little bunny, where are you?” he called.

      No movement, no skittering sounds.

      Evan walked in the direction the bunny started. Called out every few moments.

      Stopped at a pile of leaves and branches.

      Something moved.

      His breath hitched.

      Leaves rustled.

      A large rat ambled out, chewing on something and not noticing Evan.

      Why would a rat be chewing gum? And all the way out here in the woods?

      The curiosity was too much.

      Evan scrambled over to the pile and kicked aside a branch the size of his leg.

      Two crows squawked and flew away. A dirty opossum emerged from the pile and hurried away.

      Something smelled bad. Made him cough.

      Evan covered his mouth and kicked more leaves away.

      A brown glove lay there. It was the same color as the dirt.

      Weird place to leave a glove. Maybe it was the same person who dropped the gum the rat was chewing on.

      He leaned a little closer. Dirt clung to it.

      There was also a fingernail on the thumb.

      “Evan!” Mom’s voice rang through the woods.

      He stood up and looked around, realizing how far he’d wandered.

      “I’m here!” he called, and ran toward her voice.

      She appeared between some trees, her face red, then she hugged him so tightly he couldn’t breathe. “I told you not to run off! Come on. We’ve already put the hike behind schedule.”

      “I found a glove back there.”

      “Honey, we have to go.” She pulled him back toward the others.

      “But it has a—”

      “Now.”

      The pile of debris was already out of sight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Two Weeks Later

        

      

    

    
      Chris Avery checked his compass. “We’re going in the right direction. It should only be a little farther.”

      “I don’t recognize any of this,” Blake said.

      They’d gotten a little turned around, and everything in the woods was starting to look the same. But he didn’t want to say anything that would worry the boys.

      “Do you?” Blake asked.

      Chris took a deep breath. “We’re surrounded by trees, not using any premade paths.”

      “That isn’t what I asked.”

      Dustin looked around. “Are we lost?”

      Maverick held up his phone. “There’s no coverage out here.”

      Chris gave his words careful consideration. This was supposed to be bonding time for him and his sons with his new stepson. Their expedition to hunt dinner was a smaller part of the larger week-long camping trip to bring the whole family together. Vanessa and the girls were back at the tents doing something together.

      He wasn’t sure any of the bonding time was doing any good. His three had been playing jokes on their new siblings since they’d set up the tents.

      “Dad?” Dustin asked.

      “We aren’t far.”

      “We’re lost,” Blake said.

      “No, we aren’t.”

      “What about the fish?” Maverick asked.

      “They’ll be fine.” Chris stopped walking and looked around for anything familiar. Checked his compass again.

      “Aren’t they going to go bad?” his stepson asked. “Maybe we should cook them and then find the campsite.”

      “They’re gutted,” Dustin said. “They can wait.”

      “But we can’t put them in a fridge.”

      “We’ll be there soon,” Chris said. “Let’s just focus on getting there.”

      The boys grumbled.

      He marched on ahead. Footsteps sounded behind him. More muttering, but at least they were moving forward and nobody was arguing.

      “Hey,” Maverick said after about five minutes. “I recognize that rock.”

      Chris stopped and turned around.

      “They all look the same,” Blake said.

      “No.” Maverick pointed to a boulder off to the side. “Look how it appears folded on top. I remember thinking it was like a beanie when we were on our way.”

      “You sure it’s the same one?” Chris asked.

      “Positive. You think two rocks look bent over just like that?”

      “Not likely. How far were we from the tents when you noticed it?”

      Maverick looked deep in thought for a moment. “Twenty minutes? Half hour?”

      “Perfect.”

      They all picked up their pace, the boys all practically shoving each other out of the way to get back first. But it was all good-natured.

      Perhaps the camping trip was actually doing some good.

      After what felt like forever, they finally broke through to the clearing. The lake and three tents were a glorious sight.

      “Where are the girls?” Blake asked.

      “Probably off having fun,” Chris said, and set down his supplies. “One of you start the fire. We’ll cook dinner, and I’m sure they’ll return quickly.”

      “I bet they went back to the hotel.”

      “Yeah,” Dustin agreed. “They must’ve gotten tired of waiting for us, and grabbed some food.”

      “Or they’re getting pampered at the spa,” Maverick said.

      The three boys gave each other high-fives and laughed.

      At least they were getting along. And it wasn’t like he could argue their point. Vanessa and Hope hadn’t been thrilled about the idea of camping. The twins had been. They loved exploring, which was how Summer had recently ended up with a broken arm.

      Thankfully, they’d managed to keep from hurting themselves since then. Not only in their new home inside the massive hotel but also in the almost week of camping. Tomorrow, they’d return home.

      Chris still hadn’t managed to sneak away and check on Norm’s gravesite. He’d been rushed, not having the time to dig as deep of a hole as he’d have liked. But he had covered it well with plenty of tree and bush branches.

      At least it was remote. Nobody would accidentally stumble upon it.

      But it continued to haunt him. He couldn’t stop thinking that he hadn’t been careful enough. That somehow this would come back to him.

      Should he have admitted his guilt initially? Norm had attacked him. It was self-defense.

      Kind of. Mostly.

      What other choice did Chris have after Norm figured out that he’d killed before?

      Both times, it was to protect his loved ones. Both men had been threats to his family. Norm, the head of the hotel’s maintenance crew, had not only been stealing from them, but he’d kept the twins’ location a secret when they were missing.

      Anyone else would’ve done the same thing.

      “Dad?” Blake’s voice broke through his thoughts.

      “What?”

      “The fire’s going.”

      “Great.” Chris pulled out the fish, and soon the four of them had dinner cooking.

      Laughter sounded, and a minute later, Vanessa and the girls came into sight.

      His new wife’s face lit up with excitement. “Look at all that fish. We could stay another two days and not go hungry.”

      “No, Mom.” Hope groaned. “You promised we’d go back tomorrow.”

      “Of course we are. You kids have to get registered for your new schools in two days.”

      At that, all the kids complained.

      “Why so soon?” Anya whined. “The first day isn’t for a month. It’s cruel to make us think about it in the middle of the summer.”

      “That’s what the district wants. You get to tell them what sports and clubs you’re interested in. I heard the high school might need a new cheer coach.”

      Hope’s mouth fell open. “What?”

      “You don’t want me as your coach? I’ve done that your whole life until we moved up here to Washington.”

      “Exactly. School is my territory.”

      “And mine,” Maverick said. “But what’s wrong with Mom working there?”

      Hope glared at him. “You’d be singing a different tune if she was talking about coaching football.”

      “That would be weird.”

      She turned back to her mom. “You can’t do this to me. I need a chance to get to know the new kids without being the coach’s kid.”

      “We’ll talk about this later.”

      Hope stormed away, disappearing into the trees.

      Vanessa turned to Chris. “Do you think I shouldn’t look into the coaching position?”

      He gave her a kiss. “You’d be perfect for the job. With your experience, they’d be crazy to turn you down.”

      “But Hope—”

      “Will be fine either way. The other girls will love you, and that will only make her more popular with them. There’s no harm in looking into it. You can always change your mind before school starts.”

      “I suppose you’re right.”

      “I am.” He turned his attention back to the fish, which was cooking faster than expected.

      They managed to get through the meal without anyone bickering. After cleaning up, the kids wanted to swim in the lake. They laughed, splashed, and the kids interacted between families much more naturally than before the trip began.

      Vanessa wrapped her arm around his back and beamed. “Look at them. This is even better than I’d hoped.”

      “I’m glad they’re getting along so soon.”

      The kids stayed in until the sun began to set. Chris called them out for s’mores. It was hectic, but everyone seemed to be having fun. After they ran out of marshmallows and chocolate, Blake told a ghost story.

      Chris watched the twins closely as the tale progressed. They were only ten, and could get scared if his son went too far off the rails. But when he got to the scary part, it was Hope who let out a scream. Her younger sisters both giggled at the twist ending.

      Maverick made fun of his older sister, and she stormed away.

      “Mav,” Vanessa snapped. “Go make sure she’s okay.”

      “She’s just embarrassed.”

      “Because you made fun of her.”

      “If she wasn’t so obsessed with looking perfect, she could laugh at herself, too. I’m not apologizing.”

      Vanessa turned to Chris, her eyes pleading for help in the flickering firelight.

      “Maybe you should check on her.”

      “Fine,” Maverick groaned and got up.

      “Thank you,” Vanessa said.

      He didn’t respond.

      The twins begged for another scary story.

      This time, Dustin told a story. The younger girls were just as enraptured by his story. Even Anya leaned forward, her eyes slightly wider than normal.

      Chris smiled and wrapped his arm around Vanessa. His mind wandered back to Norm’s grave. He’d been wanting to get back there to check on it since burying the man. There hadn’t been time to dig the hole as deeply as he’d wanted, and he kept worrying about animals getting to the remains. All it would take was one small part getting dragged off and discovered.

      Hopefully there would be enough decomposition to hide Chris’s involvement. It wasn’t like he’d wanted to kill the man. He was left with no other choice.

      Why did people have to keep threatening his family? Couldn’t they just leave well enough alone?

      Unfortunately not.

      He glanced toward the cooler. If only he could have packed some beer, but Vanessa had stopped him. She was worried about him. Thought he’d been having a little too much since they’d moved into the hotel. He should’ve packed some bottles with his clothes. That would help put his mind at ease.

      With any luck, he wouldn’t have to deal with anyone else. Things were settling into a nice routine with the hotel. The staff were getting used to the family being there, and with Lucy as the head manager, she appreciated their help. That never would’ve happened with Marcia.

      But she was gone, too. Norm had killed her.

      Who else had the man offed?

      Chris did the world a favor by getting rid of Norm.

      But that didn’t stop the gnawing in his gut every time he thought about him. About the body in these same woods.

      The ghost stories dragged on forever. The kids were taking turns making up stories to frighten each other. It was turning out to be more of a bonding experience than anything else Chris and Vanessa had tried. Even Maverick and Hope joined in after returning.

      By the time they all finally dragged themselves into the tents, Chris was too exhausted to trek through the forest.

      Another night.
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      Hope rolled over, a rock digging into her back. The air smelled like the tent. Next time, she would insist on an air mattress. Or something. Better yet, there wouldn’t be a next time. But the way Mom and Chris were talking, the new family would be camping again before they knew it.

      Not without a mattress. And bug repellant.

      Although she did have to admit she enjoyed the ghost stories the night before. If they’d told those the other nights, it would’ve been more enjoyable. She even made her brother jump when she told her story. Payback.

      At least they were heading back after breakfast. She couldn’t wait to get back to her own room. It didn’t feel like hers yet, but at least it had all her stuff. Better connection for uploading her videos.

      And best of all, Cortez.

      She couldn’t believe her luck. Not only was he incredibly hot, but he was on the hotel staff. Unlike the guests she’d made friends with, he wasn’t going anywhere. He lived there, too. It was just too bad he’d already graduated, so she wouldn’t be able to see him at school in a month when that started. She’d be so busy with classes and cheerleading, they would hardly see each other once school began.

      That made it so hard to decide what to do — if she should go with her feelings and take things to the next level or wait and see what happened with school. It was hard to guess, as she’d never before lived in a hotel or on an island with a small town. She had no way to predict how things would go. Would the kids be a tight clique, like on so many TV shows about small towns? Or would they be normal?

      In her previous schools, both in California and on the mainland in Washington, she’d been popular and well-liked. She really hated all the moving, especially for her senior year. Now, she’d graduate with a bunch of kids she didn’t even know.

      What a year to have to fit into a whole new group. Again.

      She’d do what she had to. Work her way to the top of the cheer squad.

      Maybe having Mom as the coach wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Hope had her sights set on college cheering and then the NFL. But she wasn’t stupid — she knew how brutal the competition was. Everyone who seriously wanted to go that route did.

      That’s why she also kept her grades up. She needed a back-up plan. A degree in something. Who knew what? With any luck, something would jump out at her once she was in college.

      Banging sounded outside the tent. Mom and Chris were probably making breakfast. If she wanted to get back to the hotel sooner rather than later, she should probably help them.

      She maneuvered around the twins and Anya, managing not to wake them, then stepped outside. The lake reflected the sun, nearly blinding her. She covered her eyes and zipped the tent.

      Mom smiled. “You’re up early.”

      “Lots to do. Tomorrow’s school registration, right?”

      Mom’s frown faded. “Do you still feel bad about me considering the coaching position?”

      “No. I spoke without thinking. There’d be nobody better for the job than you.”

      “You really think so?”

      “Of course. And nobody’s going to think it’s weird. I’m just nervous about starting over. But it’ll be good practice for next year, right? I have to start over when I go to college.”

      “True. I hadn’t even thought of it like that. You’re really growing up, aren’t you?”

      Before she could respond, Chris asked for help with whatever was cooking over the fire.

      Hope stumbled over to the table where she found the coffee. At least they could still have that while camping. She didn’t know how she’d get through the week without it. It’d have been better with flavored creamer, but they hadn’t had room to pack that. And besides, they’d be back home soon.

      She could go to one of the coffee stands or places to eat. They had coffee options everywhere.

      Once the caffeine kicked in, she helped Mom and Chris with the food. Turned out to be a big pot of scrambled eggs. She stirred those, then Chris made some bacon. Her mouth watered as it sizzled over the fire.

      The aroma brought out the other kids, one by one, starting with Blake and ending with Maverick.

      After everyone finished breakfast, the packing commenced. At long last.

      It had been the longest week of her life. The cell coverage was spotty at best, and she’d hardly been able to text anyone or upload videos. Not that she wanted the world seeing her with messy hair and minimal makeup. But people would forget about her if she went much longer without posting.

      “Do we all have everything?” Chris asked. “I’m not hiking back out here for any forgotten items.”

      Everyone mumbled that they had everything, and they set out.

      “Do you ever stop checking your phone?” Dustin asked her.

      “I’m looking for coverage.”

      “You don’t enjoy the break?” He looked genuinely curious.

      “And you sound like my mom.”

      “I just like getting away from all the drama. Doesn’t it wear you out ever?”

      She shrugged. “I try to stay ahead of it.”

      He lifted an eyebrow.

      “You’re either ahead of everyone, or you get caught up in the tidal wave.”

      “Or you could stay out of it and enjoy real life.” Dustin waved his hands toward the trees in front of them.

      “And what? Kill animals so we can eat dinner?”

      “Someone has to.”

      “Not really. We can buy meat at the store — or as we’ve been doing lately, grab something at the buffet or whatever.”

      His expression scrunched. “Someone still has to kill the meat, you know.”

      “I don’t have to think about it. Or see the thing alive.” Hope shuddered thinking of the jackrabbits her stepbrothers brought back the first night. None of her friends would believe she ate it. She could hardly believe it herself. At first, she wasn’t going to but then hunger and the mouth-watering smell had won out.

      “You’d feel different if you went out for the hunt. It’s exciting.”

      “If you say so.”

      “It’s a lot better than whatever you were doing while we went hunting and fishing.”

      “Maybe,” she said. “But I don’t want to kill anything.”

      “You eat plenty of meat.”

      “Are you trying to give me a guilt complex?”

      “There’s no reason to feel bad about eating, or killing for, meat. It’s part of the natural process. We’re meant to have the protein. It’s life.”

      “I’d rather not think about it.”

      “You might have fun.”

      She sighed. “I doubt it.”

      “Is it any different from school or social media?”

      Hope gave him a double-take. “What are you talking about?”

      “You fight so hard to get to the top of the food chain in those places. Have to take down others to get there. At least with hunting and fishing, you have something useful to show for it. People get to eat.”

      “Those are nothing alike.”

      “They are.”

      “Whatever.”

      Dustin hurried ahead and caught up with Blake.

      Her stepbrothers were definitely weird. And worse, they were roping Maverick in. He seemed to actually have enjoyed their hunting expeditions. Hadn’t stopped talking about some deer he’d barely missed.

      She was glad it got away. Poor thing probably had a family.

      Maverick handed her the wagon handle. “Your turn.”

      At least it was lighter, since they’d eaten most of the food and drinks they’d brought. Just had some supplies that didn’t fit in their backpacks and other bags.

      The hike back seemed to take twice as long as the one getting there. After she passed the wagon along to the twins, she checked her phone.

      Not only did she have a signal, it was strong.

      She fell back a little farther and recorded a quick video. Her battery wouldn’t hold out much longer. Certainly wouldn’t be able to upload anything until she plugged it in. She’d kept it in airplane mode as much as possible to keep it going.

      Now it had just enough life left for her to text Cortez. She let him know they were almost home.

      Waited for a response. No dancing dots. Not even a read receipt.

      He was probably working. Jobs at the hotel were apparently in high demand, so he couldn’t get away with playing around. And he was aiming to be the head of his department at the age of nineteen.

      Maintenance wasn’t a flashy position, but it kept him in shape — did it ever. Plus it gave him the freedom to go anywhere on the property. That had come in handy numerous times since they’d met. Made it easier for her to spend time with him, even when he was on the clock.

      She finally put her phone away and caught up with the others. Another half hour, and the massive building came into sight.

      Maverick slowed until she caught up with him, and they walked together.

      He pointed to the gorgeous structure that looked more like a castle than a hotel. “I wish our section looked like that.”

      “Right?” she said. “Instead, we get the part that’s stuck back forty years ago. That shag carpet in the hallway is so groovy.”

      He snickered. “At least it isn’t as bad as the haunted areas.”

      “You really think it’s haunted?”

      “Both those ghost-chasing shows found evidence. Plus, I always feel like someone’s watching me.”

      “Probably just cameras.”

      “No. Not like that. Like someone unseen is staring. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. That sort of thing. You haven’t felt it?”

      “I don’t want to. That’s why I’ve avoided those old areas as much as possible.”

      They talked about how they’d upgrade their part of the hotel if Mom and Chris let them. It made the time go faster until they finally reached the cracked, mossy part of the building that guests didn’t ever see.

      Because they’d run if they did.

      A faint musty odor welcomed them as they entered the back of the building. It wasn’t something she’d noticed before. Must’ve been due to a week of fresh forest air. A dim light overhead flickered before going out.

      “One more thing to fix,” Chris said.

      “Or we could just remodel.” Hope forced a smile.

      “That would be so much simpler.”

      She scowled at him.

      Just down the hall, they came to the door to their house. It was still weird to think that an entire house — and a huge one at that — fit into a hotel. But it did. And they lived there.

      The building had originally been a mansion. Maybe a sanatorium before that, but nobody could say for sure. Although seeing some of the rooms in the abandoned part of the building did make it convincing.

      Hope shoved those thoughts from her mind and rushed upstairs to her room, having a sudden burst of energy being so close to her space.

      She dropped her bags and closed the door. Headed for her bed to collapse, but stopped.

      Something felt off.

      Tiny hairs stood on the back of her neck. Her skin crawled down her back.

      Hope turned around slowly, expecting to see someone. But she was alone. The feeling of being watched didn’t go away.

      She checked her closet, under the bed, behind all the furniture. Even looked out the window.

      Nothing.

      Maverick was to blame. He’d been talking about ghosts.

      She shoved the thoughts aside, not about to let anything get in her way of enjoying being back home. After dumping out her bag on the bed, she plugged in her phone and synced the new videos and photos with her laptop.

      It would take another ten minutes or so because of all the pictures she’d taken over the camping trip, so she sorted her things. Dirty clothes into the hamper. Clean clothes in there, too. Everything was contaminated with dirt and campfire smoke.

      Including herself.

      She pulled off her socks, throwing them into the hamper, then gathered some clean clothes from the drawers. After picking out some trendy shorts and a top, she opened her underwear drawer.

      Everything was scattered, lying around messily.

      She always folded them before putting them inside.

      Always.

    

  


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/sc-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/recluse-island-ebook-2_fa.jpg
RECLUSE TISLAND BOOK 2

STACY CLAFLIN

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR






