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        A night filled with haunting thrills…

      

      

      

      
        
        Winter is mourning what would have been. Being dumped on her birthday feels like the end of the world.

      

      

      

      
        
        In the shadows of the carnival, Halloween brings unexpected magic when she crosses paths with Fang, a member of the Iron Devils MC. Dangerous, alluring, and full of mystery—Fang sparks a flicker of hope amid her misery.

      

      

      

      
        
        With pasts overshadowed by pain, Fang and Winter find solace in one another.

      

      

      

      
        
        As the dangers of Fang’s life come to light, Winter must choose. Will she open her heart and let love in?
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        This book is a work of fiction.

        It is meant for entertainment purposes only.

        Any inaccuracies within the pages are meant to enhance the story.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Winter

      

      

      

      Could today get any worse? Of course, that asshat had to do this on today of all days—my birthday. Staring at the text message on my phone, I blow out a frustrated breath and wipe away the lone tear that trails down my cheek.

      
        
          
            
              
        Billy:

      

      
        Hey, Win, I think it’s time to see other people.

      

      

      

      

      

      I didn’t even get a happy birthday, just a I think it’s time to see other people text. Last night he was telling me how much he loves me, and today he’s breaking up with me. What a jerk. I can’t believe I wasted two years with that idiot.

      Ping. Ping. Ping.

      Jelly’s name flashes on the screen. Unlocking my cell phone, I open the text from my best friend.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        You have got to see this.

      

      

      

      

      

      The next text is a screenshot of Billy’s social media post. It’s a picture of him and Shelbi at Scoop Express, the ice cream place he took me to every Friday. His arm is around her shoulders, and the caption reads: Out having a quick snack with my girl. His girl? Seriously? We broke up less than five minutes ago.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        I’m gonna kick his ass.

      

      

      

      

      

      Pain like a thousand shards of glass slicing my heart forces me to my knees. I thought his stupid breakup text was bad. This is so much worse. How long has he been seeing Shelbi? Were they together while we were? A sob builds in my throat until I can’t hold it back any longer.

      Dropping my phone, I clutch my chest with one hand while falling forward onto the other. I feel dumb for crying over Billy. A man who treats me this way doesn’t deserve my tears, yet I can’t help but shed them.

      Ping. Ping. Ping. Ping.

      It’s probably Jelly. I should text her back. If I don’t, she’ll just rush over here. The last thing I need is for her to come to my rescue when I know she’s needed at work. Reaching for the device, I read her texts through the tears pooling in my eyes. Which is not an easy task, my friends.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        Winter, are you okay?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        Of course, you’re not okay. What the hell was I thinking. You need me to come over?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        I should come over.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jelly:

      

      
        That’s it, I’m calling in to work and coming over.

      

      

      

      

      

      Blinking the tears from my eyes, I tilt my head back and pinch the bridge of my nose. Will that stop the flow? I don’t know, but it’s worth a shot. I can’t keep crying over someone who would toss me aside so easily.

      Just as I knew she would, Jelly is going to ditch work to sit with me. I love her to death, but the last thing I feel like doing is having my best friend hold my hand. Having people feel sorry for me makes me feel like a burden. That’s the last thing I want.

      I think I’ll tell her I’m good then go dig the salted caramel ice cream out of the freezer and eat my feelings.

      
        
          
            
              
        No. Go to work, I’m fine.

      

      

      

      

      

      There is no response, so I assume she is on her way to work. Tossing my cell phone on the bed, I head to the kitchen for that salted caramel and a spoon. My heart is heavy, and my eyes have a steady stream of tears. Its official, today is the worst day of my life, and it’s only a little after noon.

      I hope Billy has a miserable life.

      Is it too harsh to wish that on someone, especially someone who has been your boyfriend for the last two years? Maybe. Do I care? Hell no. That man just betrayed me in the worst way. I hope Karma comes and bites his ass good.

      Kicking back in the recliner, I switch the TV on and scroll through movies. The minute Twilight fills the screen, I know this will be my heartbreak companion. I hit play and dig my spoon into the cold creaminess in the paperboard tub.

      The sweet ice cream numbs my tongue and gives me brain freeze, but I welcome it. This sensation gives me something else to focus on. Even if it’s only for just a minute. Now, if it could numb my heart as well, then I’d be set.

      Once the pain in my head dissipates, I scoop another spoonful. Just as I open wide for another bite, my front door swings open. I scream because I was not expecting anyone. Jelly strolls in like she owns the place and hangs her purse on the coatrack.

      My best friend treks across the room, takes the spoon from my hand, and shoves it in her mouth. We’ve been best friends for as far back as I can remember, eating and drinking after one another is no biggie. “If you’re going to sit here and wallow in self-pity, I’m joining you.”

      “Uh, no you’re not.” I snatch the spoon from her hand. “You have work.”

      “Screw work.” She slides into the oversized chair with me. “It will still be there tomorrow. Trust me, they have it covered.”

      This is why Jelly is my person. No matter what I’m going through, if I need her, she’s there. She’s a no questions asked, ride or die, I’ve got your back kind of friend. Angelica Myers, aka Jelly, is my rock in time of need. The one I trust with my very life.

      A tub of ice cream and a package of Oreos later, Jelly is dragging me from my cozy recliner. She is totally ruining my Edward vibe, but does she care? Nope, not even a little. “Come on, Winter, you cannot wallow all day. It’s your birthday for crying out loud, and our favorite holiday. The bikers are hosting this year’s Halloween Carnival. We are not going to miss this.”

      I do my best to tug free, but my bestie has an iron grip on my wrist. “Jelly, seriously, I don’t feel like celebrating tonight.” Once we enter my bedroom, she releases me and heads straight for the closet. When I see her reaching for my costume, I freak. “No,” I shout.

      Jumping back, my best friend turns on her heels, eyes wide. “What the hell, Win?”

      “Sorry.” Damn, my emotions are out of control. “I am not wearing that. That’s the Bonnie to Billy’s Clyde.”

      Jelly rips the costume from the hanger. “Then we’re burning this shit.” She storms from the room yelling over her shoulder. “We’ll go shopping.”

      “I’d rather not.” I follow her to the kitchen where she deposits the Bonnie outfit into the trash.

      “It’s not up for debate.” Her phone beeps and she pulls it from her back pocket to check the text message. With a frown, she types a quick reply and shuts off the device. “Get some shoes on, we’re getting you all sexy for tonight.”

      Sexy? What the hell is she talking about? “What’s this all about?”

      “Nothing.” It’s not nothing, I can see it in her eyes. There’s a fire there that wasn’t before. It can only be about one person. Billy.

      Just the thought of him causes my stomach to twist in knots. Again. “What was that text about?”

      “You don’t want to know.” Nodding her head toward my bedroom, she says, “Get some shoes and let’s bounce.”

      Getting out of the house will do me good, I know it will. So, instead of resisting, I trek to my room for shoes. My cell phone lies on the bed. I totally forgot about it. Funny how heartache can do that to a person. Because I can’t seem to help myself, I open social media and check Billy’s posts.

      The first post I see is of him and Shelbi sitting on the hood of his car, kissing. Like a glutton for punishment, I continue scrolling. Photo after photo of the two of them. Though it hurts to look, I can’t seem to stop myself from clicking on each photo and zooming in. Billy may have stuck the knife in my heart, but I’m the one that keeps twisting the blade.

      Sliding on a pair of shoes, I grab my purse and sling it over my shoulder. Jelly is standing by the front door. Turmoil must be evident on my face because she wraps her arms around me in a bear hug. “It’ll be okay, Win. I promise.” Ushering me out the door, she adds, “And I will kick his ass seven ways to Tuesday, just say the word.”

      “As much as I’d love that, it’s not necessary.” What would it solve anyway? It would only bring me a sliver of happiness, and it wouldn’t last long. So, why bother. Besides, he’s the kind of guy that would send her to jail for delivering a slice of justice.

      There’s a look in my best friend’s eyes. One I can’t quite decipher, and I wonder what she is up to. With Jelly there’s no telling. She could already have a hitman on his way to Billy’s. Okay, that’s a bit extreme, my bestie would never hire another person to commit murder. That’s not her style. Yet, I have to wonder what it is she’s done.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Fang

      

      

      

      What the hell did I get roped into? Carnival games, candy, pop music, and costumes. Sinner has lost his damn mind, signing us—and by us, I mean the Iron Devils MC—up to host the Halloween Carnival. I hate these loud obnoxious games, the cringy pop music, and the god-awful costumes. The only good thing about this place is the endless supply of Snickers.

      I wonder if Sinner would notice if I took off.

      Just as I turn to make my escape, Sinner steps out from behind the kissing booth. “Not thinking about running off, are ya?”

      How does this man know every move before I even make it? It’s like he’s a wizard or something. “No, of course not.”

      The grin that crosses his face says that he doesn’t buy my lie. Honestly, I didn’t expect him to. The man is President, or Prez as we call him, of the Iron Devils. He can smell a lie a mile away. Good thing Sinner is my uncle, otherwise the man may have cut off my balls and fed them to me. “Good, I want you overseeing the Haunted House.”

      Great, just what I had hoped for, screaming girls running around in the dark. Somebody shoot me now.

      “Oh, Ramon is bringing you a costume.” Just as I open my mouth to protest—because let’s face it, I haven’t worn a Halloween costume since I was ten years old—Sinner pins me with a hard glare. “Wear the damn costume, that ain’t a request.”

      Well, screw me. Just as Sinner enters the tent where the fortune teller is set up, Ramon strides up next to me wearing a shit-eating grin. This can only mean one thing. Sinner left him in charge of picking out my costume. He better not have picked out some fairy wings. I’m not dressing in some froufrou shit.

      “Found the perfect costume for you.” Ramon shoves the bag into my hand.

      Opening the bag, I peer at the contents. Well, that’s not as bad as I thought it would be. I pull the black wings out. There are elastic straps to fit around my arms. Okay, I can handle this. No big deal. That is, until I see that there is nothing else inside the bag. “Where’s the rest?”

      Ramon’s smirk does not sit well with me. Between the look Sinner gave me and Ramon’s, I’m fairly certain I will not appreciate this little costume they picked out for me. “That’s it.”

      I shrug. “Cool, so I’ll wear a black shirt and blue jeans.”

      “You wish.” Ramon slaps me on the back. “The blue jeans, sure, but no to the shirt. Since this carnival is twenty-one and older, Sinner said that tonight’s costumes are adult themed.”

      Of course, my uncle the horndog. There is no way in hell I am dressing as some sexy fallen angel. Nope, ain’t happening. “Uh, uh.” I toss the wings back into the bag and hand it out to Ramon. “You wear it.”

      “Unlike you, I have no problem strutting my stuff.” He pushes the bag back toward me. “But I have my own fallen angel wings.” With those parting words, Ramon is off to join Sinner in the fortune teller’s tent.

      Looks like I will have to swallow my pride and showcase half my body. Why? Because you don’t disobey the Prez. Bad things happen to those who disobey a direct order. That does not exclude his own flesh and blood. What Sinner says, goes. Period. I did not work my ass off as a prospect and become a patched member of the Iron Devils just so I can spit in the club’s face and get my ass handed to me.

      At least I don’t have much of a wardrobe change. All I have to do is remove my cut and my shirt, slip on these massive black wings, and I’m done. I’m already in a pair of faded blue jeans. If only my brother could see me now. He’d laugh his ass off at the sight of me in this getup.

      Just thinking of Justin is stirring up feelings I’ve been trying my best to bury. It’s bringing about hatred, anger, and hurt. So much hurt. Justin is, was my younger brother. Protecting him was my number one priority, and I screwed up.

      Pinching the bridge of my nose, I shake off the bad memories. A lot of good therapy did me. I can’t even think of my brother without wanting to go postal. The pain is so bad I can’t even keep his photo up in my room.

      It’s not that I want to forget him. I don’t. But seeing him and knowing he’s gone because I failed him destroys me. My brother was only twenty-three years old when he was shot in the back. He had his whole life ahead of him. A steady girlfriend. Okay, so we shared the girlfriend, but he still loved her. Now it’s all gone. All of it.

      So lost in my thoughts, I don’t hear Sinner approach. When he lays a hand on my shoulder, I spin, fists up. “Whoa, Fang.” My uncle picks up the black wings I must have dropped. Taking a good look at me, he blows out a breath. “Let me guess, you’re thinking about Vile?”

      Vile is Justin’s club name. We all have one. None of us go by our legal names.

      “Listen, kid, you can’t let Vile’s death tear you up forever. At some point you’re gonna have to forgive yourself. He’d want you to.” Sinner tosses the wings at me. “Have no doubt, when the time is right, we will avenge Justin’s death. You have my word on that. My nephew deserves justice.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Winter

      

      

      

      Wouldn’t you know it, Jelly took me shopping for a costume and ended up buying a sexy nurse outfit despite my protests. Okay, if I’m being honest, I didn’t put up much of a fight. Earlier I saw Billy’s post about hitting up the carnival with his new girl and I’m secretly hoping he sees me there. I want him to see what he’s missing.

      “No, girl.” Jelly shakes her head. We’re at her place getting ready for the carnival. Ducking into her closet, she digs around until she finds what she’s looking for. “Ah, these are perfect.” Dangling from her fingers is a silver pair of stilettos. “Here, wear these.”

      I glance down at my flats. “But these are comfy.” Walking around in stilettos all night will absolutely kill my feet.

      “Girl, it’s not about comfort.” Tossing the heels next to me, she stands at the mirror and applies red lipstick. “Tonight is about being sexy and showing that asshole what he left behind.”

      Sorry feet, sexiness is our number one priority tonight. Slipping into the heels, I test them out. It’s been years since I’ve worn heels, and never any with this much height. The first thing I notice is the strain on my ankles. Jeez, this might be a long night. As I walk, I’m embarrassed to say that I’m almost as wobbly as a newborn horse.

      Let’s just hope I don’t trip and fall.

      After Jelly applies lipstick to my lips, she’s ready to rock and roll. The carnival is being held at the fairgrounds on the outskirts of town. It’s not a long drive, around fifteen minutes. As we’re turning into the parking lot, I suddenly worry about how short this skirt is. I’m not one to reveal too much skin. Being an author, I’m usually walking about in sweatpants.

      “Stop fretting and get out, we have a night of fun ahead of us.” Jelly unbuckles my seatbelt and motions for me to get out.

      Taking a deep breath, I open the car door and exit the vehicle. My eyes constantly scan the lot for any signs of Billy’s car. Even though I want him to see me all sexed up, I’m afraid of what seeing him with her will do to me.

      Breathe, Winter, it’ll be okay.

      I’m not convinced it will be. In fact, I’m pretty sure that once I see him it won’t be. Tonight’s plans didn’t come with an exit strategy in the event I do run into my ex. Walking across the parking lot in these heels is a sight, and not a good one. Jelly is kind enough to loop her arm through mine when I nearly tumble to the ground.

      Once we reach solid ground, my balance is better, and she untangles herself from me to dig through her purse. The man at the gate is tall, bulky, and looks like he’d rather be anywhere other than here. His reddish blonde beard is braided, and he’s dressed as a Viking. Of their own accord, my eyes travel down to his bare chest, where his nipples are standing loud and proud.

      “ID.” His eyes land on me and he smirks when he notices where my gaze had been. Jelly and I fish out our IDs and hand them over. Giving them a once over, he hands them back. “Have fun.” Turning, he points to the men standing either side of the gate. “See the guys for your curtesy drink.”

      Curtesy drink? What kind of carnival did Jelly drag me to?

      Ushering me to the right side of the gate, she gets two shots from a guy wearing a Santa outfit, minus the red coat. I glance over at the man on the opposite side, he’s also shirtless. “Jelly, what kind of carnival is this?” She giggles but otherwise says nothing.

      Mr. Bare-chested Santa chuckles and glances at my best friend. “You didn’t tell her you were bringing her to a Biker Carnival?”

      “Oh, I did.” She downs her shot and hands me mine. “I just didn’t elaborate on the fact it’s twenty-one and up.”

      Okay, twenty-one and up is no big deal. Though it doesn’t explain the shirtless men at the entrance. Bringing the shot glass to my lips, I tip it and down the contents. A burn trails down my throat, and I suck air through my teeth. Damn, that’s straight up tequila.

      Taking the empty plastic shot glass from me, Mr. Santa says, “You ever been to a Biker event, babe?” I shake my head. “Well, tonight’s carnival is adult themed. Don’t be surprised if you see a little bumpin’ and grindin’, if ya know what I mean.”

      “Wait, what?” But before he can say more, Jelly takes me by the hand and tugs me through the crowd. As I glance over my shoulder, I see the Santa biker chuckling. Then he winks at me before handing the next in line their drink.

      “Don’t worry.” Jelly bumps her hip into mine, nearly causing me to trip in these crazy shoes. “It’s not as bad as what you’re imagining. I promise.”

      “But he said—” Now I almost wish I had stayed home. Almost.

      “Forget what he said. Will there be the occasional couple having a quicky behind a building? Yeah, for sure. This is a Biker event. Of course, that’s going to include sexual behavior. But it will not be out in the middle of the festivities.”

      I’m still unsure if this is where I want to be, but we’re here, may as well have fun. Right?

      As we enter the festivities, I see normal carnival things. Games tables, rides, vendors, haunted house, corn maze, haunted hayrides, and I see there’s even a costume contest. We stop at the ticket booth and pay for the night pass bracelet, which will allow us unlimited access to every ride.

      Of course, the first ride I want to hop on is the haunted roller coaster. Luckily for me, the line for this one is fairly short. As I look around, I notice that every ride is manned by what appears to be a Biker. You guessed it, every single one of them is bare-chested. I’m seeing the theme, and now I understand why Jelly picked a sexy nurse costume for me.

      Once the ride comes to a stop and people start to exit, we’re ushered on. It’s been so long since I’ve ridden a roller coaster, I’m a little nervous. An older man with muscles for days comes to strap me in. On his right pec I see the word SINNER tattooed. He’s dressed in tight Wranglers, cowboy boots, and a cowboy hat. Holstered to his hip is a gun, I sure hope its fake. Especially with all the drinking that appears to be going on.

      Interesting.

      “Enjoy the ride, darlin’.” He tests the bar to make sure it’s secure then moves on to the next car. Cowboy Biker takes his spot at the control panel and speaks into the microphone. “Get ready for the scariest roller coaster of your life.”

      Without warning, he hits the switch, and we begin our ascent. It’s slow and our car jerks as it climbs the track. Once we reach the top and I see the drop, my stomach twists. That’s a mighty steep drop-off.

      Jelly lifts her hands in the air once we start picking up speed. Screaming fills the air as passengers experience that swift drop. I can see the tunnel at the bottom. There is nothing but pure black from where I’m sitting.

      When we fully descend and enter said tunnel, the car jerks to a near stop. It slowly moves through the darkness. Flashes of blue lights. Echoes of laughter, and not the happy kind. This laughter is of the creepy clown kind. The kind that makes the hairs on your arms stand on end.

      A hand caresses my arm. At first, I think it’s Jelly. Then I realize that its coming from the outer side. Someone I can’t see is touching me. When the blue light flashes again, I see a dark figure moving away from tracks.

      As we move along, there are other jump scares. A Jason mask that suddenly glows red with the theme song. Large spiders that fall toward the moving cars. The sound of a chainsaw starting. What feels like creepy crawlies on the back of the neck when its pitch black.

      When the doors swing open and light filters in, I breathe a sigh of relief. My heart is pounding so hard I can hear it in my ears. We exit and I grip the metal railing to steady myself. That ride was intense. I wasn’t expecting that. Whoever put that together knows how to play on one’s senses. It was scary and at times I felt like I may pass out.

      “Ooh, I see a haunted house.” Jelly tugs on the sleeve of my top.

      Another one? I’m not sure my heart is ready for round two of haunted attractions. “I don’t know. How about some food or something first?”

      “Are you kidding me?” She shakes her head. “There’s plenty of time for food later. Look at that line.” I do. Compared to all the other attractions, this line is by far the shortest. “Let’s walk through and then eat. Come on.” Grabbing hold of my hand, she begins to drag me toward the house.

      “Fine.” At least we’ll be on foot in there.

      A man dressed as Thor is letting people in by groups of six. I notice that he flirts with every girl that passes him. As each group is let in, we move further up the line. Until we’re standing at the head. Thor winks at me as he takes a step toward us. “Naughty nurse, I like.”

      I can’t help but roll my eyes. What a shameless flirt with zero regard to one’s boundaries. “Have you used that line on every female that’s come through here?”

      “You jealous?” A smirk lifts one side of his mouth.

      “Hardly.” Why would I be jealous over a man that shows zero signs of commitment. All his actions do is remind me of my ex and his cheating ways. Okay, I don’t exactly know that he cheated on me. Billy could have just been interested in Shelbi before and didn’t make a move until this morning. I highly doubt it, but it’s possible.

      Pressing a finger against the earpiece, he says, “Roger that.” Then we are ushed through the door along with the three guys behind us.

      It’s pitch-black inside and I immediately reach for Jelly’s hand. Blue light flashes and I see a bald man with smudges around his eyes. At first, he’s across the room, but when the light flashes again, he is right in my face. That’s not what causes me to scream. No, I let out a shrill noise because in that flash, I see him place a rat on my shoulder.

      Oh God, is it alive? Yes, I think it is, I can feel it crawling from one shoulder to the other. Eww, I hate rats. This critter better not bite me. I will seriously throw hands if I end up with puncture wounds in my neck. Laughter rings right next to my ear. This creep is still next to me.

      When the lights flash again, he’s gone, and so is the rat. Thank the good Lord.

      Moving on to the next room, my stomach drops when I see that this one is a suicide scene. There’s a guy sitting in a chair with a gun in his mouth. He’s crying around the barrel, mumbling something about a breakup and wanting to leave this world behind.

      Just when I think he’s going to pull the trigger, his eyes flick toward the guy standing behind me. With an evil smirk, he removes the barrel from his mouth and slowly aims his weapon at the person standing next to me.

      Standing, his long legs stride toward us. Not knowing what is happening is rapidly increasing my heartrate. Surely this is a prop gun. Right? Jelly wouldn’t have brought me to a carnival with questionable activities. I know her better than that, and judging by the way she’s clutching my hand, I’d say she’s just as surprised as I am.

      The psycho with the gun stops directly in front of me, his weapon still aimed at the man who is now trying to worm his way behind me, making me his shield. What a coward. The gun tips upward and the actor shakes his head. “You’re a pussy, what kind of man uses a woman as a shield?” Nodding toward an open door, he says, “Get out of here before I decide to tie you up and keep you as prisoners.”

      Each remaining room is more interactive than the last. On more than one occasion, I wonder if my life is truly in danger. Whoever these bikers are, they sure know how to scare the life out of a person. I’m starting to wish I had just stayed home tonight.

      When the back door opens and the carnival noises filter into the room, I breathe a sigh of relief. Yes, I love horror movies. Yes, I love scary attractions. But tonight was on a whole new level of fright.

      The coward that hid behind me in room two shoves me out of the way, exiting the haunted house. I lose my footing and stumble into a man wearing big black wings. His dark hair is a right mess. It looks like he may have been running his fingers through it recently.

      Gripping me by the shoulders, he steadies me. Those brown orbs pierce through me, down to the depths of my soul. “You okay?”

    



OEBPS/images/twisty-plots-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-31-days-of-trick-or-treat-bikers.jpg





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/fang.jpg






OEBPS/images/fang-title.jpg





