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            HIS REBEL

          

        

      

    

    
      Award-Winning Author E.M. Shue returns with another gripping dark mafia romance in the Tortured Souls series, where secrets run deep, vengeance cuts sharp, and love refuses to be denied.

       

      Dante Lupo walked away from the mafia after his sister vanished, leaving him shattered. Now he moves through the underworld like a ghost, hunting predators and protecting the innocent, one kill at a time. Redemption isn’t something he believes in until the night he sees McKenna in a crowded club.

       

      McKenna Johansen wakes in a hospital with no memory and a target on her back. The man at her bedside insists she must marry him to be safe. McKenna refuses to say “I do” until she uncovers the truth about her past and who she really is.

       

      She fights Dante at every turn, but there’s a fire in her that burns just for him.

       

      When a rival mafia family marks McKenna for death, Dante is pulled back into the world he left behind. He’ll use every weapon at his disposal to protect what’s his.

       

      She’s his rebel. He’s her shelter in the storm. But together, they may ignite a war neither of them can survive.

    

  


  
    
      For all those girls out there that need to find their ‘reason’ to rebel and fight. It’s inside you, just take a look and you’ll find it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “I rebel; therefore I exist.”

        ALBERT CAMUS
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            PROLOGUE

          

          DANTE

        

      

    

    
      I hide in the dirty, smelly closet, watching as the man orders a package to be delivered to this location. My stomach revolts knowing what it is and how it will be used. I can’t help but wonder how he’s survived this long. How has no one else come after him? His situational awareness is ridiculous. He didn’t even notice when I rifled through the files on his desk. I had to confirm he was my target, and unfortunately, I also confirmed the package’s particulars.

      The closet slats obstruct part of my view, but I can still see him writing down the delivery details. I’ll need that information later. It will tell me what I’m up against and how I might be able to save what he calls a package.

      Package. I shake my head at the word. A convenient label to make what he does seem less monstrous. But I know what he is. So does the one who hired me. We know, and we won’t let it continue.

      This fucker is going down before he can hurt anyone else.

      This sorry son of a bitch thinks he’s safe here in Spain, far from his posh American home and family. Away from his neighbors’ prying eyes and country club snobs. He thinks no one knows what a perverted asshole he is because he’s doing it in another country. His wife will never know how sick in the head he truly is. His kids will be safe from his depravity.

      I slip soundlessly from the closet as soon as he punches the disconnect button on his mobile. Moving across the room toward him, I feel it start—just like always. My heart rate slows, and the blood pumping through my veins warms in anticipation. My breathing calms. I slide my hand along the back of my belt and pull the blade from its scabbard. It’s like an extension of my hand, a part of my body that eases a small amount of the torment in my heart every time I use it like this. The flat black finish prevents it from catching any light. I spin it in my palm and step behind my mark, waiting for him to become aware.

      When he finally realizes I’m there, it’s too late for him. With an arm wrapped around his neck, holding him in place, I thrust the knife between his ribs. A slight tilt, and the blade cuts through every ventricle of his heart. He won’t be hurting the package being delivered.

      As I push him away, I pull the blade free. Experience tells me he’s dead before he hits the floor. I lean over and wipe the blade on his trousers, then slide it back into its scabbard. With sick fascination, I watch the blood seep from his body and pool onto the hardwood floor. He’s facedown, so I don’t have to look into his sightless eyes. Sometimes I like to watch the life leave their bodies.

      I finally tear my gaze from his lifeless form and shift my attention to the desk. His detailed notes make bile rise in my throat, forcing me to turn away for a moment before moving on. Returning to the closet, I retrieve my rifle and head to the front of the cottage. I’ll wait here until the package arrives so I can save it. The target made sure he was far from the nearest city and other cottages, away from any witnesses, free to do as he pleased. But all that did was leave him open for me to kill.

      Normally, I’d get paid for this hit, but after watching him on the dark web for months, I decided to take care of him pro bono. The need to rid this planet of sick fuckers like him overrides everything else. Men like that took the most important person in my world. I’m sure my baby sister was sold to someone just as twisted. I’ve never found her or the man who purchased her, but every pervert I kill is that man in my eyes. They’ll all die by my blade for their sick ways. Nothing can save them from their fate.

      A knock sounds at the door, and I glance at my watch. The package has arrived right on time. I respond in perfect Spanish, telling them to leave it on the porch. That should clue them in that I’m not the pissant American who bought it. My accent and tone make me sound like a local, not a foreigner. I wait two seconds after hearing footsteps leave the porch, then open the door with my sidearm raised. The bullet leaves the silenced barrel, dropping him with a single shot to the back of the neck, right in the sweet spot. All messages from the brain to the body cease, and he’s dead before he hits the ground. The driver’s eyes flare wide, and he takes off. But he wasn’t prepared for me. I lift the rifle strapped over my shoulder, level it, and shoot out both back tires. The paneled van skids to a stop. The driver scurries from his seat with a gun raised, but he’s dead before he can take aim.

      I’m a monster. Killing comes easy without remorse. To me, it’s justified. They would have hurt the package without a second thought.

      I finally look down at the package. It’s a small boy. According to the notes, he’s eight and has no family. His eyes go wide in fear as he takes me in. Only my dark eyes shining back at him are visible. The rest is hidden behind the balaclava.

      While I don’t leave witnesses alive, I still keep my identity hidden. The reputation I’ve built elicits enough fear. My family’s name already spreads terror through the underworld. If they knew about my side projects, it would strike horror into the ones I exterminate.

      I secure my rifle against my back and press a finger to my covered lips to shush the child who’s starting to panic. When that doesn’t calm the fear in his eyes, I hold up my palms to show I won’t hurt him. Whatever they drugged him with kicks in and his eyes fall closed. I squat down and check his pulse to make sure he’s alive. I’ll have to continue to monitor him until I get him to a safe location.

      I get to work cleaning up the mess I left behind—the dead bodies and the van. Then I walk back to the closet where I left the ingredients for the piranha solution. I use it to dissolve the bodies before setting fire to the vehicle and cottage.

      When I pull away from the remote cottage an hour later, it’s burning and the van next to it is fully engulfed in flames. The fire will burn so hot the bodies will barely be recognizable. The boy is in the back seat of my black rental car as I drive us to the small airport nearby where I set up my extraction. I need to get him out of Spain. He will no longer be safe here.

      There is only one place I trust to leave him.

      The plane flies us to Catania. My friends, the Morellos, are benefactors of an orphanage there, so I know it’s safe. He’ll be able to grow up and maybe find a family to adopt him. I also know they can help him heal from what he went through before I rescued him.

      “Another one?” the caretaker says with anger in her voice when she opens the heavy door.

      “Aye. Here is some money to help.” I hand her the notes, and one of her assistants takes the boy from me. He’s still unconscious, even though it’s been over three hours since I rescued him. “The medications should be wearing off soon.” I hand her the paper I took from the cottage with the boy’s name and information.

      “Take care, young man,” the old woman says, her voice full of emotion. “May God be with you.”

      “Save your prayers for him.” I nod toward the child. “God forsook me a long time ago.”

      I return to my rental car, deciding to find a hotel for the night. I’m not sure where I’m headed next. A moment later, my cell goes off in my pocket. I fish it out and glance at the text.

      Unknown Number: Time to come home. She’s dead.

      A jolt of adrenaline bursts through my system, forcing me to pull over. My calm demeanor is what I’m known for, but this right here is the best news I’ve had in a long time. The bitch who allowed my sister to be sold, who pushed her away, is finally dead. I wish it had been my hand and blade that ended her, but she was untouchable. My father made me swear the day I walked away from the family that I wouldn’t touch her.
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CHAPTER 1


          

          MCKENNA

        

      

    

    
      Looking in the mirror, the woman staring back doesn’t look like me. She has long lilac purple hair and topaz eyes that meet mine with full Cupid’s bow lips. For so long, I was someone else. I was what they wanted me to look like. This is me. The real me, but she’s still a stranger. I’m learning what I like on my own, without being told what they want me to like.

      They were my adoptive parents.

      I was defined by the job I was adopted for. Defined by what the people who raised me said I was. I didn’t have choices or opinions. I didn’t have autonomy over my own body.

      They might have adopted me, but they weren’t my family. They owned me. I was nothing more than property to them. On my eighteenth birthday, I gained my freedom. They asked if I wanted to stay on. Offered me a meager wage in exchange for attending university with their daughter. I refused. Instead, I took the clothes on my back and made my way into London, where I got a job and saved my money.

      That job just so happened to lead me to my current role as the third stewardess on an exclusive yacht. I lied on my CV, but I was told I could make good money. Now here I stand, dressed up to go out to a club with the other members of the staff. All season I dodged going out with them, but tonight is our last night and I want to celebrate. I’ve already secured another position on a private yacht in the Caribbean until the next season in the Mediterranean starts. This job allows me to travel like I’ve always dreamed of. For so long, I was denied the freedom to travel or do what I wanted.

      All those years as a maid to a daft cow taught me how to serve. I can barely read, but I know how to set a table properly and serve tea. I make beds finer than any on this yacht. I was denied a basic education because they knew if I learned I had rights, I would fight back. Instead, I was only taught to serve and be submissive.

      The woman in the mirror draws my attention again. Before I stepped onto this boat, I dyed my pale blond hair the lilac it is now. They almost didn’t hire me because of it, but they couldn’t turn down my training. The training on my CV is real, but not from the places they think.

      Kara, one of the stewardesses, helped me flat iron my normally wavy hair until it was stick-straight and smooth. I’ve obeyed the rule to keep my hair up during the season when passengers are on board because it hides the color and is the proper, professional way to wear long hair. Seeing it down settles me in a way I haven’t felt all season. In my old life, I was required to wear it up too.

      I’m wearing a light blue wrap dress Kara let me borrow. It has a flower print and ties at my left hip. The bell sleeves cup just over my elbow. The front of the dress enhances my cleavage, putting my B cups on display. Cream-colored espadrille heels that tie around my ankles complete the look. They were a splurge after our last trip. We got a big tip, and I was told the passengers really appreciated me. I’ve been learning to give myself small rewards when I achieve something. All the money I make goes into a savings account so I can get a real education. One day, I want to read the books I’ve only pretended to read.

      All my life, I’ve felt like I am two people—the one I show the world and the one I dream about. In my dreams, I live in a villa not far from here. Italy has always been close to my heart, even before I learned it’s where I’m from.

      The family I had worked for told me I was purchased from a church in Rome. They were told I was from near Venice and that my name was McKenna. I don’t know if that was my name from birth or something else, but I am McKenna now and will be for the rest of my life. That’s why when I learned our yacht was docking here in Venice, I told the captain I’d be getting off. My employment ends tomorrow, before they set off back to Ravenna where the superyacht is based. The need to explore the area and find out who I really am swamps all my senses.

      “Come on, Keni, let’s get our drink on.” Kara laughs as she steps out of the head, snapping me out of my trance in front of the mirror. “You look amazing. I can’t believe that body was hidden under your uniform all season.”

      I never wore a swimsuit like the other staff on our days off. I wore denim cutoffs and a tank top instead. I could barely even afford those, and I hate to spend money on myself. At least until I finish my schooling.

      I hated growing up without going to school or learning like the girl I cared for. The family wouldn’t allow me out of the house because they were afraid someone would find out about me. When I quit and left, they moved back to America somewhere I wouldn’t know. I can never go back to them, not that I would ever want to. They washed their hands of me, or so they said as I walked out the door.

      “Okay, let’s go.” I laugh as I follow her out the door and into the narrow passage between the crew cabins. She’s about four inches taller than my five-foot-five height. Curvy, too, with larger breasts. I can’t help comparing myself to others. I’ve never been confident in my looks. That comes from how I was raised, and from my charge, telling me I was ugly.

      Kara has bright red hair. I’m pretty sure it’s dyed, but it works with her ivory complexion. I’m pale too, but the sun has tanned me so well I look like I could really be from this area. It’s the olive undertone in my skin.

      “Hey, McKenna, you look beautiful. Are you finally going out with us?” a deep voice with an American accent says.

      I turn to see Cody. He’s the bosun on the ship and has been asking me out since my first day. I usually ignore him and keep working, but since I’m going out with the group tonight, I don’t want to make things awkward.

      Still, there’s always been something about Cody that gives me pause. A feeling I learned a long time ago to trust.

      “Yeah, Kara finally broke me down.” My giggle sounds forced, but I turn away from him and keep moving through the narrow passage toward the stairs.

      The crew, all seven of us, head off the boat and onto the dock. We walk down the boardwalk toward the city. The lights of Venice glow all around us, brightening the night. I’m excited to start exploring tomorrow. I have a list of places I want to see, and I can’t wait.

      We end up having dinner at a small street restaurant, and I try not to cringe when we get the bill. I dip into my savings meant for other things. I can’t let anyone see the crack in my armor when it comes to money.

      At the club, I drink bottled water and dance a bit with Kara, but I don’t flirt with any of the guys. I feel eyes on me, and a knot of discomfort tightens in my chest. I’ve never been to a club before. This is all new. Old fears from an incident back when I lived with them stir to life, causing my anxiety to rise.

      Lights flash through the dark room, and again I feel exposed, eyes tracking me. Kara dances with me on the small dance floor. Bodies gyrate and grind around us. Hands touch me, and I fight the urge to flinch, the need to get away overwhelming. I force back the memories threatening to surface and grab Kara’s hand.

      “I’m going to get something to drink.” I tip my head toward the bar. She nods at me, then turns to dance with a random guy.

      A hand wraps around my hip before I reach the bar. I pull back and meet Cody’s mud-brown eyes. He hands me a glass.

      I look down at it, then back up at him. “Thank you.” I take it but don’t sip. I don’t trust drinks handed to me if I didn’t see them opened. It’s another scar from my past I choose to hide and forget. A moment when I trusted the wrong person and paid the price.

      Most girls would find Cody handsome, with long brown hair falling across his face. He likes going without a T-shirt every chance he can to show off his cut abs, but he’s not very big. He’s smaller than other men I’ve seen. That sixth sense tells me again not to trust him.

      “Got you a drink. Come sit with me.” His hand lands on my back as he guides me toward the seating area our group claimed.

      I know Kara has been interested in him and they’ve hooked up, but I have no interest. I doubt I’ll ever want to be with anyone after everything from my past. Plus, isn’t it girl code not to go after the guy your friend wants?

      I hold back the urge to move away from Cody as the feeling of eyes on me returns. This time I turn to look but can’t spot anyone who stands out. The crowd is thick, everyone watching everyone else. I glance toward the bar, and that’s when I see him.

      A large man with a scruffy beard stands across the club in a black suit, watching me. Even from this distance, his gaze feels like a caress against my skin. Goose flesh rises everywhere he looks at me. A shiver runs through me, and I take a deep breath as I take him in. He’s massive, taller and broader than Cody by far. His stare is piercing and demands I look at him.

      “Hey, did you hear me?” Cody’s voice breaks through the staring contest. I turn to look at him.

      “I’m sorry. What?” I can still feel the stranger’s eyes on me.

      “I asked what your plans were after your vacation. I won’t be on boats anymore. I’m tired of being a rich man’s slave. I have something else lined up and can’t wait to get it started.” Cody sprawls onto the sofa, his arms stretched along the back.

      I move to the adjacent chair and sit, setting the glass he gave me down. My gaze drifts to Kara. She whispers something to the guy she’s dancing with, then points in our direction and starts toward us.

      Over her shoulder, I spot the man again. He’s still watching me.

      “Well, what are your plans?” Cody’s question pulls my attention back to him.

      The stranger has me entranced. When our eyes meet, it feels like we’re the only two people in the club.

      “Kara and I are going on another charter together.”

      “Aren’t you going to drink?” He nods toward the glass. “It’s just sparkling water on the rocks. No alcohol.”

      “Um…” I glance at the glass, but I feel those eyes on me again.

      I look over to where the stranger is standing. I can’t deny, even though I want to, that he’s a man I’d willingly give myself to. He evokes a part of me I’ve never felt before. My body is hot. My breasts tingle behind the dress as my nipples press into the fabric. My thong is damp from desire I’ve never felt before. All of these reactions are new to me.

      “Thanks for the drink.” Kara grabs the glass Cody is holding out to me.

      I was too busy watching tall, dark, and deadly to notice him pick it up. Deadly? I don’t know where that thought came from, but I can feel it as he looks at me. He’s deadly to my plans too.

      I’m pulled away from his hold again when Kara exclaims, “Wow, pure vodka. Yummy.”

      My eyes flash to Cody, who just lied to me. He smirks, tipping his head to the side like he’s acting cute, as if it’s no big deal that he lied and tried to get me drunk. The waitress passes by, and I ask for a bottle of water. My gaze drifts back across the room, but the stranger is gone. A rush of sorrow hits me. I missed him.

      “Drink for the lady.” Another waitress approaches with a glass bottle of expensive water. I look at it, then up at her, confused.

      “I didn’t order that.” I can’t spend any more money. I still have to pay for food and lodging for the next week while I explore Venice.

      “The gentleman did.” She nods over her right shoulder, and I spot the stranger seated closer to us. He’s at a group of sofas about ten feet away.

      The waitress hands me the bottle, and I notice the seal hasn’t been broken. I twist off the top and take a deep pull as I watch him. From this short distance, his eyes flare wide in reaction. When I pull the bottle away from my lips, I lick the moisture and bite my bottom lip. He stands from his seat, his gaze boring into me. I want to see what he’ll do next. I smile and nod my thanks as I recap the bottle, guarding it against anyone trying to slip something inside.

      “I don’t feel so good,” Kara says and stumbles. I stand immediately and grab for her. She falls into me, and I hold the water bottle in my other hand. “Can we go?”

      She went from having fun to messed up real fast. I glance at the glass she just drank, but I’m not sure drugs work that fast. When I was drugged before, it took a bit longer.

      “Come on.” I move with her toward the exit. Before we step outside, I turn back but don’t see the man anymore. Bloody hell, I missed my chance to find out his name or if he’s more handsome up close. He probably is, but I’ll never know, and that’s for the best.

      “I’ll help you.” Cody offers to take her, and I see the concern in his eyes. She collapses into his arms as he lifts her up. We head back to the yacht with the others following behind us.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Dante

      

      

      

      The music pulses through the club. The lights are bright with smokey halos around them. My skin itches and crawls from being here, but after the funeral today, I told my father I would come and check it out. He’s still pushing me to come back to the family business and help, especially now that Narcissa is dead. That woman drove a wedge between my father and me. She’s gone from this earth, but we still can’t locate my sister.

      Some friends of mine are looking into where Narcissa has been all these years since she went missing. They’ll also find out how we were suddenly notified she was dead, as if we were her next of kin. Maybe there’s a letter explaining who she sold Luna to and why. The day Luna disappeared, Narcissa vanished too. A neighbor told us that some men came and took my sister away before her mother left. We don’t know anything else. No matter how much I search, it’s as if Luna disappeared permanently or died. Some days I feel like she’s gone for good. Today was one of those days. As we buried Narcissa, Luna didn’t show up for her mother’s funeral.

      My thoughts are interrupted when a group across the club catches my eye. Four men and three women are partying together, but one woman intrigues me. I watch her move away from the dance floor and can’t take my eyes off her. One of the guys she’s with approaches from the bar carrying a glass. Vodka. I saw him order it. She takes the glass but doesn’t drink. He rests a hand on her back, and I stand up. I’m going to rip his hand from his body for touching her.

      I’ve never felt this pull before, but I need to find out more about this petite woman. Her purple hair catches the light. She’s not dressed like she’s going clubbing, more like she should be at dinner on my arm. Her hair falls straight down her back, but since she’s been sweating, I can see curls starting to form.

      The pair make their way to the seating area, and I watch as she chooses a chair instead of the sofa beside the young arsehole. She sets the glass on the table in front of her, then finally turns and looks at me. From across the room, I can feel the electricity building between us. A warmth I’ve never felt washes across my body. For the first time in a long time, I can’t control my body’s urges, and my cock lengthens behind the fly of my trousers.

      She doesn’t shy away from my intense stare. Her face is smooth and pale. Her lips are full. The top curves into a perfect cupid’s bow, and the bottom is puffy and begging for me to bite it. Her wide-set eyes make her look like a doll. My doll. She’s slender, with smaller breasts I can tell are unrestrained beneath her dress. I want to take her across my knee for letting others see them bounce the way they did while she danced.

      Another woman walks up and takes her glass, downing it in one gulp. I watch as my little doll pierces the other man with her eyes. She’s upset about something.

      I signal one of the VIP servers and order a Pellegrino to be delivered to the girl. I move closer. I can’t stop the pull she has on my body.

      Is this what Domino and Natale meant when they talked about finding their girls? Santi said he couldn’t stand being away from his when he first saw her.

      I get it now. I don’t want to let my doll out of my sight.

      I lift my hand and wave my security detail over.

      “Follow her. Find out everything.” I nod toward the group.

      The server delivers the drink. My doll turns to look at me, and I go still as she lifts the bottle to her full lips. The thought of her taking my cock deep between those lips causes me to spurt a bit of cum in my slacks. Her throat flexes as she swallows, and I fight the urge to adjust myself. When her mouth tips up and she nods, I stand, ready to claim her.





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






OEBPS/images/ts-logo-b2.jpg






OEBPS/images/mountain-rose-press-logo-black-stacked.jpg
Vst
PRESS





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/knife-for-interior.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-2025-his-rebel-ecover.jpg
UE





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






