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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            LILY

          

        

      

    

    
      The neon sign above the Rustic Ridge Bar buzzes like a hornet, casting an angry red glow over Jake’s contorted face. The humid summer air clings hot and sticky to my skin, but his grip is ice-cold as his fingers dig into my arm, putting more bruises on top of the ones already there.

      “You think you can just walk away from me?” he snarls, whiskey and rage sour on his breath.

      I wrench my wrist free, pain shooting up to my shoulder. “I’m done, Jake. Done.” The words taste like freedom, sweet but terrifying.

      He laughs hollowly, a sound that scrapes my nerves raw. “Right. Where you gonna go? I’m doing you a favor keeping you around, bitch. I could have any woman I damn please.”

      I shake my head. “Then let me go.”

      “No. I decide when I’m done with you.” His hand flies out, shoving me backward, hard. I fall to the ground, gravel biting through the tears in my jeans.

      No one wants you, he’d hissed last week, fist twisting my hair. You’re garbage.

      A large shadow detaches from the wall of the bar—a man, tall and broad-shouldered, his boots heavy on the ground. “Problem here?”

      Jake whirls, chest puffed out, ready to fight. “Mind your own business, asshole.”

      The stranger steps into the light, and my breath hitches.

      He’s older…mid-forties, maybe…with silver streaking his dark hair and stubble shadowing a jaw sharp enough to cut glass. Tattoos slither up his corded forearms, ink swirling over knuckles that flex once, twice. His eyes lock on mine—dangerously dark green, stormy and unreadable—and for a heartbeat, my entire universe tilts. There’s a sudden ache low in my belly, and raw hunger unfurls in my chest.

      “I think the lady would like you to leave,” he says, his deep voice vibrating through my very soul.

      Jake scoffs. “Lady? That’s a laugh.” He turns and lunges for the guy.

      The stranger moves faster, ducking the first punch, then catching Jake’s fist mid-air on his next swing. There’s the sickening crack of cartilage snapping and Jake crumples, clutching his nose, howling. Blood seeps through his fingers.

      “You’re dead!” Jake spits, scrambling up.

      Suddenly headlights slice through the parking lot and a police cruiser rolls to a stop, with one quick siren and flash of colored lights. Relief floods me as an officer steps out.

      “Zane.” The officer nods at the stranger, then eyes Jake. “What seems to be the trouble here?”

      Zane. The name suits him—rough edges and quiet danger.

      “This guy grabbed the lady and shoved her to the ground, Deputy Barlow.”

      “Bullshit! He hit me!” Jake screams, showing the officer his bloody nose.

      Zane blinks calmly. “He threatened me⁠—”

      “And Jake swung first,” I chime in, voice hoarse.

      “You lying cow!” Jake thrashes and yells as the deputy cuffs his wrists. “You’ll pay for this. You’re mine, Lily. Don’t ever forget that. Mine!”

      Time to stand up for myself. I give the deputy the information he needs to press charges. Then the officer pushes Jake into the cruiser.

      As they drive away, I wipe my palms on my jeans, Jake’s screams chasing me, clawing at the fragile calm settling over my bones.

      “You okay?”

      I jump. Zane stands close, not touching me, but I can feel the heat radiating off him. He smells like motor oil and cedar soap. His gaze sweeps over my body, not leering but definitely assessing, lingering on the bruises on my arm.

      “I’m fine,” I whisper. My knees tremble, the adrenaline crash near.

      He grunts, seemingly unconvinced. “Where you headed?”

      Nowhere. The word lodges in my throat. My duffel bag, pitifully light, leans against Jake’s pickup. Some clothes, a couple of sketchbooks, and thirty-seven dollars hidden in various places, including my boot, bra, and front jeans pocket.

      Jake always wanted to make sure I had nothing, so I would have to rely on him and him alone.

      Zane’s jaw tightens. “Got people nearby? Family or friends you can call?”

      The parking lot blurs. I shake my head miserably, humiliation scalding my cheeks.

      The silence stretches out, only the songs of cicadas in the background. Then, gruff and quiet, he says, “I’ve got a couch.”

      I blink up at him. His eyes are guarded, but there’s no pity there. I watch his throat bob as he swallows.

      “Why?” The question pops out before I can reel it in.

      He shrugs, flannel pulling across shoulders broad enough to hold up entire worlds. “Don’t like bullies, I guess.”

      A laugh bubbles up within me, sharp and broken. “But I’m a complete stranger.”

      “I know your name’s Lily. You heard the deputy call me Zane. We’re not complete strangers.” He gestures for me to follow. “C’mon. You can crash at my place, then work at my shop tomorrow to earn your keep.”

      Work. A job. The offer is a lifeline but doubt still coils in my gut. Men don’t offer to help for free. Jake was already teaching me that when I was seventeen. You’ll pay your way, princess. I’ve learned that lesson in blood, bruises, and more.

      And yet…Zane’s gaze doesn’t slither over my body like I’m used to. His hands stay shoved in his pockets like he’s afraid to touch me.

      “What kind of shop?” I ask.

      “Motorcycles. McCafferty Customs.”

      “Is that the shop from the reality show?” I watched it for a while because Jake liked it. Then he realized all the guys were drop dead gorgeous and he got jealous. I never got to see another episode.

      Zane nods. “Dash McCafferty is my cousin. I co-own the shop with him now.”

      I smile. “Really? Do you ride?”

      He jerks his chin toward a vintage Harley parked near the bar, its chrome gleaming under the streetlight.

      Wow. Art on wheels. I’ve always loved sketching bikes—the curves of the metal, the promise of speed. The sketchbook in my bag’s crammed with drawings of them, images pulsing with freedom. My fingers twitch, craving a pencil.

      “I don’t know what I’d be good at,” I admit. “I don’t know engines or anything.”

      “Can you sweep floors, answer phones, and take inventory? Like, count and organize stuff?”

      “Sure.”

      “Then you’re hired.” He turns toward the Harley, then pauses. “Here. You’ll need this.”

      My duffel dangles from his fist. When did he grab it?

      I reach out and take the bag, our fingers brushing. His rough skin rasps over mine, sending a tingle up my arm. His green eyes snap to mine, darkening.

      Wow, I could get lost in those eyes.

      “Thank you,” I whisper.

      He nods stiffly once and strides over to the bike. I follow, my heart hammering.

      He tosses me his helmet. “Wear this.”

      I put it on as he swings a leg over the Harley, then I climb up behind him. The engine growls to life, vibrating through the soles of my shoes.

      I cling to his waist, hyper aware of the way his bulky muscles flex under his jacket. His back is solid as a mountainside, heat seeping through layers of fabric. We tear up the winding road, the pine trees blurring into black smudges, the night air sharp with the smell of sap and gasoline.

      For the first time in years, I feel…awake. Alive.

      The cabin appears out of the gloom like a mirage—logs weathered to smoke-gray, a porch light haloed in moths, glowing like a beacon.

      “Some ground rules,” he says, killing the engine. “Anything in the pantry and fridge is fair game. Just leave a little of the good Scotch for me.”

      He glances back as we head in, an almost-smile playing on his lips at the startled laugh that punches out of me.

      Inside, the living room smells like pine resin and leather. Zane tosses me a blanket and pillow from a linen closet. “Bathroom’s down the hall. Towels are on the rack next to the shower.” His brow furrows. “Oh, and careful of the coffee maker—it’s temperamental sometimes.”

      I nod and hover by the couch, duffel hugged to my chest. “Why are you doing this?”

      He stills. For a heartbeat, pain ghosts across his face. “Saw my old man hit my mom once,” he says quietly. “Wish someone’d stopped him sooner.”

      The confession hangs between us. I want to reach out. To trace the silver in his hair and ask him to tell me more. But instead I just whisper, “Thank you.”

      He nods abruptly and vanishes down the hall. A door clicks shut.

      The couch sags under me, but it’s soft and warm. Through the window, I take in the looming mountains—ancient, indifferent. I know somewhere below, Jake’s cursing my name. But here, I feel like I can breathe.

      For now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2
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      The smell of coffee drags me awake.

      Not my coffee—mine’s bitter, strong enough to strip chrome. This smells…sweet. Vanilla? The kind of fancy shit Dash’s wife drinks.

      I sit up, the old bedframe groaning in protest. Last night replays in jagged flashes—Lily. The bar. Those awful bruises. The way she latched onto my waist as we rode on my bike like I was the last anchor in a stormy sea.

      I scrub my hand over my face, stubble rasping against my rough palm. I shouldn’t have brought her here. I’m too old for this. Too broken to have this sweet young thing occupying my mind.

      But the alternative—leaving her alone in that parking lot—wasn’t an option. Not after seeing the fear in her eyes. And yet, she stood her ground. Gotta admire that.

      The wood floor creaks down the hall.

      I jump up and grab a quick shower, then pull on some jeans and a clean flannel. By the time I hit the kitchen, she’s there too—leaning against the counter in those shredded jeans, eating yogurt. Her hands are remarkably steady after what she’s been through.

      Her chestnut hair is damp and dark around her pale skin. She looks even younger and softer in the morning light—and absolutely beautiful.

      Sun filters through the window, catching a fresh bruise on her neck, purple and angry. Almost like a brand.

      My fists clench. Fucking asshole. Should’ve punched the bastard harder.

      “Mornin’,” I grunt, reaching past her for the coffee pot. A sudden, possessive surge rushes through me when I notice that her hair smells like my shampoo.

      “I figured out the coffee maker,” she says softly. “I don’t know how you take it, but I can add milk and vanilla, like I did to mine⁠—”

      “No need,” I say hastily. Black is just fine.”

      I pour a mug, then hesitantly take a sip. It’s strong. Full-bodied and rich. “Very good,” I say, then nod to her sneakers and the soles peeling off them. “Shop’s no place for those. We’ll stop by Harriet’s Tack and Feed and get you some things before work.”

      She flinches. “I can’t afford⁠—”

      “It can come outta your first paycheck,” I lie. Harriet actually still owes me for the carburetor I rebuilt for her nephew’s bike last month.

      Her shoulders relax. “Okay, thanks.”

      The ride to town is even more tortuous than last night. No darkness to hide in now. Just her thighs pressed to mine, her warmth seeping into every part of me she touches. Every damn bump and pothole makes her grip my body tighter. By the time we pull into Harriet’s, I’m hard as a piston.

      Harriet’s Tack and Feed is a relic—peeling paint, a rusted bell over the door that jangles like an old crow’s caw—but it’s well stocked. I ask Harriet to find Lily some sturdy boots and other appropriate work clothes and put it on my tab. Then I wait outside, trying to get my head on straight. 

      She comes out later in steel-toed boots, some carpenter-style Dickies, a proper T-shirt, and a flannel shirt. She’s got a bag with some extras as well.

      Christ, she’s a knock-out. I’m doomed.
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        * * *

      

      The shop’s already buzzing when we arrive. Kyle’s laugh echoes over the growl of a ’78 Shovelhead. Dax is cursing at a stripped bolt from under a lift as Remi hip-checks a tool chest across the grease-slicked floor.

      “Move your ass, Shaw!” Remi hollers, brandishing a socket wrench at Kyle as if to lob it at him. He ducks, throwing her a grin.

      Lily freezes next to me, wide-eyed.

      “Welcome to the circus,” I mutter, steering her inside.

      Heads turn and the Shovelhead engine sputters dead.

      “Holy shit,” Kyle drawls, wiping grease on a rag he then stuffs into his back pants pocket. “Boss brought a girl.” He ambles over, tugging at his Judas Priest tee.

      “You’re late, Boss,” Remi says, eyeing Lily as we walk up. “You the new meat?”

      I’d tell Remi to back off, but her smile is teasing rather than predatory.

      Lily shifts, fussing with her sleeves. “Guess so.”

      “This is Remi,” I say. “Anything breaks, she can fix it. She can also be meaner than a rattlesnake, but she don’t bite.”

      “Hmph. Not what I heard,” Kyle murmurs out of the corner of his mouth, waggling his eyebrows.

      Remi flips him off.

      Dax emerges from under the lift, flexing his arms. “Hope you like tetanus, sweetheart.”

      Lily’s chin lifts. “Hey, I’ve had my booster shots.”

      Dax chuckles.

      I glare at them all. “This is Lily. She’ll be answering the phones, cleaning, running errands, that sort of thing. Don’t be dicks.”

      “Anything you need,” Lily adds. “I’m a fast learner.”

      Kyle snorts. “Anything?” He looks her up and down. “You’re too pretty to be doing grunt work. We should get her on our ads, Zane. Maybe in a skimpy bikini and⁠—”

      “Keep going with that,” I growl, “and you’ll be scrubbing oil pans with a toothbrush.”

      Kyle grumbles and half salutes. “Got it.” He smiles at Lily. “I’m Kyle—I know everything there is to know about vintage bikes, but not so much about when to shut up, sometimes.”

      “Tell me about it,” Dax groans.

      “Dax here is a whiz with steel and tech,” I say. Then I gesture to the office. “Why don’t you start on the supply closet? It needs organizing. Any way you think it would work best. We’re not particular.”

      I get her settled and leave her to it.

      Dax crosses his arms and huffs when I return. “Hate to say it, Boss, but with those soft hands and scared eyes, she won’t last a week.”

      Something hot coils in my gut. “She’s tougher than she looks.”
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        * * *

      

      By eleven, the supply closet’s gone from a warzone to neat as a pin.

      Lily’s covered in dust, a few strands of hair escaping her ponytail, and clutching a clipboard as she’s organizing a crate of spark plugs.

      I swear I could eat her up whole.

      Amazingly, she’s somehow tamed the chaos. Brake pads line the shelves like library books. Nuts and bolts gleam in mason jars labeled in loopy script.

      I lean against the doorframe, blinking. “The torque wrenches look so…organized,” I say, awestruck.

      She jumps. “Oh! I didn’t hear you.” Then she laughs nervously. “Um…yes…I arranged them by size and torque rating,” she says. “I hope that’s okay?”

      “Better than okay.” I reach over and brush my thumb over a label she made where she drew a tiny motorcycle. “And these sketches are incredible.”

      She shrugs, but I notice her cheeks are tinged pink. “Pfft, they’re just…doodles.”

      “They’re good.” I look down at her, and she glances up at me. The air is suddenly charged with electricity. A wicked image of her on her knees before me bursts into my mind.

      Get it together, McCafferty.

      She clears her throat. “Everything else is sorted by type, size, or whatever seemed most relevant. If there’s anything you want me to change, please let me know.” She points to a clipboard hanging on the inside of the door. “I made a chart showing where things are kept, too,” she announces, almost triumphant.

      I flip through it. She’s made more little drawings of the items for clarity. “This is great.”

      She smiles. “And I, um, found these.” She holds up a box of vintage spark plugs—rare as hens’ teeth. Been missing since Dash’s bachelor party. (Don’t ask.)

      I chuckle. “Kyle might propose marriage if you show him these. He’s been looking for them everywhere.”

      She giggles sweetly.

      “Holy shit!” Remi exclaims, scanning the closet as she walks up. “Boss, we’re keeping her, right?”

      I fight the smile that’s threatening to take over my entire face. I feel like a giddy teenager. “Of course we are,” I laugh. Lily’s already getting led away by Remi, who’s promising to give her the full tour.

      Through the window of the office, I watch her. She’s nervous at first, jumping when the air compressor hisses or one of the lifts drops. But soon, she’s scanning part numbers and drawing up orders, hair twisted up into a messy knot, tongue darting out to wet her bottom lip.

      I’m obsessed.

      McCafferty, you’re screwed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            LILY

          

        

      

    

    
      McCafferty Customs hums with testosterone and machinery—the growl of a lathe biting into steel, the roar of a welding torch, Kyle’s off-key rendition of Ring of Fire echoing from the bathroom. And there’s a weird smell in the air… like grease and gasoline.

      It’s totally different from the so-called “reality” show.

      Ironic, huh?

      For starters, Remi, Dax, and Kyle weren’t on it. Just Dash and a crew of larger-than-life mechanics. Probably actors, or at least mechanics with ambitions of acting, or getting shops of their own. I’ve heard producers manipulate those shows to ensure drama and romance and all that stuff that makes people tune in episode after episode.

      Honestly, I like the shop better how it is now. Vintage bike posters on the walls, tools everywhere—it’s much more laid back. Grittier for sure, but real. And kinda…exciting.

      I follow Remi as she strides past a disassembled Harley, her neon-green streaked hair catching the fluorescent lights. She’s tall, lean, and very goth. A total badass, too.

      “So, the main office on the left is Zane’s lair. He spends a bunch of time there, but he prefers to be out here with us. Because we’re all hella cool to be around…and, duh, he likes getting his hands dirty.” She winks at me and I try not to blush.

      “This is the break room.” We walk into a small alcove of the garage where there’s a fridge, a sink, and a picnic table. “We try not to have it looking like a biohazard zone. But men…fuck, they can be pigs.” She glowers in disgust.

      “Bathrooms are down the left side. Fortunately, you and I have our own.” She pumps a fist in the air. “The rest of the place, except for that storage closet that you took from ABANDON HOPE ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE to PLEASE COME IN AND BEHOLD WITH WONDERMENT is for working on bikes in various stages of build or repair.”

      Dax’s massive, booted feet stick out from beneath a lifted motorcycle. How does he get his hulking body under there? “Careful, new girl,” he grunts. “Floor’s more slippery than Kyle’s pickup lines.”

      “Hey now!” Kyle pops up from behind an engine block, grease smeared across his cheekbones like war paint. “My lines are vintage charm.” He waggles his sandy blond eyebrows at me. “Ever ridden a Dyna Glide, darlin’?? She’s got curves that’ll make you⁠—”

      Remi chucks a rubber hose at his head. “Dude. Give her at least a couple days before you bombard her with that shit.”

      Kyle pouts. “But she’s gonna be taken by then! All the hot ladies get snapped up!”

      “Please, I’m single,” Remi says.

      “I rest my case.”

      Remi lunges toward him, and he ducks behind the bike as I laugh. “I’m kidding! You’re hot! You’re hot!”

      Then I hear Zane’s voice rumble from the office, low and gravelly as he argues with a supplier. “—told you last time, we don’t buy cheap gaskets.” My heart skips.

      Remi follows my gaze. “Don’t worry, he’s all bark,” she says. But I know he’s got bite, too, from what I saw last night. When it matters.

      “Crusty exterior, marshmallow core,” she continues. “Don’t tell him I said that, though.” She smiles and leads me past workbenches coated with decades of grime, and a wall decorated with vintage license plates.

      She tosses a wrench in a toolbox with a loud clatter. “You’ll get used to the noise,” she says, wiping grease off her hands with a rag. “Most of the time these idiots communicate in grunts and tool sounds.”

      Kyle pokes his head around the corner, grinning. “Don’t listen to her. We’re a refined bunch. Last week, Dax actually said ‘please’ when he asked for a hex key.”

      Dax’s snort echoes from beneath the bike. “Bullshit.”

      I’m only half listening to their banter. My gaze keeps drifting back to Zane. I catch glimpses of him through the doorway to his office—leaning back in his chair, feet propped up on the desk, fingers drumming on his thigh absently. His sleeves are rolled up, his tattoos flexing as he gestures. I wonder if the ink has any particular significance. Wonder if he’d ever let me sketch it.

      “Eyes over here, newbie,” Remi teases, snapping me back. Heat floods my cheeks. She smirks. “Don’t worry about it. He’s been staring too.”

      Before I can stammer a denial, Kyle lobs a crumpled soda can at her. “Wouldja stop traumatizing the rookie? You’ll scare her off before lunch.”

      By noon, my nerves have settled down into something like belonging. The shop’s apparent chaos in fact has a rhythm that I’m slowly learning.

      “Pizza!” a male voice booms, and I see Dash McCafferty coming through the garage with a stack of boxes. “Eat up before Dax inhales it all,” he says, heading for the break room.

      I almost drop the phone as I finish talking to a customer. Dash is tall, broad-shouldered, with a handsome face and piercing blue eyes. He looks older than I remember from the show, with more gray in his hair, but it’s been a few years now. Honestly, he’s more impressive in person.

      I can definitely see a family resemblance as Zane walks up to him. “What are you doing here, cuz?”

      “Thought I’d drop by, see how things are going,” he says, his voice warm. His eyes land on me, and he smiles. “Heard we have a new recruit.”

      Zane gestures to me. “Yeah, this is Lily. She’s going to be helping out around the shop.”

      “Dash McCafferty.” He extends a hand, his dimples flashing. His grip is firm. “Nice to meet you, Lily. Welcome to the family.”

      Family. The word sends a strange shiver down my spine. It’s a dangerous concept, and one I’ve never gotten too attached to in the past. But looking around the garage, at the new and mostly smiling faces (not sure yet if Dax actually smiles) and the easy camaraderie, I can’t help but want to be a part of it.

      “Th-thank you,” I manage, feeling overwhelmed…and, okay, maybe a little starstruck.

      “She’s seen the show,” Zane explains.

      Dash grins. “Man, that feels like ages ago. So much has changed.”

      “Yeah, you’ve got a wife and kid now,” Kyle says, whistling. “Who’d a thunk?”

      “Shut it, Shaw,” Dash says, rolling his eyes. “Speaking of which,” he says, pulling out his phone, “I gotta pick Brynn up from school. We’re going to visit Mommy—I mean, Willa—at the library today.”

      Kyle howls as Dash scrubs a hand over his face. “Fuck, I’m never going to hear the end of that now.”

      Even Zane is smiling as Remi and Dax break into laughter.

      “Bye, Lily,” Dash says, leaning close to me. “Enjoy the pizza, you ungrateful little shits,” he calls out to the rest of them as he heads out the door.

      Once the laughter has subsided, we cluster around the table in the break room, the scent of warm pepperoni and cheese cutting through the oil.

      “So, Lily. Where’d Zane dig you up?” Remi asks, grabbing a big slice.

      The question hangs in the air as I pick at my cheese. “Parking lot of the Rustic Ridge.”

      Kyle chokes on his Coke. “Seriously? What, did you owe him money?”

      “Kyle…” Zane warns with an exasperated sigh.

      “No,” I say quietly. “I was…trying to leave a bad situation with a boyfriend—well, ex-boyfriend now. Zane stepped in.”

      Dax stills, a slice of pizza halfway to his mouth. His fingers tense around the crust.

      Kyle’s expression turns serious. “Got it. Well, you’re in the right place. We don’t stand for that shit here. We eat guys like that for breakfast.” He mimes cracking bones.

      Remi shrugs. “I mean, he’s not wrong.” She hesitates. “Your parents around these parts?”

      I swallow and look at Zane. “No parents. I grew up in foster care.”

      “Damn,” Kyle mutters.

      Dax chews louder, frowning.

      Remi takes another bite. “Siblings?”

      “Nope. Just me,” I shrug, feigning nonchalance.

      Zane shifts in his seat, and I feel his gaze on me—warm and persistent.

      “Well, you’ve got us now,” Remi says with a smile, tossing her crust into the box.

      And as I look at them around the table, I think she’s right.

    




OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/no-regerts-press-logo.jpg
%

XO REGERTS

PRESS. LLC





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/lh-mccafferty-mechanics-complete-series-boxset.jpg
m._uwm_u NJ@«W\\N
" POWER /e

FILTHY 7

ROUGH Lotz








