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      There’s a darkness in me that shouldn’t be let out. But for her, I’d become a villain overnight…

      It’s not easy being a sophomore in college.

      Not when you’re trying to become a professional hockey player, not when your father is breathing down your neck about joining the family business, and especially not when said family business is the mafia.

      And then there’s Harper McKenna. Fierce, stubborn, beautiful Harper McKenna, who just had to go and make things even harder for me.

      I already couldn’t keep my eyes off her, but now that there’s a price on her head?

      Keeping her safe is my only priority.

      The problem is, my roommate, Ashton Rinaldi, won’t let her out of his sight either.

      Sure, Ashton is my best friend. My brother. A fellow mafia child who knows the secrets I’ve been keeping all my life.

      But there’s nothing I wouldn’t do to protect Harper, and I know he has no qualms about unleashing his inner beast both on and off the ice.

      I might have sworn I’d never become my father, but that was before Harper’s life was on the line.

      That oath means nothing now. And I’d sooner watch the world burn than watch her die…
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      Harper

      Snow blanketed the city, making the roads dangerous, and yet, somehow, we still had classes to attend. It didn’t matter that it was twenty below zero outside, with windchill, or that my fingers were freezing inside my gloves.

      Buses on campus took us from the dorms to some of the buildings. But try to get on one of those buses in this frigid weather? Good luck.

      Ditching class wasn’t an option. I made that mistake during my first semester of freshman year. I wasn’t going to do it again and risk my scholarship.

      I needed a piping hot cup of coffee, but that was in the opposite direction of class. I trudged outside through the snow, my fur-lined boots keeping my feet warm. My legs, however, were quickly growing numb.

      What was I doing walking to class in this blizzard? Would our teacher even show up?

      “I hate winter,” I grumble under my breath.

      “What’s that?” A male voice catches up with me as I wait to cross the street. The roads are slick; the plow hasn’t come through this section yet. They’re probably still trying to keep the highway from becoming treacherous.

      I glance up at him. His dark eyes glint in the brightness of the snow surrounding us.

      “It’s cold,” I say, stating the obvious. I’m practically hopping from one foot to the other, bouncing to keep warm. I swear I’ve seen him before on campus, but I don’t recognize him from any of my classes.

      Evergreen University campus isn’t a small school, with more than twenty-thousand students in attendance, but you tend to recognize faces when you take the same route every day to class.

      “It’s winter,” he says with a hearty laugh. It’s deep and warm, and he offers me a friendly smile. The traffic light switches, and I hurry across the intersection, my feet slipping and sliding, and I nearly lose my footing.

      The handsome stranger catches my arm, steadying me. “Careful,” he warns, keeping me upright.

      My heart pounds in my chest. “Thanks.”

      He has yet to release his grip as we cross the street.

      “You can let go, I’m good,” I say.

      I feel the heat of his stare, and if my cheeks weren’t red from the cold, I’d certainly be blushing.

      “If you insist,” he says, releasing his hold. The warmth that he possessed vanishes as quickly as it came, and I feel even chillier than before.

      I can feel the heat of his stare as we walk, his gaze on me and then facing forward. Every so often, his arm brushes against mine through our thick jackets. It’s an accident. I’m sure of it.

      “Do you want to grab coffee?” he asks.

      Perhaps it isn’t an accident.

      “I can’t. I have to get to class.”

      Does he honestly think I’d be out in this cold if I didn’t have to be? The windchill is brutal, making my cheeks sting. Even with the beanie on my head, covering my ears, I’m still frigid.

      “I meant after. I’m Ashton,” he introduces himself. “And you are?”

      “Late for class,” I say, glancing at him. His dark eyes warm me, but I don’t have time for this, for him, for any of it. “It was nice meeting you, Ashton,” I say as I approach the building.

      “I didn’t catch your name,” Ashton says, his gaze hopeful as it lingers on me a little longer than necessary.

      My gloved hand grabs the door handle. “That’s because I didn’t give it.” I smirk. I yank open the door and am greeted with a gust of heat that slaps me in the face.

      I hurry down the hallway, removing my hat and gloves, shoving them into my jacket pocket before unbuttoning the monstrosity. I head into the classroom and grab a seat in the middle of the auditorium.

      “Hey, McKenna,” Luca says, coming to sit beside me.

      “Ricci,” I say, calling him by his last name. He’s nice-looking, and he knows it. Being a star hockey player for the university doesn’t seem to hurt his dating life, either. He’s got player written all over his smug face.

      Why he wants to sit beside me is beyond comprehension. There are plenty of open seats in the auditorium. I retrieve my laptop from my backpack and power it up.

      “Fun weekend?” he asks, and I swear he’s only asking so that he can tell me all about his weekend.

      “Yeah, it was great.” I don’t elaborate. My roommate, Quinn, and I don’t exactly get along, and she likes to have boys over, which means I’m pretty much kicked out of the room when they’re doing the no-pants dance.

      Which seems to be every weekend and every chance that she gets to hook up with a guy.

      The freshman requirement to live on campus in the dorms with a sophomore is the worst idea imaginable. Who thought it was a good idea? Some idiot who hadn’t lived on campus in several decades.

      “You should come to one of our parties,” Luca says.

      Is he actually inviting me to a party?

      Why?

      What’s his motive, because I know he’s not the least bit interested in me? In fact, if I didn’t know any better, the reason he sits right beside me is to copy my notes during class. I’m pretty sure that’s the only reason he sits next to me.

      I’m a really good note-taker.

      “I’ll think about it,” I say.

      I smile politely and am relieved when our teacher enters the auditorium and class begins.

      Luca seems like a decent guy, but his priorities are hockey, girls, and partying. I’m not sure if that’s the exact order; he could put girls or partying first, but he’s a decent hockey player, from what I’ve heard around campus. I’ve never been to one of their games, and I don’t plan on showing up, either.

      The minute class is over, I bundle back up into my hat, gloves, and oversized jacket. “Ready to brave the elements?” Luca asks. He’s got on a black wool coat that doesn’t look particularly warm.

      “I should be asking you that,” I say, glancing at him.

      He gives me a wry grin, affixes a beanie to his head to keep warm, and slides his hands into his pockets. “I’m a snow owl,” he says. “The cold doesn’t bother me.”

      I snort under my breath. “Yeah, right,” I mutter, unconvinced. He’s right at my side, walking with me outside and across the quad to our next class. I don’t have to cross any slushy streets at least, so there’s little chance of slipping and falling, like earlier.

      The walkway has been cleared, and there’s salt that is finally melting some of the path. His breath is visible as he walks beside me, but he doesn’t so much as shiver.

      I’m hurrying outside, wanting to get out of the frigid weather. “Have a good day,” he says as I head for the building.

      “You too,” I shout over my shoulder and grab the door handle.

      He doesn’t have class in the Fitzroy building but always walks with me to my next class. I’ve always assumed it’s because he’s in the Cooper building just past Fitzroy. I glance back through the glass windows and see him turning around, heading back in the direction where we just came from.

      Did he forget something?
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        * * *

      

      “Tell me if this is weird,” I say to Kensley. We’re both freshmen and have two classes together. We grab lunch at the on-campus deli and snag a table before it gets too crowded.

      “Do tell,” Kensley says, intrigued.

      “Luca Ricci has been walking me to class for the past two weeks.”

      “What?” Kensley’s eyes widen. “The center forward for Evergreen University. That’s a little weird.”

      I shoot her a look. “That’s not the weird part.”

      She smirks. “Continue.”

      “I thought he had class in the Cooper Building since he’s been walking me to Fitzroy, but this morning, I saw him turn back around and head in the opposite direction.”

      “You could just ask him where his next class is,” Kensley says, stating the obvious.

      “Or?” I’m hoping she has another suggestion, something a little less direct. I don’t want Luca Ricci to think I’m catching feelings for him, because I’m not.

      “Follow him after he drops you off at class,” Kensley suggests.

      “I’m not stalking him.”

      “Right. Or we could go with option number three.”

      “Which is?”

      “Hey, McKenna.” Luca comes up from behind.

      Kensley obviously saw him coming.

      She should have warned me.

      “Ricci,” I say, staring at him. My mouth goes dry, all rational thought leaves my brain.

      “I’m Kensley,” my friend says, introducing herself.

      “Luca,” he says, giving a crooked smile and nod. “I was just about to grab lunch. Mind if I join you?”

      “Not at all,” Kensley says, answering before I have the opportunity to turn him down.

      He heads for the counter, grabbing his food while I seethe at Kensley.

      “What was that?” I ask her.

      She hurries to eat the last bite of her lunch and covers her mouth with her hand when she speaks. “Just helping a girl out.”

      I glare at her as she stands, swallowing her final bite of her sandwich. “You’re not leaving.”

      “Enjoy your lunch date.” She grins and winks at me.

      I want to kill her. Luca is cute, he’s got dreamy eyes, and a great body, but there is no way I’m his type.

      Zero chance.

      He could have any girl on this campus, which begs the question, what does he want? It’s obviously something. I just haven’t figured it out yet.

      Luca approaches our table just as Kensley grabs her mess, cleaning it up. “I’ve got to head out, but my friend doesn’t have class for a couple of hours,” she says.

      Now, I can’t even make up an excuse for bailing. I’d give her the finger, but Luca is watching me. And how would I explain that one to him?

      His intense gaze never wavers as he studies me. It makes my heart race and my cheeks flush.

      I will not catch feelings for him.

      “You both should definitely come to the party at our house tonight,” Luca says.

      Is that why he’s stalking me today? He did mention a party he was having, and this isn’t the first invite, but I’d like it to be the last. I don’t do parties, at least not ones with kegs and athletes, which is likely to lead to bad decisions.

      I can’t afford any more bad decisions.

      “We’ll be there. Give Harper the details. I’ll catch you later,” Kensley says.

      The last thing I want to do tonight is attend a party on campus with the hockey team. But my bestie just told Luca Ricci we’d be there.

      I glare at her, but the girl is oblivious, or maybe she doesn’t care. I love her to death, but that death is seeming to get rather close at the moment.

      I don’t even say goodbye to Kensley. I’m pissed at her, but I don’t think Luca notices. He’s too busy staring into my soul. At least it feels that way, intimate, with the way his gaze watches me.

      He grabs her abandoned seat, sitting across from me. “It was nice meeting you,” he says, but he doesn’t even glance in her direction. “See you tonight.”

      His warm smile could easily be seen as flirtatious, but he’s not making eye contact with her. I want to look away. I crave the detachment from the heat building between us. My stomach flips, and I swear the butterflies tremble in my stomach and move lower.

      Fuck me.

      I will not catch feelings for Luca Ricci.

      I chance a glance at my bestie, needing a break from his stare. Kensley grins and waves before jetting out of the deli.

      “Friend or roommate?” he asks. He finally glances down at his food, only for a fraction of a second, and I feel as though I can finally breathe again.

      “Friend,” I say. “My roommate and I don’t exactly get along.”

      He unwraps his sandwich while still giving me his undivided attention. “Let me guess, you’re a freshman and got matched with a sophomore who wants nothing to do with you.”

      “Is it that obvious?”

      Luca grins, and those eyes are back on me, making my stomach somersault. “It’s the freshman curse. It happens to every freshman who has ever gone to Evergreen. I’ve been there and, boy, does it suck.”

      “Any friendly advice?” I ask, glancing at him, hopeful that he can actually help with the Quinn situation. I don’t know why I ask, maybe because it’s something the two of us actually have in common, aside from Econ 101.

      He laughs and shakes his head. His thick hair covers his eyes for a split second before he shakes it away.

      “If she’s anything like how my roommate was, just steer clear of her,” Luca says.

      It’s no wonder all the girls fall for him; he’s got the boyish good looks, charm, and charisma. Not to mention his body. You don’t end up as an athlete by sitting on the couch eating potato chips all night.

      Why does he have this effect on me?

      He’s just a boy. Sure, he’s easy on the eyes, and that smile warms me to the core, but he’s absolutely trouble.

      I know it’s lust, but how can I lust after someone I barely even know? I don’t even particularly like him, but the way my body responds, it’s betraying me.

      It must be the hormones and the fact it’s been a while since I’ve climbed into a guy’s bed.

      “What year are you?” I ask. I don’t know why, but I had assumed he was a freshman as well, probably because we’re both in Econ 101 together, a required class to graduate and, boy, does it suck.

      “Sophomore,” he says.

      “Let me guess, you’re the one torturing a freshman this year.” He seems like the type who would give someone hell. Probably brags to the team about how pathetic his freshman roommate is this year.

      Luca chuckles and shakes his head. “No, I live on campus with a couple of my teammates.”

      My eyes widen, surprised that he doesn’t live in the dorms. Lucky bastard.

      “You play hockey,” I say, stating the obvious.

      I’m pretty sure everyone at Evergreen University knows who Luca Ricci is and that he plays hockey. He’s one of their best players. It’s pretty common knowledge around campus and in town.

      His smile only grows. “You’ve been to my games?”

      I shake my head. “Everyone knows who you are. You’re like hockey royalty around here. You get all the girls, probably easy As, too. Am I right?”

      “I work for my grades,” Luca says, his gaze locked on mine, “but I do okay.”

      I’m not sure whether his okay reference is toward the girls or his grades. Does it matter? I shouldn’t care. I don’t care. At least, that’s what I tell myself.

      “Here, give me your phone.”

      “Excuse me?” I laugh at his boldness.

      “I’ll text myself, and you’ll have my number. Next time this sophomore gives you trouble, let me know.”

      “I don’t need you to fight my battles for me,” I say.

      Except maybe having him in my corner wouldn’t be so bad. He has a lot of clout on campus, and my roommate is boy-crazy. Not that I’d want to set them up. My stomach clenches at the image of the two of them tangling in the sheets.

      I’m no longer hungry.

      “Give me your phone, Harper,” Luca says, his hand outstretched, palm up, waiting for me to deposit it into his palm.

      He never uses my first name. I’m surprised that he even knows what it is.

      With a resigned sigh, I grab my cell phone from my jacket pocket, unlock it, and hand it to him.

      His thumb grazes over my wrist, the slightest caress over bare skin. “Good girl,” he says, his eyes on me before glancing down and texting himself from my phone.

      His words send a warm hum vibrating through my body. I can’t explain the pulsing sensations that his voice elicits with those simple two words and the soft sigh that spills past my lips, unintended.

      What the hell was that, and why do I suddenly want to hear him say it again?
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      Luca

      I’ve been trying to get Harper to notice me.

      Walking with her after class isn’t a coincidence, especially since I’m done until the late afternoon and I either double back to grab lunch or head to my apartment.

      She hasn’t caught on, at least, and it gives me a few extra minutes with her. Seeing as how we have different social circles, I never run into her outside of economics.

      I’m not one to stalk her, but if I had her schedule, I definitely would run into her more often.

      Ashton grabs a beer for himself from the fridge. “You want one?” he asks, with the fridge wide open. Guests are pouring into the apartment. There’s more than just a few people hanging out tonight.

      Ashton Rinaldi is the king of parties. He likes to make everyone feel welcome, and that means inviting everyone he knows and doesn’t know as well. I’d be pissed, but he ends up inviting more girls than guys, so it’s not usually a bad time. There’s always someone available for a hookup.

      “I met the perfect girl this morning,” Ashton says, popping the top off his beer. “Blonde hair, dark mysterious eyes, rocking body.”

      “That describes what, fifteen percent of the student population?” I quip.

      Ashton rolls his eyes at me. “I didn’t catch her name, but I swear I’m going to marry her.”

      Ashton Rinaldi doesn’t seem the marrying type. Probably because he lets all the puck bunnies play with his hockey stick, not all at once. Although he’s not opposed to doing that, either, with a couple of the girls. I’ve heard the sounds coming from his bedroom; it’s definitely not a one-on-one situation.

      “You’ve lost your mind,” I say, smirking as I take a swig of my beer.

      “Yeah, I probably have, but she’d be worth it.” Ashton is definitely drunk and maybe a little delusional when it comes to girls. But how could he not be when he sets his sights on someone and never gets turned down?

      “And you didn’t get her number?” I ask.

      “She wouldn’t even tell me her name,” Ashton grumbles. “But she clearly goes to Evergreen, so I’ll run into her.” He’s confident in his ability to convince any girl to climb into his bed, which isn’t hard, since most of the ladies do the chasing.

      “Sounds like a massive crush.” I chuckle at his discontent. I’ve never heard him talk about a girl like that, but I’m sure once he beds her, the appeal will wear. It’s Ashton. He’s the kind of guy who, once you take the toy out of the box, he loses interest in it. He’s never bedded the same girl twice.

      He snorts. “It’s not a crush.”

      “Right.” I shake my head in disbelief. I could give him hell about it for hours, but I’d rather talk to the ladies.

      I grab another beer and head through the house, wanting to see if Harper showed up. I doubt this is her scene, but if I’m lucky, her friend will drag her out tonight and I can spend some time outside of class with her.

      But realistically, I’m not getting my hopes up.

      The girl is way out of my league. She’s smart, sophisticated, and I know her type; she doesn’t date athletes. The fact that I’m a hockey player works against me. Which makes me like her even more, probably because I have zero chance of hooking up with her.

      My stomach sinks the moment I lay eyes on a girl with dark hair pinned against the wall, making out with one of our teammates.

      “Oh, hell no!” I hurry across the room and grab Chase Lancaster by the arm and yank him off Nova. The girl is practically a sister to me. She’s also seventeen and has no business being at our party.

      “What the hell, man?” Chase growls, and I shove him away, knocking him backward several steps, into a flurry of people.

      “She’s underage,” I seethe, and he throws his arms up in the air.

      “I didn’t know.” He glances from me back to Nova. “Seriously?” His eyes rake over her body, wanting confirmation.

      She forces a smile, and I swear she’s acting out more and more now that I’m no longer living at home. Dressed in a short black leather skirt and crop top, her midriff shows off her pierced navel. There’s zero chance her mom and dad know about that piercing.

      “Come with me.” It’s not a question but a command. I grab Nova and drag her upstairs, shoving her into my room. I yank open my closet and grab a sweatshirt off a hanger, tossing it at her. “Put this on.”

      “You don’t get to boss me around like Dad does,” Nova scowls, but she catches my sweatshirt in her hands. She doesn’t make a move with the article of clothing, holding my stare.

      Is she fucking challenging me?

      “Do I have to put it on you?” I growl.

      Nova is two years younger than I am. We grew up in the same household. Her father works for my dad, the head of the Italian Mafia.

      And like a sibling, my job is to protect her.

      “Don’t be a dick, Luca.” Her eyes narrow. “I was having fun downstairs.”

      “With Chase?” I choke on her words, coughing, attempting to clear my throat. “He just wants sex, and you’re a minor.”

      “I’m seventeen. He’s only a year older, and I’ll be eighteen soon.”

      I refuse to see her point. “No. You shouldn’t even be here tonight.”

      “And why not?” Nova asks.

      She finally puts the sweatshirt on over her head, pulling her arms through the sleeves, which at least wins my approval, but I’m not letting her stay.

      “Aside from the fact that you’re underage and this is a college party?”

      Nova shrugs and folds her arms across her chest. “I’ll be in college next year. Maybe sooner. I’m graduating a semester early.”

      I want to be proud of her, but I’m pissed as shit at her showing up and making out with my teammate.

      “And next year, you can attend all the parties that you want. I won’t stop you.”

      She snorts. “Yeah, right.” A grin forms at the corner of her lips. “You’ll be just as controlling as your father. It’s in your blood.”

      “I’m not my father.” My jaw clenches and I grind my teeth, seething. My blood runs cold just thinking about the man, Dante Ricci. He’s a murderer. A villain. The man who hires people to kill for a living, so that he doesn’t have to get his own hands dirty. He uses people like Nova’s father for those jobs.

      She plays with the hem of the sweatshirt and glances toward the door. “Neither of us want to be our parents. Please, I just need a night away from everything.” Her pleading voice is enough to make me give in, because I know all too well what she’s going through.

      “You’re not driving home,” I warn her. I know the girl, she’ll sneak alcohol, and unless I play babysitter all night, she’ll end up toasted. “You’ll stay here.”

      Her eyes light up, and I imagine she’s doing a little dance in her head, getting exactly what she wanted. My jaw is tight, and I clear my throat. “You can stay in my room. I’ll take the couch.”

      “You’re the best!” Nova squeals, delighted with my offer.

      “Next time, call before you just show up.” I’m not happy that she’s here, but I also don’t feel like mingling anymore with the girls downstairs. Besides, I’m not leaving Nova alone tonight, and I don’t exactly have a bed for a random hookup, which puts me in a bit of a tight spot.

      “I promise,” Nova says with a grin and links her pinky with mine.

      I grab her arm, hidden behind her back, her fingers crossed. “You’re such a brat.” Rolling my eyes, I open my bedroom door and gesture for her to head back downstairs.

      Heading for the stairs, my gaze locks on Harper as she’s standing there talking to Ashton. She glances up at me and bites her bottom lip before excusing herself as she heads for the front door.

      I curse under my breath, brushing past Nova.

      “What the hell just happened?” I growl at Ashton, grabbing his arm. “I invited Harper tonight. Were you hitting on her?”

      Ashton’s brow furrows. “What are you talking about? That’s the girl I told you about earlier. Hot. Am I right?”

      It’s not possible.

      Ashton’s crush cannot be Harper McKenna.

      Absolutely not.

      Sighing, I shake my head, chasing after Harper. She’s already outside, and the air is frigid without a coat or long sleeves, but I don’t care. I’d freeze for her.

      “Harper, where are you going?” I call after her.

      She laughs under her breath, wraps her arms around herself and keeps walking. The street lights illuminate the road as she hurries away from the apartment.

      “Away from you,” she says a little too loudly.

      Maybe she wants me to hear her? “What did I do wrong?” I ask. She’s clearly mad. Is it because Ashton was hitting on her, or something else?

      Harper stops walking and spins around to face me. It gives me a few seconds to catch up, closing the distance between us. “You really have to ask?” she scoffs at me.

      She can barely meet my stare, her gaze everywhere but on me. And I could be wrong, but her eyes almost look like they’re glistening, as if she’s holding back tears.

      I reach out, my fingers guiding her chin up, staring into her dark gaze that captivates me and lures me in. My breath catches in my throat. “You’re mad.”

      “Did you get all that from me leaving the party? You must really be a genius,” she seethes.

      I bite down on my tongue. She’s got a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About this Book
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Shop Special Editions & Signed Books
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Willow Fox
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Willow Fox


    


  


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/willow-fox-ebook.jpg
“CRIMSON ICE
. BOOK ONE!

WILLOW FOX






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





