
  
    [image: Ignition]
  


  
    
      IGNITION

    

    
      
        LAUREN DANE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        IGNITION

        Copyright © 2023 Lauren Dane

        Published by Lauren Dane Media Group, LLC

        Cover Art Design © 2023 Tony Mauro Illustration and Design

        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        ISBN 978-1-943072-84-2

      

      

      
        
        This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author/publisher.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental or has been used in a fictional manner.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Ignition

      

      
        Foreword

      

    

    
      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Sign Up for Lauren’s Newsletter

      

      
        Also by Lauren Dane

      

      
        About Lauren Dane

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IGNITION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Xander….

      

      

      Alexander Copeland Keenan is a second-generation tattoo artist. He’s got a reputation as a rising star and a six-month waitlist to prove it.

      He’s been focused on work and family, not looking for anyone or anything serious, but suddenly there’s more. Suddenly there’s everything when he meets Pippa Hall.

      Neither is ready for the bolt of instant attraction, or for the intensity of the days and weeks to follow as their chance meeting develops into an exclusive—and very intense—relationship.

      
        
        Hamish….

      

      

      To most of the world, Hamish Wilson is a talented, hard living, hard loving singer-songwriter. Most people don’t know the real person behind the mask. From their first meeting a year prior, Pippa saw right to the heart of him and hadn’t judged. Even better, she’d been his safe harbor, and a true friend.

      He tells himself he’s not worthy of a committed romantic relationship with her, but fate—and Xander—intervened. Pippa wasn’t the only one either man had history with, and after an unplanned beginning, the three embark on an exclusive triad.

      
        
        Pippa…

      

      

      Pippa Hall grew up in a family whose idea of discipline sent her and two of her sisters fleeing to start a new life in Seattle. She’s got an excellent job as a mechanic at Twisted Steel, a custom car and motorcycle shop, a close relationship with her sisters and several dear friends, and then…

      She wasn’t prepared to fall head over heels with two very bossy men whose focus was her well-being and pleasure. Pippa is loved. Deeply.

      
        
        Ignition…

      

      

      In the midst of their happily ever after, the shadow of Pippa’s past casts a threat on the happiness and security of their lives. It will take more than love to overcome the fear. The three must stand, united to defend what is theirs.
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      Dear wonderful readers,

      Ignition is the second in an expanded series universe that includes my Brown Family, Hurley Boys, Delicious and Whiskey Sharp books under the Ink and Chrome title.

      Ignition is the story of Alexander, “Xander” Copeland Keenan, the son of Erin Brown, Todd Keenan and Ben Copeland (Laid Bare). He works at Written On the Body, a tattoo shop owned and run by his uncle, Brody Brown (Coming Undone) and Raven Warner (Drawn Together).

      The other hero is Hamish Wilson, a singer songwriter we met in Ink and Chrome 3, Coming Back, as he’s Jessi Franklin’s brother.

      And Pippa Hall, entirely new to these books, though she’s close with the Franklin family and besties with Rennie Brown (Brody’s daughter).

      I hope you enjoy these three as much as I loved writing their story!

      Lauren
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      At the hail of his name, Xander set his sketchpad back on the shelf at his station, but when he walked to reception and saw Pippa Hall standing there, a shaft of pale, late-afternoon sunlight caressing her face, his fingers twitched. An urge sent from his brain to the part of him always ready to draw. The curves of her cheeks needed to be put to paper. The coppery tones in her eyelashes caught the light.

      The outside was attractive enough, but something far more than looks called Xander’s attention to her. She exuded an honesty and sweetness like perfume. What he’d considered curiosity had deepened into a craving in the two weeks since he’d first met her at a family party.

      That night they’d chatted quickly about the tattoo she’d been scheduled to receive from his uncle Brody. After some fancy talk, Xander managed to convince her he had several great concepts already for the life cycle of a butterfly she wanted.

      In the weeks since he’d texted her several times, ostensibly to talk about the design she’d finally chosen after tweaks. He was a busy person, but he found himself turning toward her repeatedly. Even if for just a few lines and an emoji.

      And when she turned and their gazes locked, his already very good life got better. All the noise and chaos seemed to fade away when she was near. Like every part of him focused its attention to her.

      “Hi there, Xander,” Pippa said, her mouth tipping up into a smile. “Ready for me?”

      Was he? Hell if he knew. Normally he kept things mellow and casual, but there he was pulling her into his life.

      The open, pleased tone in her voice stirred something deep in his belly. More than the chemistry that hung thick between them, there was a recognition there. Like he’d been waiting for her on some level. It was novel enough he couldn’t wait to see what else was in store.

      “Hey.” He smiled at her before he leaned down to hug his cousin, Rennie, who also happened to be tight with Pippa. “Wasn’t expecting to see your face. Though I’m not complaining. Are you here to keep Pippa company?”

      If she didn’t say no, Xander was putting coal in her stocking at Christmas.

      “Not today. I’ve got a lunch date with my dad. I’ll see you later, Pippa.” Rennie hugged her and headed toward the back where Brody, the owner of Written On the Body, was working in his office.

      “Again, I do appreciate you fitting me in today,” Pippa told him as he led her to his station.

      Deep-copper curls tumbled to her shoulders. Shiny silver clips caught it away from her face. Freckles danced over her cheeks and nose, peeking through the makeup she wore. She was under five and a half feet tall, petite but powerful in jeans, boots, and a light-purple sweater that hugged her curves.

      There were moments around petite women where simply due to his size, he felt like a marauding Godzilla, or he was so worried about stepping on a toe or whatever that he kept a distance.

      But she invited him closer. Didn’t shrink away from the full force of him, and that was rather delicious.

      Speaking of delicious. She smelled like sugar and something smoky and sexy. He desperately wanted to know what she tasted like.

      Instead of giving in to the wild impulse to kiss her like some fuckin’ weirdo, he led her to his station where he’d left the design they’d agreed upon a few days earlier. “I know we’ve spoken about these, but if you find you don’t like it now that you’re seeing it in person, I can adjust.”

      He’d created the butterfly as the center of the tattoo in blues and purples, with the green and brown of the chrysalis and the caterpillar as pops of color to draw the eye to the way they melded into the body of the butterfly in one instance and parts of the wing elsewhere.

      “My plan is to focus on the purples, blues, and greens.” He indicated the accompanying full-color sketch. “They’ll last longer than yellows or orange would.” He pointed out two other versions. “These are similar.”

      “I’d imagined it as a monarch, so with oranges and blacks, but this…” she held up the one that was his favorite, “…is better. It’s delicate but not weak, if you know what I mean. I love the combination of all the colors and the way it’s made up of individual parts, but when it’s looked at as a big picture, it’s one thing on a continuum. Different and yet the same thing all at once. I know it’s the point. I still think it’s magic.”

      “I’m glad you like it. That one was my top choice too.” There was a warm, pleasant weight in his belly at her words. “Let me get this on a stencil. I want you in that chair, facing the back.”

      In an economic motion, she grabbed the hem of her sweater and pulled it off, leaving her in a halter bodysuit beneath.

      He’d already noticed how she blushed. With her pale complexion, he bet he could clock every emotion on her skin.

      Soon enough, he’d set up his inks, got the positioning of the stencil set according to her preference, and his hands were on her right arm as he adjusted the arm and headrest.

      “What’s the longest you’ve sat for a tattoo?” he asked her, putting thoughts of how sexy Pippa was away for the rest of the appointment.

      She held out her other arm to show him a tattoo of a black-and-gray-shaded wrench. It was well done, all the dents and cracks as metal morphed into bone, the shading rendering it nearly three dimensional. A piece like that took a meticulous and patient hand and a great deal of experience. He recognized it without even being told who the artist was.

      “That took two and a half hours,” Pippa said.

      “Raven is so damned good,” he murmured as he took one last look before straightening.

      “I love her work. I had just tossed out some ideas of things I liked, and she created a few different sketches like you did. This one was it for me the instant I saw it. At some point I’m going to have her add some flowers for a pop of color. And the one Brody did is a blackbird on my hip. Simple. That was my first one, and it took less than an hour.”

      “Big jump between less than an hour up to over two. The positioning of this one won’t be as painful as it might be in other places, but there’ll be spots that hurt. If you need to take a break, let me know. There’s no reason for this to be agony.”

      She smiled, and it sent a shiver over his skin. “It’s okay if it hurts a little.”

      Christ. A blast of heat exploded through him. He coughed to cover the indrawn breath, and a dimple to the right of her mouth showed up for a moment.

      He put gloves on and moved the light until he got it perfect. “Tip your head a little to the left.” When she did what he asked and he was satisfied with the way the skin and muscle lay, he said, “Try to keep this arm relaxed.”

      The way she complied so easily flipped every switch he had. He liked being in charge, and not just when someone was in his chair.

      She sighed softly as she settled in, and he picked up his tattoo machine, not missing the way her lips curved up as the hum filled the air.

      

      Two weeks ago, Pippa had picked her friend Rennie up from a family party at her parents’ house. When Pippa had gone inside to get her, she’d been enveloped by a wave of Rennie’s loved ones. She’d been introduced to what felt like a hundred people, all of them colorful and charming and attractive. It had been no small amount overwhelming. Though she’d already known Rennie’s parents and sister, the place busted at the seams with the genetically gifted.

      And that had been before she’d been introduced to Xander. She’d sort of forgotten they were on their way out the door as he’d flirted and charmed her. Not a bit of artifice to it. He was smart and funny, and she hadn’t been able to get him off her mind in the days since.

      By the time she and Rennie had managed to get to the car, Pippa had found herself with an appointment in two weeks’ time to get a tattoo from one of the country’s next generation of ink superstars.

      They’d texted and emailed back and forth to consult on the design, and she’d wondered if that arc of attraction they’d had at the party was a one-time thing. She got her answer when he’d come out to the waiting area and her senses had gone into overtime. Absolutely gorgeous.

      More than tall, he was broad-shouldered. He was bigger than she’d remembered, even after looking—like fourteen times—at a recent magazine spread that featured multiple pictures and poses.

      In person he also had…substantial energy. It drew her attention and held it. Magnetic. A lot of men his size made her uncomfortable. Their energy felt more like restless aggression. Xander took up space but not at her expense.

      Sun-kissed skin, hazel eyes with lashes so thick and dark it looked like he’d lined his lids with black. He had a septum piercing which took the prettier parts of him and gave them an edge. It was mid-September, and it had dropped to the low fifties, and he wore a navy long-sleeved shirt that hugged his shoulders distractingly. His beard was perfectly trimmed, and when he smiled, her stomach and parts lower warmed and got a little fluttery.

      His hair was short on the sides and back, but the top was thick and longer, a fetching bit of caramel brown he’d shoved back from his face with a very large hand at the party, but at work he had it caught away from his eyes.

      Even as he jabbed ink into her skin with multiple needles, his touch was patient and gentle. The sound of the machine and the haze of pain that wasn’t entirely negative seemed to lull her into a place where she floated as he spoke.

      “We didn’t get to talk much at Brody’s birthday party,” he said as he stood next to her, the heat of his body washing over her exposed arm and shoulder. “Not as much as I’d have liked. How’d you meet Rennie?”

      He would have liked? All sorts of happy chemicals surged in her. “Twisted Steel is in a warehouse district. There are several other businesses and a few industrial art spaces like Rennie’s in the same area, so multiple food trucks show up daily. My first week there, Rennie and I ended up in line together more than once. Friday morning, over a breakfast burrito, I asked her if she wanted to come to the film festival with me and another friend. We’ve hung out regularly since. Rennie was sort of a package deal, because when Martine moved back to Seattle six months ago, we became close. After I got to know Brody and Elise, I understand why their daughters are so wonderful.”

      “I can’t believe I’ve never met you before that birthday party.”

      “I wager we’re most likely not in the same social circles.” He was in the super-gorgeous, inked-up-son-of-a-rock-star club, and she was in bed by nine thirty and took her slippers and an extra blanket when she traveled.

      “My cousins are my social circle,” he said, amused.

      “You mean your cousin Miles, the international superstar? Or his fiancée, also a famous musician? Or do you mean Rennie, with her art shows and accolades?”

      Rennie painted hyperrealistic works that were so detailed, the color so perfect, the application so precise, they looked like photographs. Miles was the lead singer of a band called Earthquakes, and they’d spent the last three years on back-to-back sold-out tours to support back-to-back hit albums. Handsome, talented, newly engaged, and he’d just wrapped his first major film role.

      Xander spoke as he worked, his voice wrapping around the whine of the tattoo machine. “Okay, so we’re not normal in the usual sense of the word. My family is huge, but super tight. A lot of us work together. We’ve never met an occasion we won’t throw a party for. We’ve taken vacations together my whole life. There are chefs and caterers in the crew, so we’re always well fed. Naturally there’s fantastic music. We’re like a small town really.”

      “Okay, I can see that.” She tried to stay still when she laughed. That would be some magical small town. “I imagine being famous makes it even more important to have that safe and trusted circle of people. The outside world is sketchy enough without fans.”

      “That’s totally true.” He paused a moment. “My sister was killed by my mom’s stalker. Back before I was born. But it changed everything. She withdrew from the spotlight. Stopped touring for several years until after my dads came along. And then me.”

      “I’m sorry I brought up a sad memory.” She wanted to kick herself for not even thinking about that. The story of what had happened to Erin Brown and her young child had been the subject of more than one of those ripped-from-the-headlines-style shows the entertainment channels loved.

      “Take it from me, you can’t possibly run everything you think or say through an internal check. It’s a thing that happened, and a million and one different triggers can pull it out of the blue. There’s nothing for you to be sorry about. I’m just agreeing that having a tight circle of those you can trust is really important.”

      “Your family is special.” There was a lull as he worked, and when he didn’t add anything to the topic, she shifted it, not wanting him uncomfortable.

      Which was…something she wasn’t sure how to feel about. Pippa had spent her life until she was fifteen being taught all her focus should be on everything else but herself. Her parents, the phantom of the future husband that’d been the ultimate goal of any girl’s life where she grew up. God. The church. Her younger siblings. The household. She wasn’t on the first page of the list.

      So she’d spent a lot of time unlearning. Finding a balance where she could care about and for the people in her closest circle without losing herself and what mattered to her. It brought up things both positive and negative that he evoked a protectiveness she rarely felt outside her very own closest circle.

      “How long have you been tattooing?” she asked, giving them both space.

      

      The way she’d been paying such close attention was fucking delightful.

      “Goes back to that small town I was talking about. My mother owns the café next door, so some of my earliest memories are of being there. At the back of the building there’s a corridor running between the café and here. I spent so many hours of my life sliding back and forth, loving both worlds. One with food and my mom, and the other, ink and color. Brody would put me in a chair in the corner of his booth and let me watch him work. Raven gave me my first sketchbook when I was five and made a place in her station for me to keep them once I filled them up. I was eleven or twelve when Raven let me help her with some of her sketches. Fifteen when I did my first—very simple—tattoo. Once my uncle was satisfied I was serious about tattooing and being a tattooist, he let me apprentice. Which at the start is little more than sweeping and setting up stations between clients.”

      “Same in most repair shops,” she murmured. “I’ve cleaned a lot of employee bathrooms. So disgusting. Swept up a lot of shop spills.”

      He liked that shared bit of history with her.

      “I’ve cleaned the bathroom here plenty. Fortunately, Raven established some basic cleanliness rules before I was even born. Since everyone is afraid of her, it wasn’t too bad.” His mom’s best friend and essentially his second mother was known for her larger-than-life personality, take-zero-bullshit attitude, and incredible talent.

      “I was nineteen when I did my first solo tattoo that was more than a few lines. Got my own chair here all official like when I was twenty-one. I’ve had a client list pretty much since then. I’ve never wanted to be anything else. Oh, well, other than the year I tried to convince my parents I needed fencing lessons because I had plans to be in the next Olympics. Imagine my disappointment when I found out it took years of work and skill.”

      “Stop. You’re going to make me laugh, and then I’ll make you mess up the tattoo,” she told him, amusement in her tone.

      Her eyes were closed, and she looked utterly relaxed.

      “You’re obviously a natural,” she said, sending warmth chasing through him. “The pieces included in that magazine article about you were all so good. Gave me some ideas for future work.”

      “Lucked out having two such close adults in my life who took the time to train me and trust me.”

      “Lucky for them too, I’d wager.”

      His mother would love hearing that.

      “Well.” He paused and then gave in to curiosity. “Which were your favorites? From the article I mean.”

      “The art nouveau woman’s face with the purple flowers. I’ve seen that one in person, and I know it’s even more stunning than the photos. When Rennie told me it had taken ten hours over two sessions, I could believe it. The detail work is evident.”

      “My family bravely allow me to tattoo them. Like I said, I’m fortunate,” he told her, not wanting her to think he was a braggart.

      “Or maybe it’s that they’re honored to have you tattoo them because you’re so good. Food for thought.”

      

      Pippa rested her head and closed her eyes, letting the whine of the tattoo machine wash over her. A year and a half earlier, she’d gotten her very first tattoo. The experience had been hypnotic. It had hurt but in a good way. In a way she was certain she wasn’t supposed to like but did just the same. Then, she told herself it had been the novelty of the experience.

      A tattoo would have been impossible in the life she’d been born into. It had taken over a decade away from the group before she could even accept the growing desire to get one.

      But then Raven had done the wrench on her inner arm, and over the few hours it had taken, Pippa had realized her reactions were far more than the rush of breaking a former taboo. There was something delicious about the sounds and vibrations of the machine humming through her, the sharp edge of pain and the tiny earthquakes of pleasure that soothed her agitation right down to her very soul.

      Those two experiences had been pleasurable but not in a sexual or romantic way. She’d gone a little floaty. But this was different. The way his hands were on her, firm but gentle as he worked, not restraining exactly, but it got close enough that suddenly it was all her brain wanted to think about. Xander clasping her wrists, holding her down.

      “How did you learn to fix cars?” he asked, head bent close to her skin. The vibration of his voice seemed to swirl around all the other sounds like a slow, firm stroke over her skin.

      Pippa had to dig deep to find the control to answer his question before she had one of those phantom orgasms that wisped away right as you woke up from your dream.

      “I grew up in the middle of nowhere. It was necessary to know how to fix the washing machine, the various lawn mowers, and other such things. One of my older brothers is really good with engines, and I watched and then pestered him until he gave in and started teaching me.” It was best to skip the part where she’d been so good at fixing engines, her mother, and the aunts, stopped pushing to get her back in the house where she was supposed to be full-time. After she and her sisters had been forced to leave, Pippa’d had a marketable skill. One of the few she’d been given by her family or anyone within the group.

      “Then when I moved to Washington with my sisters when I was fifteen, I registered for school midyear, and the principal put me in auto shop after I successfully argued her and my social worker out of another shop-based class. They agreed, but thought it was just a place to keep me until I could transfer into something else. But I loved it, and I was already good at it. I did some repair work regularly. Under the table of course. But it helped pay the bills. I kept at it, and then the school sent me off to a local technical college to take classes there once there wasn’t anything left for me in high school. One of the teachers knew Hap, my old boss, was looking for someone for his shop. I did a work study thing there until I graduated, and I started full-time.”

      “Sweeping floors?” he teased.

      “Yes. Dealing with all the worst jobs. I’m good with engines, but I was eighteen years old, and the shop was full of men in their forties. I had to bust my bottom for years to get them to take me seriously.” It had been Hap, always on her side, always finding ways for her to gain more knowledge and experience while holding her out when she did a good job.

      “Try being the nephew of the guy who owns the place,” Xander muttered.

      “Ah, I can see that.” It was hard enough to prove oneself in the world; to have to overcome preconceptions that you only got your position because of who you were related to would be frustrating.

      “Floor sweeping is a great equalizer for everyone,” Brody teased as he approached. “Mind if I take a look?” he asked Pippa.

      “Sure. Long as Xander is fine with that.”

      Xander shifted back from her body while his uncle turned a critical eye on his efforts.

      “Boy’s good at floor sweeping and tattooing,” Brody murmured.

      “I can also make a very good grilled cheese sandwich.” The pleasure in Xander’s voice was obvious. Pippa found herself liking him even more for it. He was a grown man with his own client list, but it was important his uncle respected him.

      “Gonna be a stunner when you’re finished,” Brody told him.

      Brody came and went over the next three hours. Checking on the work, but really it seemed to Pippa that he was pleased with his nephew’s talent and genuinely wanted to watch the process. It made her like both men even more.

      Finally, Xander sat back with a pleased sigh. “Take a look,” he invited.

      She paused in front of the mirror, holding another in her hand to reflect the back of her shoulder. He’d managed to create something that was big and strong but feminine and suited to her form and her personality. The blues and palest of greens bled into the browns and scattered bits of purple in exactly the way they did in real life.

      “This is stunning.” It made her feel beautiful. Like a piece of art.

      “Yeah?” His smile as he stood and approached her had gone…different. A bit of that professional distance had fallen away. “I’m glad you like it.”

      He gave her instructions on aftercare, and he took her up front to pay. She disagreed with him briefly over the discount he gave her. “Friends and family. Don’t argue. It’s one of the benefits we provide. Helps make up for the fact we’re noisy and in each other’s business all day long.” His grin lit up all sorts of things inside her, like a video game.

      Once that had been taken care of, he put a hand on her arm to stay her movement as they neared the door. She looked up and then up some more. The intensity throbbed from him, leaving her a little breathless.

      “Can I ask you a personal question?”

      She nodded.

      “Are you single? Now that you’re not actively my client, I wanted to see if you were hungry and up for grabbing dinner with me. Or, even if you’re with someone, I like you and I’d like to know you more. Honestly though, I’m hoping you’re free.”

      “I’m dating people, but no one exclusively. And I’m starving.”
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      The restaurant was intimate. Nice and dim inside as candles cast romantic shadows against gleaming wood tables and railings. Music played but it was muted as they were led to a table by a server who was clearly happy to see them. Probably Xander most of all, and Pippa got why. She liked looking at him too.

      Even better, it got them a great table off in a corner with a view of the rest of the room and a basket of bread with olive oil and balsamic vinegar before they’d even sat down.

      Xander pulled out her chair and made sure she received a menu first. Oddly, she wasn’t on guard because of it as she might have been back home. Where such behavior from a man often meant control. It nearly always came with ulterior motives.

      Xander did seem to like taking charge. But he also appeared to have good manners, and she imagined—though it annoyed her to think of him with someone else—he was the same on any date. He gave off caregiver vibes, which she was fine with because she had her own tendencies toward such things.

      It was nice to be taken care of in small ways. It meant someone else was thinking about her comfort. Her safety. Her pleasure.

      The want to share that, to show those things to someone else, was strong. A pang echoed through her chest. A moment when she missed the only other person who called to her and her desire to spoil. Pippa wanted to comfort and take care of Hamish, but he got a little freaked out by it, so she’d reined those impulses in and accepted him for where he was in his life.

      And it was time to stop thinking of anyone else when she was having the beginnings of what she hoped was a nice dinner with a guy she found herself really liking.

      He scooted his chair closer to hers. Taking up space but not crowding her.

      “You smell really good,” she said without thinking.

      “Thanks. One of the cousins makes perfume oils, and she made this one for me on my birthday last year. She says her goal is to create signature scents for everyone in the family. There are a lot of us, so good luck to her.”

      Without thinking, Pippa leaned in and took a long sniff at his neck. Embarrassed, she began to rear back and apologize, but he hummed in a very sexy way, putting a hand at the back of her chair. He liked it. Okay then.

      She was terrible at this whole thing. Dating and trying to monitor her reactions so she didn’t freak anyone out with her weirdness. But she hadn’t scared him off. Not yet.

      Emboldened, Pippa said, “A perfumer? Add that to the actors, dancers, painters, musicians, and tattoo artists.” The whole family just seemed to burst with a need to create things.

      “Right?”

      Once they’d ordered, he poured them both a glass of wine.

      “We’ve got a software developer, two social workers, a few ranchers, caterers, security types who work with my dads and my uncle, to balance everything out.”

      “Your dads who are married to your mom who is, well, let’s be honest here, an icon. I feel like that bumps it up into artist territory on the cool scale.”

      He snickered. “Fair point. They like to think they’re regular dudes, but yes. The fact that they run security for rock-and-roll tours and the like does bump them into the artsy category.” He paused and then asked, “What about you and your family? Any funky jobs as cool as yours?”

      “My sister, Rebecca, is an executive assistant to a high-profile attorney. She’s got a gift for getting people to do whatever she wants them to and her boss benefits, so she gets paid really well and has excellent health care and a retirement plan. She and Vivi, that’s her fiancée, live in Queen Anne. My other sister, Esther, lives in Fairbanks with my brother-in-law. He’s a pilot for a small regional airline, and she’s a corporate travel specialist. Essentially, she handles the travel for various businesses. It’s a nifty job though because she gets to travel all over the place. Most everyone else I know is a grease monkey like me with some artists tossed into the mix.”

      

      “Are you close with your parents?”

      “No.”

      There was a massive period at the end of that one-word sentence. So heavy he barely suppressed his wince. “Apologies.” The last thing he wanted to do was hurt her feelings or make her uncomfortable.

      She waved it away and kept eating her ziti. Finally, she said, “The sisters I told you about? The three of us are very close. They’re more like aunts than siblings. They’ve raised me in a lot of ways.”

      “The ones you moved to Washington with?” He remembered the story she’d related while getting her ink.

      “Yes. I was fifteen. They were twenty-two. Twins. Well, they’re still twins.” Her laugh was genuine and affectionate, but he thought about all she’d shared, and he had a moment of wonder at how easily she’d found some pleasure in the midst of it.

      There was a lot to unpack with what she’d revealed. Questions he desperately wanted the answers to but knew he’d have to wait until she trusted him more. Why did she move to another state when she was just fifteen? Her sisters had been barely legal adults. Clearly it was about her parents she wasn’t close with.

      Protectiveness rose in him in a relentless wave. It took him aback. Rarely was that depth of feeling aroused by anyone outside his immediate circle.

      “The funny thing is, Rebecca applied for an administrative position at the security company your dads run. We’d just moved here, and she didn’t have much of a resume, so she didn’t get it. But small world, huh? She said Todd recommended another place that was looking for people and was willing to train. He was kind. Which is not always as usual as it should be. Kindness when you need it most is the best sort.”

      “Small world indeed. That’s wild. I’m glad—but not surprised—to hear he made a good impression. He’s a solid dude, and I’m lucky to have had him and my dad raising me.” He added, “I call one Pop, that’s Todd, and Ben is Dad.”

      “Aw, I really like that. Plus, if they both have a different parent name, you can avoid a lot of pronoun confusion with all those he and his in any given conversation.” She laughed, and he liked her so much for it.

      He also liked that she didn’t seem overly fascinated or in possession of any negative feelings about the shape of his parents’ relationship, and he said so.

      “Oh. Well, Jessi Roberts is one of my closest friends, and she’s involved in a triad. I’ve spent a lot of time around her and Adam, and Mick is my boss, so I suppose it’s not that unusual to me anymore. Your parents have been together decades by this point, so they must be doing something right.”

      Xander wouldn’t have said it was a test really. But how people reacted to his parents and their relationship was nearly always an indicator of who they were inside. He’d learned that the hard way over the years, and it had left him even more protective than he already had been.

      “I’ve heard a lot of ignorant bullshit, but that matters less when I’ve always had a close circle of loved ones who made the bad stuff not quite as bad.”

      She cocked her head and then smiled softly. Xander gave in to his desire to tuck an errant curl back from her face.

      “You test my control,” he said softly.

      “Me?”

      It had been a long time since he’d craved someone this badly. She called to every aspect of him. All he wanted was more.

      He told her, “Somehow, I think I can manage this growing need to know you better. Maybe it’d be easier though if I knew you were feeling similarly.”

      Her expression brightened, and she said, “I am.”

      He nodded and took her hand, turning it to kiss the inside of her wrist. “Other than being a mechanic, what do you do for fun?”

      “Rebecca and I have season tickets to the 5th Avenue Theater and the Pacific Northwest Ballet, so we regularly see shows. I love theater and live music.” She paused. “I grew up in a family who looked upon such things as ungodly. We only had praise music during church services, and we didn’t dance. I took a dance class at the community center near our apartment when we moved up here. I’m not that good, but I make up for it with my absolute love of movement. So now I watch incredibly talented people do it.”

      The curve of her lips into a different sort of smile chased arcs of chemistry between them.

      “How about I make you dinner Friday night? You can come over and watch a movie.” It wasn’t so much that he felt an urgency in asking her out. But a yearning.

      “Friday night my sister and I have tickets to the ballet. I’ll be away this weekend. Rennie, me, and Jessi are all heading to an arts festival up in Port Townsend. I’ll be back Sunday night.”

      “Tuesday night?” He had Wednesdays off. Also, he wasn’t entirely used to being told no the first time he asked someone out. Huh.

      “Depends on the movie,” she told him, teasing. “Your family has a horror movie thing. I’m good with most horror, but I don’t like excessively gory, rapey, or violent. Your aunt and uncle have good horror movie taste.”

      She’d even had movie night with them? “Seriously gonna have to talk to Rennie about hiding you from me for so long. It’s…I don’t know…I’m a little bummed you were right there, a step outside my vision the whole time.” He ran a hand over his beard.

      Pippa’s intake of breath sent a blast of heat through him. Tangled him in the way she reacted. Left him utterly aware of her.

      “I don’t know if I’d have been ready for you even six months ago, much less a year.”

      Her quiet words were unsettling. But in a way he wanted to wallow in. Still, he let it go because he needed to think about it before commenting.

      Instead, he replied, “I’ve got a pretty large collection of movies and access to streaming channels, so I’ll come up with some options for you to choose from.”

      “All right. I’d like that.”

      After sharing a slice of chocolate torte, he drove them back to where her truck was parked. He really wanted to kiss her for hours, but first he needed to be sure she was right there with him in that.

      He’d been chewing on what she’d said over dinner about not being ready, and though he should have left it alone, Xander found himself reaching out to touch her. The swell of her cheek called to his fingertips, and he gave in. Unable to stop his satisfied grunt when she leaned into him.

      “Earlier you said you didn’t know if you’d have been ready for me before, why is that?”

      

      When she’d made the comment—blurted it more like—she’d been high on bravado. But right then it was harder. Pippa considered her words carefully. For both their sakes.

      She decided on, “You’re a lot. Big and tattooed and pierced. You fill a space effortlessly. You’re very sexy and so confident in all those things. Not a surprise, but I find those traits attractive.” She sucked in a breath as she thought, but it was full of him. “I’ve spent the last nearly fourteen years confronting, digging into, and then—mostly—throwing out the worst of the things I was raised to believe. That’s taken up quite a bit of my time and effort. Between that, my sisters, and my job, someone like you expressing an interest in me would have overloaded all my circuits. Okay, scratch that, you specifically. Now?”

      His expression had started intent, a little sweet, but by the end, his eyes had gone slumbrous, and one corner of his mouth canted up. Sexy AF. That’s what he was.

      Being with him in that moment wasn’t scary. It was joyous and full of potential. It was time to open herself up to the possibility of a relationship with someone other than Hamish. Fate had put her and Xander in one another’s path. Pippa liked him. Xander was compelling, and she wouldn’t turn that away. She wasn’t a coward.

      “And now?” he prompted.

      “Now, I’m still probably not ready for you,” she admitted with a laugh. “But I want to be.”

      He hummed, and his fingertips were back to trace the curve of her cheek.

      “I’m not sure I’m ready for you either,” he said quietly.

      She was entirely certain that had to be false. Who was she that he had to be ready for her? She was a regular-smegular person. Everything about him was unique and accomplished.

      “I have every certainty you’ll succeed,” she said, and then realized how much innuendo she put into it. Giddiness rushed through her like bubbles in champagne.

      He smiled. “How do you know I’m pierced?”

      An unexpected question. “I can see your ears and your nose. And I…well I looked at the magazine spread. Congratulations, again. Some of the photos of you were shirtless. I’m not…congratulating you on your shirtless body, though, I mean. You should be proud. So, I…the nipples I meant.” Her face was on fire, so she knew she blushed like mad.

      “Ah.”

      “Are there piercings I can’t see?” She nearly clapped her hand over her mouth but then decided not to be embarrassed at all.

      “Do you want to see them?” he asked, his voice going lower.

      Them? A flash of heat licked through her.

      “Probably,” she said.

      He grinned, a flash in the dark between them in the front seat of his car. “Do you have any piercings?”

      “Nowhere exciting.” Her voice went up an octave.

      “Everywhere on you is exciting,” he said as he traced around the outer shell of her ear with his pinky.

      “Why?” The question was out before she could call it back.

      He cocked his head. “Why is everywhere on you exciting?”

      Pippa licked her lips. “Why do you think so?”

      “The first time I saw you, it was your eyes. The way you took everything in greedily. You were so open and friendly. You have this curl right here.” He tugged it. “And it kept working itself free of the barrette. As if it declared itself independent of its brethren. I haven’t gotten it out of my head since. I haven’t gotten you out of my head since. Something about you calls to me. Speaks my language in a way that lures me away from the rock I like to hide under.”

      Envy and admiration filled her at equal turns that he could be so free to say such things.

      “And that’s exciting?” Surely his world was far more interesting than anything Pippa got up to.

      “Very,” he said, and then his lips were on hers. Gentle at first as he waited, listening to her reaction. Pippa knew to her toes if she’d indicated discomfort in any way he’d have backed right off.

      Consent was so sexy. Especially from someone who could simply take what he wanted.

      She ran her palm against the warm, taut skin of his neck and up into his hair, pulling him closer. An invitation.

      Pippa loved kissing. It was delightful, but low stakes usually. Fun without being too much or worrisome. Different people kissed in vastly different ways. Hard, soft, in between.

      Xander’s kiss was a slow seduction. Little pecks. Nips of her bottom lip followed by a gentle suck. She leaned into his hold on a sigh, and his clever tongue swept into her mouth, sliding along hers. He tasted like the chocolate mint candy from the dish at the hostess stand.

      She scored her nails along the back of his head, swallowing his growl in response.

      The hand he’d had at her cheek tunneled through her hair. One of her barrettes flicked away, pinging off a seat, and it didn’t matter. The heat of his other palm singed her as he caressed up her side, over the outer curve of her breast, and then rested against her throat as he held her. Not confined. Cradled. With an edge.

      Xander was very much in charge of what was happening. Not in a way that robbed her of her own will. But oh, she wanted to give over to it, to that control and power.

      Outside the car, people walked past on the sidewalk just beyond the low wall around the parking lot. For a time, none of it intruded on their world and those kisses, but ten minutes later a car alarm sounded in the spot next to where they sat.

      Xander wrenched himself back with a groan. “It’s Brody.”

      Pippa tried not to gulp at the sight of Xander backlit by the white glow of the security lighting. His face was rendered in shadows, so it was hard to see his expression, but what flowed from him in waves was barely reined desire.

      It was so much she drowned in it for long moments, enjoying it, even if she wondered if she was up to the task with a person like Xander. Hamish was hiding from himself, but the man across from her seemed to know exactly what he wanted, how he wanted it. Without hesitation.

      “Don’t forget our place so we can get right back to it the next time we’re alone. Let me get your door,” he said, proving her unspoken thoughts true.

      Pippa thought she said something like sure, but it came out like a wheeze. Which seemed only fair given how sexy he was.

      “Hey, Brody.” Pippa waved after she got out.

      Brody’s gaze went to Xander, and Pippa wasn’t certain, but she thought she caught a smile. “How was dinner? Elise and I had lunch there last week. I had the pesto with prawns. Now that I’ve just described it, I think I’m going to see if she wants to go tomorrow.”

      Pippa laughed. She liked Brody Brown and the way he’d made some room in his family for her. At first it had been for no other reason than she was Rennie’s friend. But he and Elise had truly welcomed her, and as Pippa had gotten to know them better, she’d realized how lucky she was to have them in her life.

      “It was excellent. I’m all carbed up and ready to change into pajama pants when I get home. My exciting life. I’ll be in bed by ten thirty after I do my skincare regimen.”

      Xander bumped his hip against her playfully. “It’s working for you though. Sleep is important.”

      Brody looked at his nephew again, this time with more scrutiny.

      Finally, he tipped his chin. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Xander. Have a good night, Pippa. Rennie says you two are headed to some sort of arts festival this weekend?”

      “Sunday up in Port Townsend. One of the guys I work with at Twisted Steel has a vacation house not too far from town, so we’ll spend Saturday night there and come back home after the festival on Sunday. Should be fun.”

      “I’m sure you’ll all have a great time and be so safe no one’s dad will worry.”

      Pippa laughed, truly liking Brody Brown. “We’ll do our very best.”

      He got into his car and took off, leaving them alone again.

      After unlocking her door, she tossed her bag into the truck. When she turned back to Xander, he was so close she ended up pressed against him. Not that she was complaining.

      “Will you text me that you got home okay?”

      No one other than her close friends and her sisters had ever asked such a thing. It made her fluttery inside.

      “Okay. Thanks for dinner and the tattoo.”

      He bent to kiss her again, quickly but thoroughly. When he straightened though, he paused, reaching out to touch her seat belt briefly. “Talk to you soon. Take care of your tattoo.”

      Still, as she pulled her truck out of the lot and pointed herself toward home, her mouth tingled.
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      Pippa woke up early on Sunday and took her mug of coffee out to the deck running along the back of the house. It faced Discovery Bay in the distance and was surrounded by trees. Jon Kingston, her friend, and co-worker at Twisted Steel, had offered up a weekend at his vacation home as an auction item for charity, and Pippa had snapped it up, along with lunch at one of the restaurants nearby.

      The festival had been a great reason to bid and an opportunity to hang out with her girlfriends doing something fun away from home. She was often really busy, so any chance to be still and listen to the birds and the wind in the trees was one she tried to avail herself of.

      The doorbell sounded, and she hurried back inside to see who it was.

      “Delivery from Tastee Doughnuts for Pippa Hall.” Pippa managed to locate a tip from the pocket of the jacket she’d worn the afternoon before.

      The note read, “I figured something sweet might hit the spot on a weekend getaway with your friends. See you Tuesday. Xander.”

      “This guy,” the delivery person said. “Said all this stuff about you and how he wanted you to have a nice breakfast. Oh!” They held up a large, insulated tote. “Fruit variety, juice, and iced coffee.”

      “He’s certainly working overtime with this stuff.”

      “What’s going on?” Rennie asked as she shuffled into the kitchen where Pippa was unloading the food.

      “Xander sent breakfast.”

      “My Xander? Wow.” Rennie opened the doughnut box and chose a cinnamon twist. “He asked where we were. I guess this is why. Good luck resisting him. He’s like this when he wants something.” She waggled her brows.

      “I’m not really trying to resist him,” Pippa said, filling her own plate and settling in the sunny breakfast nook across from her friend. “I like Xander, and I can’t lie, I also like that he’s openly into me. I don’t have to guess if he’s interested.”

      “I have to say this whole song and dance where we’re supposed to wait around to let the other person decide when and if we ever actually discuss feelings is stupid and I hate it. I’d set it on fire if I could,” Rennie said as she topped off both their mugs of coffee.

      “And if they’re not being aloof, they’re love-bombing you. Three minutes after you meet, they’re telling you how perfect you are.” Pippa groaned after a bite of the blueberry doughnut. “This is delicious. Anyway. It’s nice. It’s normal. It’s brand new. Sending doughnuts instead of roses is a point in his favor.”

      Jessi came in shortly and joined them for doughnuts and coffee as they planned the rest of their morning. They’d take one last stroll through the festival. There’d be sales that day, and Pippa was already doing her holiday shopping. They’d grab lunch in Bainbridge and then catch the ferry back to Seattle.

      When everyone headed to their rooms to gather their stuff, Pippa took a moment to text Xander.

      “Thanks to you, our stomachs are full for the morning we’ll be spending shopping. Very thoughtful.”

      It was lovely to know he’d been thinking of her.

      Her phone pinged right after she’d zipped up her cosmetic bag and tucked it into her suitcase.

      “I’m glad they were a hit. I tossed in the fruit in case you were feeling virtuous.”

      Pippa typed, “I didn’t expect you to be up yet.” No lie, it was nice imagining him still in bed, texting her. He seemed like the type to sleep naked when she was fantasizing about him.

      “I’m at the shop already. My first tattoo is in about twenty minutes. Finishing up a half sleeve and then I’m doing two smaller tattoos before the day is done. I’m glad you reached out.”

      She was too, even if she had no idea what the heck she was doing. Dating was confusing enough. Dating multiple people at once was…not optimal. She was a person who wanted to be in a relationship. She’d dated someone for eighteen months, and it had been fine. Nothing more. Nothing less. Eventually, he broke things off and got married to his new girlfriend six months later. It hadn’t been fraught at all. Pippa liked his wife and was the first to say they were suited for one another. They still sent her cards at Christmas and had two kids in elementary school.

      And then the prior year, she’d met Hamish. Which had changed everything and nothing at the same time. That was a whole thing in and of itself.

      Hamish with his hard outer shell and soft center. There’d been something between them from the start. Some spark that had ignited a fire between them.

      He saw her in ways no one else did. He had unexpected depth in a variety of circumstances and topics. He was a poet whose heart had been so battered he’d stopped giving it out because he lived in fear of being left behind.

      Which left Pippa in a no-man’s-land of sorts where he couldn’t let go of her entirely, but he seized up any time she got too close. All while she’d done what she could to be consistent and reliable in his life.

      It was complicated. But she couldn’t imagine her life without him.

      
      Hamish adored Addie and James Franklin—his parents—with every part of himself. He hadn’t been born to them, but that wasn’t the important part. They’d given him a safe, permanent home with structure and rules. And so much love and support the street kid he’d been hadn’t known how to process it for a long time.

      No matter how wary he’d acted, how many buttons he pushed to test their commitment to him, their love and support had never wavered. Very few people in the universe knew the real Hamish Wilson. Even fewer knew the real him and loved him anyway.

      Addie and James were his parents because they’d been the ones who’d helped him understand he was worthy of the love and safety they offered as part of their family.

      Currently, Hamish stood in the kitchen with his father, the main cook of the bunch, as his mother broke up a fight between a cat and a bird who remained out of reach while calling down insults at its furry sibling.

      It was blessedly weird in a normal Franklin way. It settled him.

      “Just leave the room and it’ll stop,” Addie muttered to the cat. Looking quite offended, the cat cast an angry glance up at the curtain rod where the bird had perched, and then with one last twitch of a very fluffy tail, sauntered away like it didn’t matter anyway.

      Addie spun and made a sound of warning toward the bird, pointing at it. “You will most assuredly not fly over that cat to harass her. Enough. Be nice or I’ll put you out with the chickens.”

      James chuckled at that as he put a slice of garlic bread on Hamish’s plate. “How have you been? Haven’t seen you for a week or two.”

      “I had to run to Los Angeles—just a quick two days—to attend meetings and sign things. When I returned, I admit I holed up in my studio. I’m slowly starting to work on some new songs.”

      He’d been afraid he’d killed his creative mojo after his last tour. Nearly two years on the road had sucked the life out of him by the end. What he’d needed was to fly off somewhere sunny and tropical where he could be by himself in the quiet for a while. Naturally he’d ended up in London where it had been anything but quiet.

      But only for a short time. Because while he’d been visiting his parents, he’d met Pippa. And two weeks into his London binge of excess, he’d tapped her phone number on his phone screen, and then pretended he’d done it on accident.

      But when he’d heard Pippa’s voice on the other end, he’d gotten his shite together and had finally headed to a cabin in the woods where he’d slept a lot, journaled and made lists for the next stage of his life and career, and let himself sit in the discomfort of kicking the sleeping pills he’d become accustomed to. And in those hours when he’d chosen to plow through his issues through writing, he realized he’d been using the chaos of that life to keep the door closed on anything truly intimate with anyone else.

      He started to sketch out ideas for his next album and the next tour—and he made plenty of notes about how to structure live shows that wouldn’t end up duplicating what he’d spent three months detoxing mentally and physically from.

      He was grateful for the success he’d busted his ass for so long to earn. Even more so at the way his career and success continued to grow and mature with each new release. But there were aspects of celebrity he was wary of. Touring and fame were a theme park. Fun while it lasted but they weren’t real. They weren’t forever. And behind the curtain was where all the real stuff happened.

      Real life was to be lived with people like Pippa. He just wasn’t entirely sure if he could manage to give her what she deserved, what she needed. Love, yes. Could he stay faithful and be there whenever anything went wrong? The idea of failing her was more than he could wrap his head around. And until he got to a place where he could understand it, he couldn’t get close enough that she was any more hurt than she’d been.

      A kiss on the cheek from his mother as she passed where he’d been leaning against the counter brought him out of his head.

      “Jessi said you’ve been hard at work. We’re very glad to hear it. Your color is good too. You’re no longer

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  



OEBPS/images/butterfly.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ignition-1800.jpg
i

re onmion e 0

|
(@ ‘ELE‘ £
)

"

LAUREN I]ANE







