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      Pulling into the parking lot at Inferno, Honey Rhoades forced herself to search for a spot. A bank of handicapped spaces beckoned by the door, but she’d refused to apply for a permit to use them. Other people needed them much more than she did. Only on low-energy days like today, she regretted that decision, even though her kind neurologist had suggested she consider it.

      “I chose to come out tonight. I could have gone home,” Honey announced to the empty interior of her vehicle as she drove up and down the aisles searching for a spot for her compact car.

      She pulled into an empty spot eight rows away and slid out of the car. While the promise of a fun night out at Inferno had helped her endure her unpleasant boss’s complaints, one look at the distance she’d need to cross to get to the entry steps almost made her admit defeat. Honey stiffened her back and looped the shoulder strap of her small phone wallet over her head and arm, so it crossed her torso securely. She could do this. She would do this. Dammit!

      Careful to lift her right knee high like she was marching, Honey walked slowly to the front despite her leg muscles quivering from the challenging trek. Proud that she’d only stopped once, she grabbed the railing and pulled herself up the steps.

      “Need some help, ma’am?” a youthful voice asked.

      When had she become a ma’am instead of a miss? Did her physical challenges make her appear older? Forcing herself to smile, Honey glanced up at a young woman and answered, “I’m good. Thank you for checking on me.”

      “Of course. You’re almost there,” the woman encouraged before thankfully walking up the stairs and letting Honey navigate the last couple of steps without an audience. Thank goodness for small favors.

      Again, that voice in the back of her head encouraged her to admit defeat and return to the car. “I’m not giving up,” she told herself sternly and marched up the steps.

      She made it through the short line at the door and hesitated, scanning the interior of Inferno. The chatter and laughter of the patrons, the flashing lights under the DJ booth, and the spacious interior welcomed her. Honey loved the upbeat energy that filled the space. As always, the restaurant and bar thrilled her with its mixture of fun and dangerous motorcycle bad boy vibes.

      The music welcomed her like an old friend. She’d always adored dancing. Now when she came to Inferno, she loved watching everyone have a blast. She swayed to the beat, remembering past fun in nightclubs.

      The tremble in her legs told her to stop pushing it and go find a table. She used to sit at the bar, but climbing onto the stools took more energy than she had tonight. Honey spotted a booth and walked forward. As she hurried to nab it, she forgot to focus on lifting that treacherous right foot. Honey made it three steps before her toe caught, and she tumbled to the floor.

      “Crap!” Honey forced herself to sit there for a second to make sure she wasn’t hurt and to gather the last of her energy to stand.

      “Hey, are you okay? I’m a doctor. You can call me Razor.”

      Honey looked up into the concerned face of the handsomest man she’d seen in a long time. His muscles had muscles, and he rocked his salt-and-pepper short hair and beard. She quickly controlled her expression, hoping she didn’t appear as close to drooling as she felt. He wouldn’t be interested in her. She was too… broken. Abandoning her first inclination to refuse, she asked for assistance.

      “Oh, I’m fine. I’ve always been a klutz. If you’d help me up, I’d appreciate it.”

      “Of course,” Razor told her and lifted her easily to her feet. His hands remained around her waist while she regained her balance.

      The world wobbled around her, and she weaved slightly. Get it together! She stiffened her legs to steady herself. To her surprise, the man didn’t move away. He remained by her side.

      His eyebrows drew together in concern. “How about you sit and rest for a bit?”

      “I was going to that table. The stools are too… high for me to be comfortable,” Honey said, waving at the booth she’d headed toward. Another group had claimed it. A quick sigh escaped her. “Oh, I missed that one.” She scanned for another place to sit.

      “Hey!” His voice pulled her attention back to him. He’d focused with laser precision on the table of young men. “Go sit somewhere else,” he ordered. His strong voice easily carried the eight feet separating them. The kind tone he’d addressed Honey with hardened into a fierce one.

      The booth’s occupants scanned him quickly. Immediately, they grabbed their beers and slid from the bench seats, waving for them to sit down. Honey looked back at the handsome man and noticed his leather vest. Oh, they were afraid of him. Honey understood that. She’d seen how the leather-vested men responded to any problems. She’d always skirted around them, fascinated by their menacing appeal.

      The Devil Daddies MC ran Inferno, making it safe for welcomed visitors. She’d wondered about that term “welcomed”—unwelcomed ones were at risk? Mentally, she shrugged. Everyone had always treated her kindly here.

      “Let’s sit down.” The man guided her to the booth and helped her onto the bench seat. When she had settled, he sat on the other side.

      Glancing past her, he met the gaze of another biker who Honey hadn’t noticed. A slight woman stood at the biker’s side, smiling sweetly at Honey. The hunky biker next to her announced to the couple, “I’ll take a break with….”

      “Honey. Honey Rhoades. Sorry. I should have stayed at home tonight and waited until I had more energy.” Honey rushed to tell him, feeling silly. She’d rest and head back to her car. This was a bad idea.

      “Nonsense. Make the most of every day,” the man seated across from Honey told her as the duo moved away.

      Honey grinned at him. He understood. She’d wanted to come for a while. This had been her best week in a long time. “That’s exactly why I came.”

      The biker held out his hand. “I’m glad you came. I’m Razor. If my memory serves me, I’ve seen you around, Honey. This isn’t your first time here.”

      “No, I’ve come on and off for the last couple of years. You’re a Devil Daddy MC biker?” Honey asked, stumbling over the words. That seemed like a lot to say.

      “I am,” the man confirmed.

      “And a doctor?” she asked. In her mind, MC member and doctor seemed like a mismatch.

      “I am. MD and PhD.”

      “Gracious. That’s a lot of schooling. Sorry. I didn’t mean any offense.”

      “None taken. The Devil Daddies MC members are an interesting mix,” Razor told her.

      “Oh, do they call you Razor because you’re a doctor? Like instead of a scalpel or bones?” Honey babbled and tried to stop herself.

      “Something like that,” he confirmed, but she didn’t believe him. His name held more significance than that.

      “Thank you for helping me. I don’t need any medical attention,” she assured him. He must have stopped to help to make sure she hadn’t hurt herself. People filed lawsuits for all sorts of bizarre reasons.

      “Good.” He turned and called the name of a passing waitress. She stopped immediately.

      “What would you like to drink, Honey?” Razor asked, focusing back on her.

      “Oh! Could I have water or a soft drink?” Honey didn’t indulge much and definitely didn’t need the alcohol to make her more unsteady.

      “Of course. Do you like strawberries, Honey?”

      “Love them.”

      “Sara, would you bring Honey a bottle of water and a virgin strawberry margarita to try? I’d love the stout on tap, please,” Razor ordered.

      “You got it, Razor. Be back in a few,” the chipper server promised. She looked at Honey and smiled. “Hey, glad to see you again.”

      “Thank you.” When Sara bustled off, Honey asked in amazement, “They make virgin margaritas?”

      “They will for you,” he answered without hesitating.

      “Nice. Thank you.” Unsure what to say next, Honey scanned the interior. It was still early, but groups of people had congregated at the bar, around tables, and on the dance floor. She squashed the small zing of envy at the sight of everyone moving to the addictive beat.

      “Would you like to dance?” Razor asked as if he read her mind.

      “Oh, no. I have two left feet these days. I love that they’re having fun though.”

      “These days? Has something changed for you?” he asked.

      She stiffened, immediately uncomfortable. Razor seemed to pick up on her body language instantly.

      “My apologies. I didn’t mean to pry. My professional training getting ahead of me, I’m afraid.”

      Honey searched his face, only noting his concern, and relaxed her automatic guard. “What kind of bike do you have?” she asked, changing the subject. “Or do you ride?”

      “I have a Harley chopper. Do you know what that is?”

      “I’ve definitely heard the name Harley. Chopper? Does that have something to do with the front?” she asked, trying to remember the romance novels she’d devoured about motorcycle clubs.

      “Very good. It does. The front section is elongated. I’m impressed. Have you ridden a bike before?”

      “Oh, no. None of my family has one. A few bad boys in school did, but I was quite timid then. I’m sure they never noticed me.”

      “The bar zipped these together for me quickly,” the server said as she paused by their table with her laden tray. She set down the drinks quickly and dashed away before Honey could pull her credit card out to hand it over.

      “Oh!” Honey said, holding her card.

      “Put that away. I’ve got this,” Razor assured her. “They keep a tab in the back for the MC members.”

      “You don’t have to pay for my drink,” Honey rushed to tell him. “It’s not like we’re on a date or anything.” Immediately, she could have kicked herself for even suggesting something so stupid. She thanked the muted lighting for concealing the blush coloring her cheeks now. Women must throw themselves at him every night. She hadn’t meant to imply he might be interested in her.

      “Or maybe we are. Take a drink and see how it tastes,” Razor suggested.

      Flustered by his first statement, Honey gave herself a moment to think by following his directions. She lifted the red, frothy concoction to her lips and tasted it. “Mmm! This is wonderful. Thank you for suggesting it.”

      “Have you eaten? Inferno has great food as well.”

      “Oh, I came here after work. I usually grab something when I get home,” Honey assured him.

      “Razor? Am I interrupting?” a female voice asked hesitantly.

      Honey’s heart sank as Razor smiled fondly at the curvy blonde who stood next to their booth. Was she his girlfriend?

      “Of course not, Caroline. This is Honey.”

      “Hi, Honey. I love your name,” Caroline said.

      “It’s nice to meet you. I should take off,” Honey said, shifting toward the edge of the seat. Surely, she had rested enough to make it back to her car.

      “Oh, no. I didn’t mean to bother you. I can go away. Da… Wraith sent me over here because my stomach keeps growling,” Caroline said quickly and turned to leave.

      “Freeze. Did you miss lunch again?” Razor said with a definite edge to his voice that made Honey halt as well.

      Caroline nodded. “I just got busy with an important chapter.”

      “Come sit down. We’ll order food. Honey hasn’t had dinner either,” Razor said as he stood up and waved Caroline into his side of the booth. He patted Honey on the shoulder. “Scoot over and I’ll join you.”

      It took her a bit, but she slowly shifted across the vinyl seat. Razor waved to the waitress before settling next to Honey. His heat radiated toward her, making her very aware of his presence. She moved closer to the back of the booth to give him room. He wouldn’t want to rub arms with her. Razor’s hand clamped around her thigh above her knee, holding her in place. Honey tried to squash the thrill of his touch and dominance. She failed miserably as her heart rate increased, and a tingly warmth grew inside her abdomen.

      “Hi! Can I join the party?”

      Honey glanced up to see a slender brunette with sparkling eyes and a grin. Immediately, Caroline slid deeper into the booth, leaving space for the new arrival.

      “Of course, Winnie. Did Scythe send you over for food?” Razor asked.

      “Are you ordering nachos? I’d have a few if you are,” Winnie answered.

      “You girls and those trashcan nachos,” Razor said, shaking his head.

      “Trashcan nachos? What’s that?” Honey blurted.

      Winnie settled next to Caroline and held out her hand. “Hi. You look familiar, but we’ve never talked. I’m Winnie! I belong to Scythe.” She turned and pointed to a handsome man who stood near the door. His arms crossed over his chest displayed his bulging biceps. “Caroline’s Da… guy is the bouncer on the stool. He’s Wraith.”

      “Oh, I’ve seen them before.” Automatically, Honey held out her hand. Winnie had also changed something she’d started to say. Both women had switched from Da… to another term. What had they almost said? “Hi. I’m Honey.”

      “Honey. I love your name,” Winnie told her.

      “I said the same thing,” Caroline chimed in.

      “You two are so sweet.” Honey liked them immediately. “Tell me about these nachos.”

      “They’re the best. The guys in the kitchen layer chips with cheese, hot peppers, and hamburger. Razor always makes them add grilled veggies to make it healthy,” Caroline shared, stressing that last word.

      “And healthy it will be again,” Razor said definitively as the waitress arrived.

      “Let me guess. Nachos?” Sara asked with a smile.

      “You’d think they’d get tired of them but, no. Add vegetables to the regular order like normal for me,” Razor requested.

      “You’ve got it. I’ll be back in a jiffy.” The server darted off again, moving at a speed that Honey couldn’t help envying.

      “You okay?” Razor asked her softly as the ladies on the other side of the booth chatted excitedly.

      “Oh, yes. Thank you. Are you sure it’s fine if I join you all?”

      “You have to try the nachos now. You’ll always wonder about them if you don’t.”

      Honey smiled at him. How could he know her so well already? “You’re right. I’m totally intrigued.”

      He nodded and squeezed her knee. “And you’re part of the group.”

      Honey enjoyed the banter around the table. He was correct. They’d welcomed her in completely. She felt comfortable with them. The women didn’t flirt with Razor. They were completely enamored with the men they’d pointed out.

      Winnie taught elementary school and had a lot of fun stories about her day. She also seemed extremely interested in chipmunks.

      When the conversation hit a lull, Honey asked Caroline, “What do you do? You said something about a chapter? Are you a writer?”

      “I am. It’s a fun career.”

      “She’s amazing at it,” Winnie chimed in.

      “I adore reading,” Honey shared. “It’s pure escapism for me. I just finished an MC romance.”

      “Is that what inspired you to come here tonight?” Caroline asked.

      “No. I love it here. It’s another escape for me.”

      “That’s a lot of escaping, Honey,” Razor said.

      Honey could feel his gaze focused on her. Quickly, she added. “Oh, everyone needs a place to have fun. The energy here is addictive. So much so, I picked up a motorcycle club romance to live vicariously through the story. Probably everyone does this to you, but do you know C. Sweets? C is an initial. I loved her story.”

      “That’s Caroline! She’s C. Sweets!” Winnie said eagerly. “I devoured that book as well. She needs to finish the next one,” Winnie added, looking pointedly at Caroline.

      “Really? That’s you? You’re so talented,” Honey told her. She’d never met an author before—much less one who crafted such incredible novels. What a fun night!

      “You guys are too nice. I’m glad you enjoyed it. I’ve written in a few different romance genres. MC seems to be my niche. And yes, Winnie. I’m almost done. Be patient!”

      “As you can tell, this isn’t the first time Winnie has tried to speed up Caroline’s progress.”

      The pieces clicked together in Honey’s head. Da… Caroline’s book had registered with strong Daddy vibes. Could both these women be Little girls? She wanted to ask but knew she shouldn’t. Thoughts and questions tumbled around in her mind as she celebrated that Littles might actually exist in real life.

      “The nachos have arrived!” Sara announced at the side of the table. She set a tray with a large, upside-down bucket on top in the center of the table. “Who wants to unleash the nachos?”

      “Me!” Winnie said quickly.

      “Go for it,” Sara encouraged.

      Carefully, Winnie lifted the bucket from the tray, allowing all the chips to tumble free. The gorgeous mess of cheese, hamburger, black olives, jalapenos, and grilled veggies made her lean in closer. Honey’s mouth watered at the delicious sight and aroma.

      “Dig in,” Sara told them, rescuing the container from Winnie’s hands.

      Honey hadn’t eaten anything so decadent in forever. Her doctor was a stickler for good nutrition and wanted Honey to follow a carefully balanced diet. As the others heaped food on the small plates Sara had brought, Honey helped herself to a few tempting chips. She’d try the jumbled treat. Anything else would be rude, right?

      When her plate sat empty for a few minutes as she wrestled with her self-control, Razor leaned closer to whisper, “I should have asked if you had any allergies. Would you like something else?”

      “Oh, no. I don’t have anything that makes me ill. I’m prone to gaining weight, so I don’t indulge too much,” she explained.

      “Eat whatever you wish. Can I trust you to let me know if there’s something else you’d rather have?”

      “Of course. I’ll tell you.” It surprised her. Sharing anything with Razor felt possible. Maybe not the most serious stuff. He wouldn’t need to know that. Honey smiled and jumped back into the animated conversation.

      Several long, delicious moments later, a thick figure blocked out the light, sending a shadow over the table. “Caught you,” a deep voice announced, waving a hand over the almost empty platter.

      Honey glanced up to see the bouncer. She searched her brain for his name. Wraith? The gigantic man stood next to Winnie. Caroline appeared instantly guilty.

      “She wasn’t supposed to have nachos?” Razor guessed, turning to give Caroline a piercing look as well.

      “Not at all. This is the third time this week. Caroline’s tummy was upset last night. We’d discussed having something easier on her stomach,” Wraith shared.

      “They sounded really good,” Caroline said quickly. “Sorry, Razor. I should have asked for a hamburger.”

      “I wasn’t supposed to have them either,” Winnie confessed as Scythe appeared by the booth.

      Honey stifled a laugh as Razor turned to stare at the slight brunette in disbelief. “You too? I’m going to make you bring me a written note from—” He stopped himself and finished, “next time.”

      “They pulled a fast one on you,” Scythe guessed.

      “We were bad,” Winnie whispered.

      “Time to go home, Chipmunk,” Scythe said sternly. “Wraith, Street, and Pirate have taken over at the door.”

      “Guess I’m going home too,” Caroline said.

      “I think that’s best, Precious,” Wraith told her.

      “I should go as well,” Honey said quickly. “Thanks for letting me join you tonight. I had fun.”

      “Will you come again?” Winnie asked with a hopeful expression. She stood to wrap her arms around Scythe.

      “Of course,” Honey said, crossing her fingers that she’d make it back here. While she’d enjoyed herself tremendously, Honey had run out of energy. She hoped she’d make it home safely. Her vision was getting murky.

      “Yay! I’ve enjoyed chatting with you,” Caroline told her as she slid from the seat.

      “Finish that book for Winnie and me,” Honey teased.

      “Will do.” With a wave, Caroline allowed Wraith to escort her to the door.

      Honey missed them as soon as they vanished from sight. She couldn’t consider them friends after one dinner together, could she? Honey crossed her fingers under the table. Please let me run into them again. She raised her gaze to meet Razor’s and added a silent request to spend more time with him as well.
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      Razor stood and held a hand out to help Honey. Her slacks clung to the vinyl, making her movements even more difficult. Self-conscious, Honey tried to hurry, so she didn’t take any more of his time. Of course, that never worked. Her legs felt like she was moving through concrete.

      “Razor, you’ve been so nice. I don’t want to hold you up. You don’t need to wait for me. I’m a slowpoke.” Please let him go on.

      “That’s not happening, Little girl.”

      Honey froze as a thrill zinged through her at that term.

      Before she could react further, he continued, “I don’t have anywhere I need to be. Take your time. There’s no rush.”

      “Are you all leaving?” a male voice asked from behind Razor’s back.

      Honey sped up her process, scooting faster, and caught her toe on the center support of the table. She jolted forward, closing her eyes to avoid watching the impending impact of her face on the hard Formica surface. When her forward progress suddenly stopped, Honey looked down to see Razor’s arm braced across her torso. She had no idea how he’d acted so quickly.

      “Thanks,” she said, hating the shakiness in her voice.

      “I’m glad I was here.”

      “Me too,” Honey told him honestly. He was like a guardian angel.

      Razor turned his head to address the man hovering to take the table. “Go away.”

      “Hey, man. I’m not causing any problems. I saw you leaving and thought….”

      “Go away,” Razor interrupted him.

      “I’ll take care of this, Razor,” a gruff voice commented.

      Honey’s face heated with embarrassment. Could this get any worse? Now, two more Devil Daddies MC members stood on either side of the group waiting for the table. “Give me a minute. I’ll get out of here.”

      Razor’s hand closed gently over her shoulder, silencing her. “Thanks, Pirate. Find them another table, please.”

      The other biker looked at him for a few seconds before nodding. “Got it. Not kicked out. Just relocated.”

      “Oh, no…,” Honey protested. Razor’s hand tightened slightly on her shoulder—not painfully, but his grip captured her attention.

      “Thanks, Pirate,” Razor said.

      “Come on, folks. I’ve got a better place for you next to the dance floor. Follow me.”

      “Dude! That’s awesome. We saw a reserved table….” The man’s voice disappeared into the crowd noise as they moved away.

      “Let me help you, Honey.” Razor scooped her up from the bench seat and set Honey on her feet. She grabbed his arm in surprise as she steadied herself. He held on to her as she regained her balance.

      Both relieved and self-conscious about his help, Honey muttered, “Thanks.”

      Honey felt like a complete fool. She should not have come here. But inside, she knew she’d often think of her time there with the handsome biker, the amazing author, and sweet Winnie. She wouldn’t return if

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  



OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Author’s Note:
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        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
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


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/razor-e-reader.jpg
PEVIE,
5D

N g
(%)

DADDIES

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

PEPPER NORTH







OEBPS/images/waw_logo_new_2022.jpg
Pepper foelhy
With a Wink Publishing, LLC





