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      Can the mated humans and wolf shifters of Sapphire Ranch navigate their lives and new love through a world of hunters, danger, and betrayal?

      

      What happens when a rogue wolf, unwelcome anywhere, unwanted by shifters or humans, stumbles into danger and meets his fated mate?

      

      Owen is a rogue wolf shifter, cast out from his pack for standing up to his alpha, and left with a scar down his face. He is lost and adrift in a world that no longer welcomes him, either as a shifter or human. When he stumbles into Sapphire Ranch, he never expects his past to catch up with him.

      Zeke is dealing with an assignment like no other. Protecting wolf shifters from his own kind, humans. Then a scrawny, angry wolf becomes another shifter to protect, and life gets another layer of complicated. Especially when Owen talks attitude in Zeke’s head.

      When Sapphire Ranch is targeted by the vicious hunters, Zeke and Owen have more than a new relationship to handle. Will they survive long enough for Owen to realize he’s no longer alone, he has a new pack, and that Zeke will always be by his side?
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      This series has been a long time republishing. I’m not quite sure why. So many other stories got in the way. I’ve added about ten thousand words to the original story and I haven’t updated it from the time period it was written.

      
        
        Triggers

      

      

      In this book, you may find some of the attitudes towards LGBT (as then) people, adults and kids, in the series extremely out of date. At least, I have hope we live in a different world now.

      The language is strong and again, I haven’t updated it.
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      Six years ago

      Eighteen-year-old Owen Pope stood naked and defiant in the center of a circle of wolves restlessly snapping and snarling at him. He held his head up high, refusing to show any sign of weakness before his alpha and the rest of the pack.

      The alpha wolf, the only other human in the circle, stood in front of him, flanked by his betas. “You’re a troublemaker, wolf. You’re bad for the pack.”

      The noise from the surrounding wolves grew louder but Owen refused to look at them, angry that they’d forced him into the circle. His “crime” had been to question the alpha’s decisions, to suggest ways of improving pack life. The hierarchy of Wild Creek pack didn’t tolerate dissension from the lower ranks.

      “You have one last chance, Owen, to remain Pack and Family.”

      Ignoring his wolf’s disapproval Owen snarled at his alpha. “Are you gonna listen to me?”

      “You’re a gamma. Weak and low in the pack. Little better than Callum. Yet you think you know better than your alpha and betas?”

      Out of the corner of his eye, Owen saw one of the smaller wolves slink away and grew even angrier that, once again, the alpha had hurt the omega of the pack, his own son.

      “Just because you’re stronger than me doesn’t mean you should ignore me. You think Cal is weak? Have you ever asked him what he thinks? He’s stronger and more intelligent than you give him credit for.”

      “Cal knows his place,” the alpha snapped.

      Knowing he was sealing his own fate, Owen looked his alpha in the eye. “One day someone will challenge you and you’ll lose.”

      The wolves fell silent, just the odd uneasy whine slipping out. No one would support him, even if they agreed with him. Wolves didn’t challenge their leaders unless they wanted to take over the pack, and Owen wasn’t strong enough to do that. He wasn’t an alpha or a beta wolf. He was a gamma, and considered no match for the stronger wolves.

      The alpha shook his head. “You’re no longer part of my pack, Owen Pope. You’re banished. If you make it to the edge of the pack land before my betas attack, you’re free to go.”

      “You would kill me?” Owen stared at the alpha as the terms of his banishment sank in.

      “You’re not part of my pack, therefore you’re an intruder. We kill all intruders.” Without warning, the alpha lashed out at Owen’s cheek.

      Blood dripping from his wound, Owen didn’t hesitate, knowing he’d be given no second chance. The alpha was ruthless and his eldest sons, even worse. He shifted and barged through two of the weaker wolves to escape the circle. They scattered, giving him space to run.

      The alpha and betas allowed Owen to reach the beginning of the forest before they started the chase. It was a deliberate show of strength, toying with him. They had no doubt their best hunters would kill him and there would be no mercy. Owen hesitated for a split second and headed for the river. It was his best chance. He was a strong swimmer as wolf and human. He plunged into the densely wooded forest, his lungs burning as he tried to put some distance between him and the hunting wolves. Their howling grew louder; there were many strong shifters, several who were faster runners than he was. He was a mile away from the river but the chances of reaching it were slim.

      “Owen! Owen! Over here.”

      Owen swung around to see Cal, now shifted to his human form, standing by an old Chevy, its engine still running. He was fifteen years old, skinny and awkward, only just showing the signs of the man he would become. Owen reluctantly shifted, knowing it was wasting valuable seconds. “Jesus Cal, get away before they see you.”

      “Take the truck. Leave it when you’ve made your escape. There are clothes and some money on the back seat. I gave you what I had. Sorry it isn’t more.”

      Owen couldn’t waste time thinking about it. He leapt into the truck and looked at the boy. “Thanks, Cal, appreciate it.”

      Cal nodded and disappeared into the undergrowth. Owen gunned the engine and drove as fast as he could on the rough terrain. There was enough gas for him to get clear of the pack lands. The wolves wouldn’t chase him beyond there. He glanced over his shoulder. A heap of clothes were scattered on the seat, most of them not his. Cal must have just grabbed the laundry pile.

      In the rearview mirror he could see a small group of wolves standing in the middle of the track, none of them bothering to chase him. Owen breathed a sigh of relief, then caught sight of himself in the mirror. A huge jagged wound blazed angrily, bisecting one cheek, blood still dripping down his neck. The injury should have healed as soon as he shifted. Owen sent a query to his wolf, but it was silent; the only sense he received was of icy condemnation.
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      Present Day

      Friday

      Owen slunk low to the ground, trying to stay downwind of an old coyote. The acrid smell of his prey teased his nostrils in the cold night air. He hadn’t eaten in days and he’d be lucky if the coyote didn’t hear his belly rumbling.

      He was a lone shifter, not part of a wolf pack since he’d been banished from his family’s pack six years before. Over the years Owen had found intermittent work as a day laborer on ranches, if he was lucky, but usually the ranchers took one look at the long scar on his cheek and decided he was trouble. Owen was as alienated in the human world as he was as a wolf.

      The scar was a constant reminder of his status. He was a wolf shifter, and, because of their healing powers, shifters didn’t scar unless their animal form allowed it. The jagged scar made by claws from his eye down to his mouth was a constant reminder that his wolf had judged him and left him imperfect.

      Now he was in Texas, at the end of his strength and he didn’t have a penny to his name. The scent of the sheep on the nearby ranch made his mouth water but hunting as a wolf posed its own dangers. This was ranching country and ranchers didn’t take kindly to predators taking their stock. He desperately needed food and sleep before he traveled much farther, because he hadn’t slept much as he’d traveled across Oklahoma looking for work. He’d made a decision to hunt before seeking shelter at a deserted ranch he’d found a few miles back.

      Owen knew he wasn’t in mortal danger from a bullet if he was shot, but, if word got around that a wolf was in the area, there’d be more trigger-happy cowboys willing to face him down the barrel of a rifle. It would take him longer to heal from a bullet wound because he was weak. He needed to hunt quickly and find somewhere to sleep.

      The coyote lifted his head. Owen waited for it to run, but, ignoring whatever had spooked it, the animal relaxed, its senses dulled by age. Without other wolves by his side, Owen’s only chance of a successful hunt was to take the coyote by surprise. The scar down the side of his face throbbed, distracting him as he waited for the right time to chase and wound his prey. If he were in his human form he would have rubbed the mark, but now he gave a silent snarl, angry to be reminded that he was scarred, imperfect as a shifter.

      Owen attacked. He was lucky. The coyote tried to run but Owen was too quick. He snapped at the coyote’s flanks, attacking it again and again until it collapsed on the ground and Owen could tear its throat out. He filled his belly for the first time in days, relishing the strength that the fresh meat provided. When his hunger was finally sated and dawn approached, he slunk back to the deserted ranch to sleep through the day. He would need many meals to recover the strength he’d lost. Still in his wolf form, he curled up in a corner of the ranch house and fell asleep, knowing that tomorrow he would either have to kill again or move on to find work.
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        * * *

      

      When Owen awoke in the evening, he was cold and hungry, and the smells coming from the livestock nearby were a constant torment. He needed to feed, then steal some clothes so he could take his place in human society. There were times he thought about giving himself over to his wolf entirely, but as a lone wolf his chances of survival were slim. Despite the issues he’d had with his childhood pack, he missed the companionship of other wolves. He shifted into human form, taking the opportunity to stretch cramped muscles before the cold became too much and he returned to the warmth of his fur. Under the cover of darkness he went hunting, the night scents filling him with anticipation.

      The ranch had been deserted for years, by the state of it, and Owen was able to hunt on its lands enough to fill his belly. He was feeling better already from two days of eating, and he made a decision to stay in the area for a few days to recover his strength, although he’d need clothes if he was to venture into town. Clothes and money. And pancakes. God, he missed pancakes.

      Under the cold full winter moon, he padded through the fields, now devoid of sheep or cows, and contemplated his options, limited though they were. He could smell something ahead, but he couldn’t identify what was teasing his senses. Suddenly he froze, one paw in the air. A tall—no, huge—dark-skinned human, dressed in black jacket and pants, faced him, a high-powered rifle pointing between Owen’s eyes. The human seemed equally still, his eyes locked on Owen. Then he lowered the weapon. Owen managed to recover his senses enough to back away, not taking his eyes off the figure who seemed to be the source of the glorious scent. He had the oddest feeling—like the human didn’t want him to leave.

      Owen turned and fled, his senses on high alert. As he ran into a clearing Owen spotted two wolves ahead of him. They hadn’t seen him yet, too busy playing like young pups. He should warn them about the human with the rifle.

      What the hell are two wolves, two shifters, doing here?

      They noticed him and stood rock still, the three of them at an impasse. Owen made the first move, retreating backwards into the darkness. They could take their chances. He breathed a sigh of relief when they didn’t follow him, but it was short lived as he contemplated the identity of one of the wolves. They weren’t the first wolf shifters he’d met since his banishment, but none of the others had been from his previous pack. He would have to move on now he’d been discovered. What was Cal Pope doing here, so far away from home? Owen had questions. Lots of questions, but he wasn’t sure he was going to like the answers.
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      Owen didn’t attempt to hunt again and when he woke on Saturday morning, he was cold and hungry. By the time the afternoon arrived, Owen was dressed in stolen clothes left out to dry and had a few dollars in his back pocket. The jeans and shirt were damp and uncomfortable, but he could live with that. He found an old pair of working boots in one of the closets at the ranch. Thankfully he’d been able to steal a pair of socks as the boots were too big. No underwear though. He drew the line at wearing another man’s briefs.

      Owen promised himself one thing with the few dollars he had stolen. A pancake breakfast, and plenty of hot coffee before he moved on. He felt bad about stealing from strangers, especially the money, but he was desperate. He took the cash and left the rest of the hapless man’s wallet intact. Owen noted the creased photograph tucked inside the wallet, presumably with the man’s wife and teenage son smiling self-consciously at the camera. The guy didn’t know how lucky he was.

      There was a diner a few miles back. As he couldn’t shift, it took an hour for Owen to walk to the diner, but he didn’t care, the thought of the pancakes keeping him going. As he drew closer, Owen’s wolf shifted restlessly. Owen sent it an inquiring thought but the wolf said nothing. They barely communicated beyond basic needs. His wolf didn’t settle though, which made Owen uneasy.

      The diner was half-full when he pushed open the door. Owen hesitated when he saw the sheriff sitting in a booth by the front door. He wasn’t alone either, but with two guys dressed in plain black clothing. The sheriff was fierce enough, but the other two looked as if they’d kill a man if he breathed wrong.

      “Hey hun, you’re a new face.” A middle-aged woman smiled at him. “I’m Maggie. Welcome to my diner.” To give her credit she didn’t flinch—much—when she caught sight of his scar.

      “Hi, Maggie.”

      Owen smiled at her shyly and she smiled back, leading him to a table at the back of the diner. He followed her, trying not to attract attention from the sheriff and his companions, but his wolf was really unsettled and the skin prickled on the back of his neck. His shifter’s senses were working overtime but he couldn’t work out what they were trying to tell him. Owen sat down, and Maggie promised to come back real soon with his coffee. He tried to sink into the background as he waited for the coffee to arrive. That smell was there again, the one he couldn’t identify.

      Soon he was full of coffee and tucking into a stack of pancakes. If he conserved his money, he could have another breakfast before he moved on. The sheriff hadn’t left, and Owen was acutely conscious of the looks coming his way from the three men. No one else was looking at him, except those scary-as-fuck guys sitting in the way of his only exit. The black guy was huge, broad-shouldered, and his expression was blank as he studied Owen.

      The pancakes sat like a heavy lump in Owen’s stomach as the sheriff walked over and sat opposite him. Owen leaned back and waited for trouble. The sheriff looked to be in his mid-thirties, slightly weathered by the sun but still a handsome guy. He was also a wolf. Fuck!

      “My name’s Sheriff Milo Clarke.”

      “Owen Pope.”

      “I know who you are.”

      Owen frowned. How the hell did the sheriff know his identity? He’d been in the area less than two days.

      Clarke leaned forward. “I know what you are too.”

      That was more understandable. Shifters could always recognize other shifters by their smell.

      “You’re a—”

      “Yes.” Clarke cut him off.

      “I saw you last night.” Now Clarke was close to Owen his wolf scent was clear, although it was tainted with something…. Owen’s lips drew back as he realized. “You’re part human.”

      Clearly displeased with Owen’s reaction, Clarke pressed his lips together. “Why’re you here?”

      “Looking for work.”

      “And you picked here to look?”

      Owen smiled at Maggie while she filled their cups with fresh coffee, then moved away again. “I take work where I can find it.” He waved at his scar.

      “When did you arrive?”

      “Thursday. Why?”

      “I’m asking the questions, Mr. Pope. What do you want with Cal?”

      “Nothing. I didn’t even know he was here.”

      Clarke gave him a skeptical look. “You expect me to believe that?”

      Owen shrugged. “Don’t care what you believe, Sheriff. I don’t want anything to do with Wild Creek pack.”

      “I see.” Clarke glanced over at the two men by the door and shook his head.

      “What’s that about?” Owen asked suspiciously.

      “I had a report of stolen clothes today.”

      Owen’s heart beat faster, and he cursed inwardly, knowing Clarke’s shifter senses would pick up any signs of stress. “Oh?”

      “They sound a lot like what you’re wearing.”

      “Look around, Sheriff, all the men are dressed like this.” Owen leaned back, attempting to look casual. “Except you and your friends.” That was one of the reasons he’d picked the flannel shirt and jeans.

      Milo didn’t bother to look around. “I also had a report of stolen money, but the thief left the wallet behind. In fact, they handed the wallet to the cashier of the nearest store.”

      Owen stared the sheriff in the eyes. “Perhaps he was hungry.”

      “I didn’t say the thief was a man. But maybe he was desperate.” Clarke sipped his coffee. “Thing is, the victim has had a shit week. His son nearly died and is still in the hospital.”

      Owen gritted his teeth as he thought of the photograph in the wallet. “That’s too bad.”

      “He doesn’t care about the money and he’s grateful the thief left the wallet and cards. It’s just stress he could do without.”

      “Yeah.”

      “So, here’s what I think. I could arrest you for stealing the clothes and the money. Or we could go back to Cal’s ranch and find you new clothes. Then we can return the clothes and the money to their rightful owners.”

      “That assumes I’m the thief.”

      Clark inclined his head.

      “Why would you help me rather than arrest me?”

      “Because you’re pack.”

      Owen snarled. “I’m not fucking pack. I have no pack.” He was aware of the two men from the door staring at him.

      “Keep your voice down,” Clarke ordered, even though there was no one sitting close by. “You need to know what happened to your old pack.”

      Owen’s head shot up. “What happened? Is that why Cal’s here?”

      “I don’t wanna have this talk here.” Sheriff Clarke got to his feet, one eyebrow raised. “You comin’?”

      “Taking me out in cuffs?”

      “You gonna run as soon as we’re out the door?”

      Owen willed himself not to blush because the thought had occurred to him.

      Clarke gave him a wry smile. “These two nice men will be escorting you, and I may only be half-wolf, but I can shift real quick.”

      “You gonna shift in front of humans? And since when does a sheriff employ outside security?”

      “I don’t employ them. Cal does. Or rather his mate, Joe, employs them.”

      Owen’s jaw dropped open. “He’s got a human mate? He’s an omega. He needs a strong mate, not a weak human.”

      Clarke’s eyes narrowed. “I also have a human mate.”

      “The alpha will be furious.”

      What the hell had happened to the Wild Creek pack since he’d left? No way would the alpha have allowed weak members of the pack to take human mates.

      Clarke sighed. “There are things you need to know, Owen. A lot’s changed recently.”

      “What happens if I refuse?”

      “I arrest you for theft and haul you outta here in cuffs.” The steady look from the sheriff was enough to convince Owen he was serious.

      “Some choice.”

      Clarke shrugged. “Cuffs or not.”

      Owen dug in his back pocket for the stolen bills. “Better go then, Sheriff.”

      “Your check is already paid with a good tip. You can return the money intact.” Clarke held out his hand.

      That would leave Owen with nothing. He hesitated and then handed the money over to Clarke. He gave a mental shrug. He was resourceful and could hunt or steal again.

      Without counting it, Clarke shoved it in his pocket. “Let’s go. Cal’s impatient to meet you.”

      Despite Owen’s towering resentment toward his old pack, he didn’t feel the same way about Callum Pope. The boy had helped him escape. It would be good to meet him again, even if it was briefly. Owen had no intention of staying in the area any longer than necessary.

      Clarke left the table—his way of showing that Owen wasn’t in trouble. Owen had no doubt if he didn’t follow, the security dudes would remove him by force. Owen took a last chug of cooling coffee and headed for the door.

      The waitress smiled as Owen passed her. “Bye hun. See ya again.”

      “Bye, Maggie.” Owen made the effort to smile at her. “Thanks for the food.”

      She beamed at him and said, “You’re welcome. Come back real soon.”

      Owen nodded awkwardly. He ignored the two men standing by the door, although one of them smelled fantastic; the woody spice mixture filling Owen’s senses as they followed him out of the diner.

      Clarke leaned against his official vehicle, talking to someone on the phone. “I know, I know. He’s here. Tall dude, long hair, scar on his face.” He studied Owen briefly. “Kind of bluish-gray? How would I know? I’m not gonna ask him to show me that in the middle of the parking lot.”

      Owen heard a low noise behind him, and Clarke rolled his eyes.

      “Now you’ve upset Eli. He thinks I’m hitting on the wolf. We’ll be there shortly, Cal. Zeke’s not happy about leaving you for so long.” Clarke disconnected the call and looked over Owen’s shoulder. “Back off, Eli. Cal was just checking we had the right guy.”

      Owen looked over his shoulder at the security men. The shorter dark-haired dude—presumably Eli—was frowning at Clarke. Owen glanced at the other man; he was at least five inches taller than Owen, with dark eyes that Owen could almost drown in. He stared at Owen with equal interest.

      “If you two could stop staring at each other for five minutes,” Clarke said drily.

      Owen dragged his eyes away from Zeke to look at the sheriff. “Huh?”

      “We need to get you out of sight,” Eli said. “The fewer people know about you the better.”

      Clarke nodded. “You’ll travel with Eli and Zeke to Sapphire Ranch. I’ll follow. I need to go via the hospital.”

      The only thing that made sense to Owen was that Clarke was returning the money to the man with the injured son. Owen chewed on his bottom lip. “Do you want me to come with you?”

      Clarke looked at him with what seemed like an inkling of respect. “Not this time. Go with Eli and Zeke.”

      Owen frowned at him. “Why?”

      Then Zeke laid a large hand on his shoulder and Owen forgot about everything except the physical connection between him and this man. “You need to listen to Milo. Come with us now.”

      “Okay.” Owen let Zeke guide him over to a black SUV and was ridiculously pleased when Zeke sat next to him in the backseat. Zeke didn’t break physical contact, pressed up against him despite there being plenty of room. Owen watched Clarke and Eli talk outside the vehicle. He frowned as he took note of the way they leaned into each other, almost unconsciously. Their body language screamed intimacy. More than that. A connection that only shifters could sense. “Milo and Eli are mates.”

      “So they say,” Zeke said.

      Owen turned to look at Zeke. “You don’t believe it?”

      Zeke shrugged. “I didn’t know about the existence of shifters two months ago. Now I see men change into wolves and my boss has fallen in love.”

      “The sheriff?”

      “Eli is my boss,” Zeke corrected.

      “He’s gay?”

      Zeke gave him a look that clearly expressed his opinion that Owen had said something stupid. Owen sought to change the subject.

      “I don’t understand why you know about shifters at all.”

      “You need to speak to Cal,” Zeke said. “Just wait a while and they’ll explain.”

      Owen stared at him in frustration. All things considered, he might have preferred being slung in the cells rather than trapped in a vehicle with a man who pressed all of his buttons and who refused to give him any useful information.

      Eli got in the driver’s seat. “Let’s go.” He didn’t seem happy, and Owen wondered what the conversation had been about.

      The journey wasn’t that far, and Owen spent most of it looking out of the window. He recognized the road as the one he’d walked on and when they reached the turnoff for Sapphire Ranch, he finally put two and two together.

      He turned on Zeke. “You’re the man I saw last night.”

      Zeke inclined his head. “I realize now I can see the scar.” He reached out as though he wanted to touch Qwen’s face but stopped, his hand dropping to his side.

      “I should’ve guessed from the smell.”

      “Told you to shower this morning,” Eli said.

      Zeke snorted loudly. “I did, dipshit.” He raised an eyebrow at Owen. “You can smell me?”

      “I’m a shifter. I have heightened senses, but most of the time I block them out if I’m not hunting. I can smell you though. You’re like… everywhere.”

      There was silence then Eli said, “Owen, when was the last time you were around wolves… shifters?”

      “The day my alpha threw me out of the pack,” Owen said bitterly. “No pack accepts a lone wolf who looks like me.”

      “Why not?” Zeke looked genuinely confused.

      Owen traced the scar on his cheek. “My wolf marked me. Showed the world he disapproved of me. No pack would accept a troublemaker.”

      To Owen’s surprise, this time Zeke did trace the jagged line with his fingertip. “Your wolf did this?”

      “My alpha did this, Cal’s father. My wolf refused to let it heal as a sign he disapproved of me. Shifters don’t scar and they can’t be killed. He let me be scarred to show he thinks I’m a disappointment.” It was more than that, but he couldn’t explain shifter politics in a couple of sentences to a human.

      Zeke’s eyebrows almost knit together. “But—”

      “Wait ’til we get to the ranch, Zeke,” Eli said. “Owen needs to be told the full story.”

      “What story?” Owen snapped.

      Zeke laid a hand on Owen’s thigh. “Wait another ten minutes.”

      Owen wanted to argue. He would have argued except that touch told him he didn’t need to. Everything would be fine. Owen stared at Zeke’s hand spanning his thigh. If any other man had done this to him, the guy would have been minus five fingers by now. He never let anyone touch him aside from the occasional hookup, and that was a blow job or a quick fuck. Zeke had touched his shoulder and now his leg and Owen had let him. He went to push Zeke’s hand off but, instead, he laid his hand on Zeke’s. He was so involved in thinking about this he didn’t notice the SUV had stopped and someone had opened the door.

      “Great, you found him. Hey, Owen.”

      Owen looked up to see a young man grinning at him. “Cal?” The last time he’d seen Cal he was a weedy adolescent with a scared, furtive expression, who spent a lot of his time hiding from his bullying brothers. Now he was tall and handsome, exuding a confidence Owen didn’t expect from an omega. “Christ, I’d never have recognized you.”

      “It’s been a long time.”

      Owen stared at the kid. Only three years separated them, yet Owen easily looked a decade older than Cal, his life on the road and bitter experiences having aged him.

      Eli looked around. “Cal, we need to get back inside.”

      Cal nodded and looked at Owen again. “Come on in. Zeke, are you coming?”

      “I’ll do a sweep of the area, then I’ll be in.”

      “Joe’s feeding the horses.”

      “I’ll check on him.” Zeke made sure he caught Owen’s gaze.

      Owen held back his protest, but he wasn’t happy at Zeke leaving him alone.

      “I’ll be with you in ten.”

      “Ten minutes? You promise?” Wait! Owen stared at Zeke. “I can hear you!”

      And that meant…

      Owen stared at Zeke in dismay. “You’re my mate!”
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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.
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