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      Amber dropped her body low against the ridgeline. Her nostrils flared as her tongue tasted the air. Rancid musk sweetened by flowers that were not true flowers.

      Enemy!

      Four of them.

      They’d tracked her since the Sky Mother rose full and white against the blackness, above the protective branches of the trees. Now, as she picked out her next hiding place, the silvery Sky Mother approached the horizon. Stars popped into view as the dominant light paled.

      The enemy should not have been able to follow her tracks up trees, flying leaps across narrow ravines, along a stream chilled by glacier melt. They were human. Limited in their weak eyes, clogged noses, and distorted hearing.

      Still, they followed.

      Relentlessly they followed, keeping her from her own hunt. Her belly growled with hunger. And anger.

      She had to survive until sunrise. With the dawn she could change back to human form, take refuge among the masses in the city. When she walked on two legs, laws protected her from the likes of the hunter.

      Out here on the mountain, survival made the rules. No one noted a dead mountain lion.

      She rarely roamed wild, succumbing to the lure of the moon only when the need to hunt, the craving for hot blood in her mouth overcame her iron will.

      Tonight, the predator was marked as prey.

      The breeze shifted, carrying a touch of salty moisture from the sea. The Sky Mother’s brilliance dimmed behind clouds. Amber’s tawny fur stood up along her neck. Storm.

      The hunters should feel desperate after the long chase and the coming rain.

      She took a chance and dashed from her immobile perch atop the rock to the shadows beneath the towering firs and spindly alders.

      A shout. Closer than she expected. Heavy feet crashing through the underbrush. A sharp explosion that drove pain through her ears and a stab into her flank.

      Her left hind leg grew heavy. She tried to lope faster, to outrun the pain. A downed tree lay across her path. One of the forest ancients, the trunk thick enough to become a solid barrier between her and her pursuers. She crouched to leap. Her hind legs collapsed.

      Her belly caught on the rough bark of the dead fir.

      Desperate to escape this unknown menace, she fought to clear the trunk. Her back legs refused to move. She dug her claws into the turf and pulled herself forward.

      Now her shoulders grew heavy and numb as well.

      I am not ready to die, she thought as darkness encroached from all sides and the Sky Mother dipped beneath the clouds, fat and glowing white. She held the image in her mind as darkness blinded her and sent her mind reeling.
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      I awoke naked in my own bed. My first thought was surprise that I woke up at all. Awareness of last night’s hunt faded with every heartbeat. I remembered my muscles working strong and unfettered, smooth motion powered by grace. I remembered pain and paralysis. I remembered hands on me. A sense of annoyance gave way to aggravation, then to fear and panic.

      The panic and fear lingered. A part of me needed to run far and fast to a bolt hole and hide. My heart beat overtime and cold sweat broke out along my back.

      My legs felt too heavy to move out of bed.

      Any other memories from the previous night evaporated like overnight mist under bright sunshine.

      Unlike most mornings, I did not bound out of bed, energized and ready to face the day. All of my limbs, not just my muscular thighs, felt heavy and lethargic, knotted and stiff. Muscles protested every move. My nose was clogged and daylight filtering around the wooden mini blinds hurt my eyes. Sharp pain pounded in my sinuses and across the top of my head to my nape.

      This must be what humans felt when they caught a common rhinovirus.

      I’d never had a cold.

      I struggled to the bathroom for a glass of water; each step took a concentrated effort. By the time I returned to bed sweat dripped down my spine, beneath my arms, and across my chest. My skin burned while my bones chilled. I fell across the sheets. After another ten minutes I managed to gather enough energy to fumble for my cell phone. I had to squint to see the proper icons, eventually managed to thumb on the contacts list and open a line to my office.

      “Eunice, I can’t make it today,” I told my boss in a voice that resembled a frog more than a big cat. “I’m really sick. Fever, chills, coughing and sneezing.”

      “Amber Treganis, you haven’t used a day of sick leave in three years! Why now of all days? You’re the only second chair I can depend on. Do you know how hard I had to fight the other junior partners to get you! How will I sort out all the pertinent files and research without you? Who will observe and understand all the subtle nuances of posture and expression of each juror I interview?” She sounded near hysterical. I pictured the middle-aged diva running her hands through her careful chignon and spilling hairpins right left and sideways. Then she’d run her stubby fingers around the inside of her collar, loosening the top button and mussing her artfully draped ascot. All the while her feet drummed a tattoo against the rich carpet of her office suite. I had trouble hearing footsteps on that carpet even when my ears weren’t full of fluid and pressure.

      The part of me that wasn’t falling asleep and numb from the virus thought there was a pattern in her disorganization and panic. I craved finding order in chaos.

      This was more than just Eunice playing the drama queen to get her way.

      Then I remembered juror interviews. She was due in court today to begin jury selection in an important criminal case. Nerves. She was just nervous.

      Something about this case made her more nervous than usual. Hell, something about our client made me nervous. And I couldn’t figure out why he made me feel chaotic, and I couldn’t find order.

      In three hours when Eunice marched into the courtroom, no one would suspect her impeccable grooming had dared wrinkle more than a micrometer or that she wasn’t afraid to draw blood to defend her client.

      I had helped her build a solid defense for Jonathan Bergman. All the evidence looked circumstantial. He was wealthy. He had enemies. He’d been framed for the brutal murder of his wife: Lilia Goodhouse Bergman.

      I’d smelled no lies in him at any of our many meetings. Everyone lied, even just little white ones to make them look better in the eyes of the world.

      Jonathan Bergman owned a pharmaceutical company; he could afford our fees and then some. He hadn’t gotten there without lying at least once.

      We’d gotten Lilia’s unfiled and unserved divorce papers thrown out as inadmissible during the discovery phase. She’d held on to them for more than sixty days. Too long. She must have thought better of ending her marriage.

      A series of chills ran from my nape to my toes, raising gooseflesh and making my teeth chatter. I ached all over.

      Three years I’d given the law firm as an associate and never taken a day of sick leave. They owed me. Eunice would be fine on her own. She always was, giving the second chair few chances to do more than look professional. Then later, behind closed doors, she’d pick my brain for all the things in the background she didn’t have time to see.

      “You excel at jury selection, Eunice. We’ve profiled ideal candidates. You don’t need me. Duplicates of all documents are in my locked credenza, organized and ready to go. Jeanette Charmain, my AA and paralegal has the keys. Michael Greyhorse, my law clerk, has read them all.” Eunice would never remember my assistants’ names. She had no need to in her mind. So I reminded her frequently. “You should have all the original documents in your own filing cabinet. Ask your administrative assistant. That’s what you pay her for. I’ll let you know if I’m better tomorrow.” I hung up on her.

      That chore complete, I crawled back beneath the covers and slept the clock around.

      In my dreams, the voice of my mother’s ghost whispered to me. Change. The transformation will strip the disease from you. Change and change back.

      I knew in my heart that I should follow her advice. In my head I resisted the urge. I’d change when I had time, and I controlled the circumstances.

      “See, Mom,” I said to the air the next morning. “I didn’t have to change to get well.”

      Are you sure?

      “If you are going to haunt me, Mom, the least you could do is show yourself.”

      I saw only my own reflection in the bathroom mirror. I didn’t like the deep hollows around my eyes, lank hair, and stress lines radiating downward from my mouth in a semi-permanent frown. I looked all of my actual thirty-five years of age. Day before yesterday I could pass for a young twenty-three—the age on my driver’s license and law credentials.

      My legs still felt stiff. “Nothing a shower won’t cure.”

      I broke out a new razor, as I did every morning. On second thought, I might need two. I hadn’t shaved my legs and pits yesterday. Twenty minutes with lather and razor usually made me presentable by modern standards. I made myself take the time every day rather than put up with the derision of my schoolmates in middle school, who blithely called me Sasquatch.

      They’d never met a real Sasquatch. I had. My cougar fur was nothing compared to hers.

      As blistering hot water coursed down my back, my left hip burned at the touch of each drop. I inspected the area with fingertips and eyes. A tiny circular red welt marred my skin. The area around it felt hard and knotted.

      Once more I felt my legs fail me as I crouched to leap across a fallen tree. The helplessness of landing belly first on the rough bark brought tears to my eyes.

      Then the memory of alien hands on my body, hands I did not know. Hands that hurt.

      I had to slide down the slick tile wall to sit awkwardly in the glass-fronted shower stall.

      What had happened? I never remembered my hours during the hunt. I hated those hours of forgetfulness. Those hours when I had to act on instinct rather control.

      “I am stronger than this,” I forced myself to say out loud. “Whatever this is, I will overcome it.” I’d give that welt twelve hours to heal, then I’d call in help.

      Resolutely, I pushed myself upright and began lathering my hair. I didn’t trust myself with the razor until my hands stopped shaking. While the conditioner soaked in, I set to work.

      Strangely I only used the one razor and finished in ten minutes.
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        * * *

      

      My breakfast of granola and soy milk tasted better than usual so I had an extra helping, figuring I’d missed enough calories the day before to justify more. I battled my heavily boned hips and thighs with a vegetarian diet—with very limited dairy. High fiber and organic foods didn’t add inches to my solid frame, but they didn’t help me lose weight either.

      Another part of the curse of the Wer (we pronounced it Ver, as the Germans do. I don’t know why.): I maintained the frame of my other self.

      But I only gave in to my need to hunt when my body craved animal protein, needing it to maintain my other. I hunted three or four times a year. No more. And I stayed in the National Forest of Mt. Hood, well off the trails where no human had any business trespassing.

      So why had I dreamed of men following me on the hunt?

      The eternal wariness of my cat continued on my drive into town. Somewhere, just beyond my peripheral vision, someone lurked, stalking me, pressuring me to run further and faster than my limits.

      I smothered a huge yawn behind my hand the moment I stepped through the etched glass doors of Moreland, Moreland, Moreland, and Treganis Attorneys at Law on the eighth floor of a twelve story art deco building in the heart of downtown Portland, Oregon. I used the pause and the massive intake of air to taste the smells around me. Nothing strange or untoward. Just the normal dust, industrial cleaner, harried bodies, and bruised egos flitted around the wood paneling and marble floors.

      I waved to Medford at the security desk to the left of the door. He smiled and waved back, then made an entry in his log. Another Wer, he didn’t miss much. But I thought him too senior to be stuck at the desk. He usually patrolled the entire building. Must be filling in for someone.

      “Missed you yesterday, Amber,” he said quietly.

      “Thanks, I had a bit of a cold.”

      His head reared up and his lips started to curl. He barely suppressed a hiss. “Not like you to be sick,” he said, more casually than his posture suggested.

      I shrugged and grimaced. “Happens.” Then proceeded into the offices.

      Private executive offices filled the two top floors of the building, (the penthouse with fifteen foot ceilings and a stained glass dome in the center actually accounted for two stories), junior partners, like Eunice Moreland, presided on the tenth. The primary entrance, conference rooms, and associate offices resided here on the eighth and ninth, along with the massive receptionist desk. Abigail Schedmeister presided behind the fortress set on a dais like a castle where she could survey her realm. She used her high tech communications equipment as armor between her and lesser folk, like associate attorneys. I barely came within her radar. Not only was I a junior associate, I was a Treganis. Not a Moreland or even a Moreland employee.

      I’d been hanging out around here since my early teens, learning a lot by observation. I couldn’t remember when I’d seen a Moreland senior partner. Still, Abigail didn’t like me, and frequently tried to sabotage me.

      The Treganis on the masthead of the sign referred to my maternal grandfather. Stefan Treganis believed I had to earn advancement in the firm. Someday I’d make partner, probably not until he retired. He’d already celebrated his one hundred thirty-third birthday and looked a youngish sixty. Hell would freeze over before he retired.

      Frequent subterfuges passing himself off as his own son, and a reclusive life-style kept his Wer hidden from the public and his colleagues. I had time before I needed to reinvent myself.

      The extra seven years between college and law school I’d spent in solitary exile—not entirely voluntary. Grumpy maintained the fiction that I was studying architecture in Italy before I made up my mind to join the family firm. I’d only gone to Italy for two weeks, just enough familiarity with the country to give my cover story credence.

      Abigail frowned at me in disapproval. “Yawning in public sends a distinctly negative image to our clients,” she reprimanded me.

      You aren’t my mother! I wanted to scream at her.

      A young intern standing behind her grinned with feral glee at the reprimand. Wearing a black, shapeless sheath dress that stopped at mid-thigh in a lace hem, but covered her collar bones in a tight mock turtleneck collar, with matching black lipstick, hair dye (short hair gelled into hideous spikes), fingerless lace gloves, and eye liner, she looked like any other Goth teen walking the streets. Including the tattoo of a howling wolf, teeth bared, on her bicep.

      I’d gone through my own Goth phase without the tattoo, but I’d stopped before I went for the multiple piercings around the ear, nose and eyebrow ring. I wondered how she’d gotten past the Human Resources Department standards. Then I caught a whiff of wolf beneath her exotic frankincense perfume. Someone on the WerCourt had pushed, and pushed hard for my grandfather to hire her.

      I quirked an eyebrow at her, silently asking the question if she was high enough on the company ladder for me to notice.

      Abigail just smiled at her, eyes blank, expression frozen. Wer glamour. The little bitch had enthralled her to force acceptance.

      “Hi, I’m Styx, your new intern.” She thrust out her right hand over the top of the high receptionist desk for me to shake. I’d have to reach up to take her hand. A demeaning position for anyone in the Wer Community. She should know that.

      “No you aren’t. Abigail, if we must keep her around, find a different place for her.”

      The Goth stiffened and sniffed the air. A derisive gesture in a Wer. I decided to ignore her. More derisive than her tasting my air.

      “Good morning, Abigail. Do I have any messages?” I sweetly shifted my greeting.

      She stiffened. “I am not your secretary.”

      “You screen calls before passing them to my administrative assistant. What calls didn’t make it through to her?” I kept the smile on my face. The Goth hung back, listening avidly.

      Good, she might learn some manners when dealing with people who think themselves more important than they are.

      Abigail grudgingly handed me a stack of pink phone memos that could have wallpapered my office. The top four were all the same, Mr. Treganis requests you come to his office. Two were dated yesterday afternoon at five and five-fifteen, the other two at seven and seven fifteen this morning. The clock above Abigail’s throne had barely reached seven thirty-five.

      “These messages from my grandfather weren’t important enough to pass on to my office?” I asked, tapping my toe in irritation. My voice remained neutral. I half expected a deep-throated roar considering the anger boiling in my belly.

      And the sense of being watched. From behind and the side. Only firm self-control kept me from whirling to face the stalker.

      A newish security officer circled the desk as part of his patrol. He touched his brow casually with two fingers, nodding to me, ignoring Abigail and the goth wolf. Someone had my back.

      Abigail shrugged. “You were out sick. I knew you’d stop here first when you deigned to show up.” She touched a screen embedded in her desktop and spoke authoritatively into her headset, thus ending our confrontation.

      A Moreland employee. She’d never approve of a Treganis even though Grumpy signed her paycheck. No Moreland Senior Partner had shown their faces in the office in at least twenty years when the last one turned ninety—well before my time or Abigail’s. If they were all dead, no one bothered mentioning it to the staff or promoting people to fill their places.

      My boss, Eunice Moreland, the oldest of the family still in the firm, had never made senior partner. Strange, now that I thought about it.

      “Oh, and Abigail,” I paused staring at the bubble gum pink stack of papers. “I hate pink. It is obnoxious and sexist since you only use them for female employees. In future, please use a different color.”

      “There’s only white or an ugly mustard yellow. I find those colors offensive.”

      “I don’t. Use them, or requisition green ones. Jeanette has some.”

      I turned my steps toward the wide and open marble staircase that led to the ninth floor. When Stefan Treganis summoned, I obeyed.

      Sunlight from the glass garden dome on the top floor sent coruscated prisms across the marble risers. For the first time, I paused in wonder at how my feet were painted by colored lights. I didn’t remember noticing the beauty of this old building since I was twelve. I was always in too much of a rush.

      Pounding footsteps on the marble floor behind me echoed loudly. I cringed at the unexpected assault on my senses. Whatever had laid me low the day before left me more sensitive than usual to noise.

      “Ms Treganis?” a light tenor voice asked. I turned to find a bicycle messenger sliding toward me. He wore the typical uniform of Lycra shorts that molded his body beautifully, and a tight yellow knit shirt barely contained a broad chest. He also wore a helmet with wings painted on the sides, but I barely noticed, keeping my attention on the more beautiful parts of his body. As he shifted his slide to sideways to slow his progress, my eyes went immediately to his bare legs between the end of the shorts and the beginning of his low-cut, lightweight shoes. Long ropey muscles marked him as an experienced and dedicated bicyclist.

      My gaze lingered longer than it should. But then I always admired the messengers who ran in and out of the office all day. I just wasn’t as obvious as now. This guy had intrigued me for years.

      “Yes?” I centered my focus enough to answer him.

      He came to a skidding halt six inches from me. His eyes level with mine. Considering my three-inch heels and standing on the first step, that made him no more than five-nine.

      Not an ounce of fat on him.

      The hair on my nape stood up in alarm. Too close. He’d invaded my personal space, a clear violation of Wer etiquette. But this was Adler with his long leanness that delighted my eyes and sent my heart racing for other reasons.

      His aftershave couldn’t mask the sweet layers of blood and bone and hide that shifted. And he had shifted recently. But I couldn’t tell what creature echoed his persona. Not one of the usual Wer folk I encountered on a daily basis.

      I closed my eyes and let my imagination add predatory fur and fang to his muscular body. Every image sloughed off. His control must be stronger than mine.

      I opened my eyes and our gazes locked. For an instant I saw painful depth, and surface joy in the golden iris. A part of me reached out to him, a kindred spirit.

      Then he blinked and the spell was broken.

      “Message for you. Sign the tablet.” He thrust a fat packet, long enough for legal sized papers into my hands with a screened device and stylus on top. The second I lifted the pen from the screen he collected them, turned, and ran off again.

      “Maybe he’s part rabbit,” I mused, inspecting the envelope for a return address. All I found was an ink stamp in the shape of a wolf’s paw print.

      Wer politics. More specifically WerWolf politics.

      Nothing I expected from a client or the mortal court, so I tucked it beneath my arm and proceeded up the stairs to the executive elevator, the sole visible access to my grandfather’s penthouse office. The fire stairs required a key. Grumpy had one, security had the other.

      The elegant glass elevator rose up through the central court giving me a clear view of the main lobby below and the walkway around the court on the ninth and tenth floors with three to six offices to a side, and the multi-paned ceiling above.

      I basked in the abundant sunshine, my hurry forgotten.

      The elevator drifted to a slow stop with hardly any sound or jerk on the eleventh floor. I pushed open the narrow door onto the sunbathed walkway. Wrought iron grillwork blocked off the central drop to the eighth floor. Each of the four walls held two doors but only one corner office suite.

      Two uniformed guards faced me. They might have been twins in height, posture, coloring, and aftershave. I wrinkled my nose at the heavy artificial musk. They wore matching tan uniforms from Big Cat Security, (owned and run by a distant cousin who hired mostly Wer) a private company we used. Regulation guns in hip holsters and Tasers in their thigh pockets completed the uniforms. I recognized these two since they were frequently assigned to this building.

      The slightly older one stepped forward, hand on the grip of his pistol while the other stood at attention beside an antique writing table. He gestured with his head that I must sign the leather-bound guest book—a nice touch but new. The scent of fresh lemon oil furniture polish—the real thing, not a cheap petroleum product scented with artificial citrus—filled the open lobby.

      Neither the heavy aftershave nor the lemon could mask the scent of Wer. Cougars, my nose told me. Not among my many cousins that made up most of the local clan.

      I didn’t know either of them by name, though their lithe strength and honey coloring appealed.

      Next time my other demanded intimacy, one of these might satisfy. Unlike some of my kind, I did not mate with humans or other Wer species. Since returning from exile, I rarely mated at all.

      I signed my name with a flourish. Right hand guard inspected my signature with a scowl, while left hand guard inspected me for signs that I might hide a lethal weapon. Then Rightie took the packet from the bicycle messenger. The men exchanged a meaningful and silent look at the sign of the paw.

      Without my permission Rightie broke the seal and pulled out a thick sheaf of papers.

      “Excuse me...”

      “Sorry, ma’am. Our orders are to inspect everything entering the suites,” Leftie said. That was new too. Something dire must have alerted Grumpy for him to beef up security to this level.

      Leftie ran a palm sized gadget over the pages, keeping his eyes on a tiny lighted screen rather than the printed words. “It’s clear.” He stuffed the papers back into the manila envelope and handed it back to me.

      “Whose orders?” I asked, just to make sure someone else hadn’t usurped authority from my grandfather.

      “Mr. Treganis.”

      “Oh?” Stefan Treganis could look after himself in any physical or mental fight.

      “You may go in now, Ma’am. He’s waiting for you. Pacing.”

      Pacing was good. He burned off the edge of energy that presaged anger. Sitting and glaring focused his energy on the anger.

      I crossed the lobby to the far left corner and knocked on the plain, but heavy wooden door—the one I knew led to his private office, rather than the domain of his law clerk and administrative assistant—if they were in residence. I hadn’t seen either in quite a long time. Any of the ordinary doors could lead to a palace or a janitor’s closet. No lettering or signs. You had to know which door to open.

      The gentleman or the cougar, I thought with a half-smile.
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      Instantly I was taken back to the night of my tenth birthday. All of my Wer friends from homeschool gatherings and mandatory socialization, had left, full of cake and ice cream and soda pop. They took with them their screaming laughter as we chased about Grumpy’s fenced backyard in carefree games. Mom had gone out to hunt, treating herself to a mid-month change after the stress of raising a child and enduring a birthday party for someone other than herself. She’d return to the gatekeeper’s cottage when she was good and ready, not caring if I had gone to bed on time in my snug room with sloping ceilings next to my grandfather’s room in the main house.

      Grumpy had summoned me to his home office on the ground floor of the Craftsman bungalow on five acres above the Willamette River. I was still jittery and flushed with excitement from a sugar rush and the adrenaline rush of so much company on my special day.

      “Good evening, Amber,” Grumpy greeted me formally. He sat in one of the red leather wingback chairs that faced the huge windows overlooking the grounds with the tall Douglas fir trees offering many places to climb and play hide-and-go-seek. A series of deep ornamental ponds housed fish that I had spent many an hour trying to catch. But they were wily and used to diving deep to avoid incautious Wer children.

      Grumpy waved me toward the companion chair beside him. I curtsied, as he’d taught me, and climbed up into the deeply padded seat that nearly swallowed me.

      “Amber, my dear, I wished to offer you my felicitations on this momentous day,” he said quietly. He wore his casual brown tweed jacket and trousers over a white golf shirt rather than his work clothes of a charcoal gray three-piece suit, white shirt and golden yellow tie.

      “Thank you, Grandfather.” I had to struggle to make sure I used his formal title rather than my childish mangling of it.

      He nodded briefly in acknowledgement of my courtesy, then he smiled widely, light filling his entire face all the way to his bright eyes and graying hair. “What happened to your affectionate name for me?”

      “Thank you, Grumpy!” I returned with an equally wide smile.

      “You probably noticed that I had no gift for you among the pile of presents your friends brought for you.” His hands rested in his lap, not reaching for some hidden package.

      I nodded, not trusting my voice to stay polite rather than disappointed.

      “I have two gifts for you.” This time he pulled out a small white box from his inside jacket pocket.

      I held my breath as he lifted the lid from the square cardboard with gold calligraphy embossed on the top. Inside, nestled in soft cotton, lay a golden pendant framing a chunk of polished amber, gold with red undertones, the same color as my hair. And my cat when I finally got old enough to change.

      “Oh, Grumpy, it’s gorgeous,” I gasped, not quite daring to touch it.

      “Wear it with joy, my dear.” He fished the necklace free and fastened it around my neck.

      “I’ve never seen anything quite so lovely. Thank you again.” I clasped the pendant with one hand as I jumped down from the chair and gave him a resounding kiss on his cheek. “I don’t see how any other gift can top this. I’ll wear it forever. Everyday, and never take it off.”

      “Well, your other gift is not so spectacular, Amber. This is your tenth year. An important milestone. You are now old enough to go to summer camp. The week after you finish your classes, you and I will board a plane that will take us to Wyoming where I will leave you to play and learn all sorts of fun things for six weeks.”

      “Six weeks!” That was an awfully long time. “Six weeks without you!” I’d rarely gone six hours without seeing him. Even when he was tied up at the office, Eugene his assistant/chauffeur/friend would drive me downtown and I’d stay with Grumpy while I did my homework. Eugene lived in the apartment above the garage and kept to himself unless Grumpy needed him for something. I enjoyed our drives into town. He talked to me about my schoolwork, what I’d learned, made me feel important. And if he knew something about my lessons, he expanded on them, engaged me in conversations so that I learned more than my classmates and remembered it.

      I’d miss him almost as much as Grumpy during summer camp.

      “Six weeks is not so terribly long, Amber. You’ll have fun.”

      “Will… will I learn how to change?” I asked breathlessly. He’d said this was a milestone birthday.

      “Not this year I think. But you will learn some of the responsibilities of the Wer, and some of the safeguards you must take when you do change. And you’ll be issued your first EpiPen. The stimulant will help you through your first change and you’ll need to keep one with you at all times in case of emergency.”

      “When will that be?”

      “Another year, maybe two. I hope you will do me the honor of allowing me to supervise you on the night of your first hunt. I will determine if you need the assistance of epinephrine or not the first time.”

      “A real hunt, not just chasing goldfish?”

      “A real hunt. You will be a full cougar then. You will choose when you will drop to four legs and when you will remain on two. The epinephrine is only for emergencies. If you get hurt and need to change in order to heal.”

      “The lady or the cougar,” I breathed. “We read a story about that for school last week.”

      “The lady or the cougar, indeed. You will be beautiful as both.”
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        * * *

      

      I chose the door leading to the cougar in the penthouse as the two Wer guards watched. Briefly I wondered if they were blood cousins, or outliers attached to the clan peripherally.

      I opened the door to a single office twice the size of my entire associate suite. Reflexively my hand went to my throat to check for the amber pendant I hadn’t worn since the horror of the night I graduated from college and had to go into exile. I didn’t want any reminders of that childhood where changing into my other was the most exciting and glamorous thing I could imagine.

      “About time you showed up,” Stefan Treganis snarled the moment I crossed his threshold.

      “Good morning to you too, Grumpy.”

      “Do you have to wear such bright colors, Amber? It is most unprofessional.” Dressed as always in a freshly pressed light gray, three-piece suit, starched shirt, and subdued tie, (I rarely saw him in casual tweeds anymore, even at home) he presented a dapper picture as he paced from window to bookshelf, back to the window, to the desk and around to the window again. Not agitated, just eternally restless, like myself.

      If he stilled and surveyed the room with narrowed eyes and a posture precursory to a lunge, then I’d know something bothered him.

      Either way, no posture could disguise the leashed power in his lean muscles.

      I looked down at my emerald green wool dress with a boat neck, three-quarter length sleeves and a flared skirt (to disguise the breadth of my hips). I’d draped a silk scarf in autumnal green, gold, and rust at the neck and pinned it in place with a vintage brooch in gold with green glass gems that sparkled with every shift of light. I rarely wore amber anymore. “I did not see the memo dictating boring clothing.”

      Actually, I had the lecture in law school about the importance of appearing professional. Clients expected their lawyers to look cool, calm, and well-heeled. My friends outside these law offices had taught me that professional didn’t have to mean drab. Something the Goth girl needed to learn. Quickly.

      And what kind of name was Styx? Like the River Styx in Greek mythology. Obviously made up. She needed to go.

      “I liked you better during your Goth phase, all black, no jewelry or makeup.”

      Sky Mother! Had he succumbed to the girl’s glamour as well as the door dragon?

      “Then there was your phase of frilly ruffles and lace,” Grumpy continued without overtly noting my reaction. “We will not discuss the grunge look of your youth. Still, those choices suited you better than sparkly and perky.” He fiddled with the knot of his tie rather than look me in the eye. A three-carat diamond tie pin sparkled in the light from an overhead chandelier.

      “You didn’t send four messages before the start of office hours to reprimand me for my wardrobe,” I reminded him.

      “You are correct.” He slowed in his pacing, pausing to inspect random items along his path.

      I sat in the visitor chair, prepared to wait him out, another cat trait—complete stillness before the lunge at passing, unsuspecting prey. The envelope rustled, reminding me of its presence. I slung it onto the desktop just to get it out of the way. “You called, I came.”

      Grandfather flexed and relaxed his fingers, extending and retracting his claws. Finally he whirled to face me, hands flat on the desk, back arched.

      “How long have you worked here, Amber?”

      “You know to the minute. But in case you are sinking into a human dementia, or a newly bitten thrall, I’ll remind you. Three years, three months, and three days. I came to work for you the day after I passed the bar. And I passed it first time without lengthy tutoring and internship.”

      “You have not yet been offered a partnership.”

      “You told me I had to earn it.”

      “So, you sit junior chair to one of the Morelands.” Did he lift his lip in derision showing a hint of pointed teeth?

      “I’ve learned a lot from Eunice.”

      “Eunice is good. But she is too cautious. And nervous. She grows too conservative with age.”

      I raised an eyebrow at him. So he was the reason my boss still occupied offices on the tenth floor instead of the penthouse.

      I could think of another Moreland employee and an intern I’d like to get rid of.

      “This latest case, how does it progress?” he asked.

      “You know because you keep tabs on everything that happens in the office. But in case you are sinking into dementia, jury selection was yesterday. I have not checked with Eunice yet today to find out how it went.”

      “You weren’t there?”

      “You didn’t know I took a day of sick leave?” Medford in Security knew, but my own grandfather did not?

      “Sick leave? We are never ill. Did you use your EpiPen?”

      “Well, I was ill. Not bad enough to need the pen, which you know I no longer carry. Some kind of virus I presume. A fever. I slept all day. Today I am fully recovered.”

      “What brought this on?” He perched in the visitor chair next to me and took my hand. “Did you hunt the night before or go to your dungeon? It was the full moon.”

      “Yes, I hunted.”

      “Did something happen?”

      I bit my lower lip rather than answer.

      A silent understanding passed between us. Memory lapses: the price of power, grace, heightened senses, and near immortality. Our curse and our blessing. I had few memories of the nights I changed. Those few were horrible.

      Was I totally ready to give up the awesomeness of being able to shift in place of atonement for living when Zack had died?

      Grumpy lingered only a moment before leaping to his feet and prowling again. His original, darker, Mediterranean coloring had faded over the decades so that golden brown and silver highlighted his black hair and olive skin. I presumed this… fading… was natural to bitten Wers. Few lived long enough to undergo that kind of change. I inherited my tawny shades from my mother and her mother, born Wers both.

      Watching him made me dizzy. So I stared out the big corner windows at the picturesque skyline of Portland. The city’s many bridges over the Willamette River lulled my restless spirit. I lost myself in watching autumnal sunshine striking the rippling water at an oblique angle, creating new patterns of blinding sparkles. I’d never noticed how lovely the river was this time of year. After only a moment I had to close my eyes against the sun dazzle.

      In that moment of quiet I smelled/felt a thick cloud cover creeping in from the west. If you don’t like Portland’s weather, wait a minute.

      “Something must have happened if you were ill.”

      “I remember being chased. A sharp pain. Alien hands… There’s a welt on my hip,” I whispered.

      “You need to talk to Dr. Morgan.”

      “My psychiatrist from summer camp?”

      “He’ll know what to do, what to look for. Call him when you get back to your office. Let him decide if you need to see the local veterinarian. Maybe force a change. I’ll get you an EpiPen to help if you need it.”

      I’d planned to make that call tonight after I got home if the welt was still there.

      “In the meantime, would you like to earn your partnership?” Grumpy asked.

      I jumped as his words startled me out of my reverie. My fingers flexed trying to extrude claws as my jaw dropped baring my teeth. A sharp hiss replaced my words.

      “Amber? What is wrong?”

      “Nothing.” I forced myself to breathe deeply, find calm, to remember moonlit nights dancing naked around a bonfire with my pagan friends. Freedom from my cat, peace, joy, companionship. I sank into the lifestyle I wanted to call normal.

      “You startled me,” I replied with renewed serenity.

      “This is not like you, Amber.”

      “What is like me? I’ve never known who or what I should be.” Not since I forced myself into exile anyway.

      “Nonsense. I raised you to function as human when you need to and thrive as a cat when you need to. Right now, I need you to concentrate as only a well-educated lawyer can concentrate. If you hunted more often and ate real meat you’d return to normal more easily.”

      “We’ve been over this before.”

      “I know. I still need to know if you are willing to earn your partnership with one case.”

      “Which case?”

      “Jonathan Bergman.”

      My hackles raised the full length of my spine and my claws pushed closer to the skin. “Eunice is on the case. We’ve built a good defense. He’s not one of us, so why should I take first chair?”

      “He has perfected a means of successful gene therapy,” Grumpy said softly.

      “The holy grail of modern medicine,” I replied sarcastically. “We don’t get sick. Why should we care?”

      “Because he’s willing to give it to the WerCourt as a means of curing rogues and the newly bitten who do not thrive or willingly obey our rules.”

      How did Bergman know Wer existed? How did he know who to offer it to?

      Then I froze in wonder. Gene therapy to cure a Wer of their curse. Was it possible? If I successfully defended the monster, could I remove the monster from within me?
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      “You said Bergman will reveal the process to the WerCourt,” I whispered. “Only the Court?”

      My gaze fixed on the envelope I’d carried in. The paw print on the back flap seemed to pulse and glow.

      Grumpy’s eyes followed mine. He picked it up, turned it over, and scanned the address.

      “What dealing do you have with the WerCourt?”

      “None with that Court. I maintain my registry, giving my office as my permanent address, and pay my duty by automatic withdrawal once a year. Same as you. You aren’t on the Court anymore so you have as few dealings with them as possible.” I held out my hand for the envelope. Ignoring it would not make it go away any more than for mortals to ignore the evidence that Wer lived among them so they could pretend we didn’t exist.

      “The Court didn’t want me anymore. I’m head of our clan and thus can’t be neutral. I’m also too rich and powerful in the human world. They’re afraid of me. So, I let Eugene take my place.”

      Ah, so that was why I saw more of Medford now and so many new faces among the patrols. Eugene owned Big Cat Security; a prosperous business owner with ties throughout the Wer community.

      Grumpy slapped the flat envelope onto my palm. I eased open the flap, avoiding touching the paw print—I didn’t distrust the WerWolves, but I wouldn’t put it past them to poison the ink on their stamp. Nothing tingled against my fingertips, or tickled my nose, so I withdrew the four sheets of paper with my fingernails.

      “What is it?” Grumpy asked.

      “A summons.” I skimmed the paragraphs, making quick work of the convoluted legalese. A WerFox probably handled the wording, finding pure joy in confusing the trail. I couldn’t have drawn up a more convoluted document myself.

      “A summons before the WerCourt? Whatever for?”

      “They say I’m needed as a neutral arbitrator in a domestic dispute.”

      “An honor. If that is all it is. Just how neutral are you?”

      “I hunt on the mountain near my cabin—when I hunt—nowhere near Forest Park, Kelley Point, or Sauvie’s Island, the usual preserves of our kind. I rarely encounter another Wer except for command attendance at community events, like the Bradbury on Friday night.” I threw the paper back on the desk. “Can you deal with this? If I’m going to take on Bergman’s defense, I need to prepare and meet with Eunice.”

      “Eunice sent me a request for early retirement late yesterday afternoon, by special bicycle courier. You will find everything you need in her office. Move yourself and your staff in there this morning before Court.”

      “For something this important, why didn’t you call me at home?”

      “I did. Seven times. I tried your cell, but the voice mailbox was full, or you’d turned it off. You didn’t answer.”

      I’d slept through almost a dozen calls? What kind of virus had felled me and how did I get it?

      “Did Eunice voluntarily retire or find it convenient to leave the firm?” I diverted attention away from me.

      Hmm, I wondered if she’d used the same messenger as delivered the summons. We used the same service, but I rarely saw the messengers except in passing. Mostly I handed documents to Jeanette and let her deal with them. I’d have to make a point to check out the service more closely. And the messenger.

      Grumpy smiled and nodded. “Both.”

      I was willing to bet Eunice’s retirement had cost him a bundle. She looked at every client’s bank account before taking them on, planning ahead how to pad the billable hours. Bergman was her favorite kind of client. It didn’t matter if he was guilty or not.

      “I’ll make a few calls about this summons. Feel free to petition the criminal court for a delay due to a change of representation.” He dismissed me by pulling his cell phone from an inside coat pocket. He punched in three numbers, then looked at me as if asking what delayed my departure.

      A flurry of activity ensued. It’s not easy to affect a complete transfer of authority on a case in under two hours.

      Especially when Eunice had not yet vacated her office. She stood between her desk and the credenza throwing books, knick-knacks and such into a cardboard box.

      “So you finally got your way and ousted me,” she said, barely looking over her shoulder when I entered her private space.

      “I didn’t ask for this,” I replied quietly. This was unexpected and I needed time to sniff her mood. Instead of sharp, acrid anxiety or anger, I smelled sweet relief. Not what I expected at all.

      “You didn’t have to. The old man has been maneuvering you into this position since you were a teenager. Maybe before that. You are heiress to the empire and that garbage about you earning your partnership was just a blind.” She lifted her lip in a sneer. If she’d been Wer I’d expect a lunging attack. But she was mortal, mundane. Normal.

      “Do you have any last-minute advice about the Bergman case?” I asked rather than delve into an argument about rights and inheritance and entitlement.

      “Yeah, dump him before he turns on you.” She closed the flaps on the box and lifted it from the floor to the desk.

      “Jonathan Bergman is one of the nicest and most charming men I’ve ever met.” I gave the party line handed me by Grumpy and others. One of the reasons I didn’t believe him guilty. Maybe I should. One smile and I knew how gentle and caring he was, how much he loved his wife even two years after her brutal murder. Just what he wanted me to believe.

      “That charm is all an act.” She marched over to the coat rack beside the door and grabbed her light black sweater-coat and a cocky felt hat with a sparkly red brooch pinned to the crown.

      A chill of warning ran up and down my spine, sending the fine hairs into full attention.

      “He’ll lull you, make you believe in him, trust him. And then in one swift strike he’ll turn into an ambush predator and knock you flat.”

      Classic hunting tactic for big cats.

      But Bergman wasn’t Wer. He was human.

      A human who knew about the WerCourt.

      “Did… did he threaten you?”

      “Yes.”

      She swung around and grabbed the box on her way out.

      “What happened?”

      “I found something he thought he’d buried. Next thing I knew I was on my butt on the floor with a bruise the size and shape of his fist in my gut. I reported him to Stefan. Only your grandfather refused to believe me, ordered me to continue the case as if nothing happened. Since I’ll never make full partner—no one in the firm will—I chose to take early retirement.” She pointedly separated her office keys off her key ring and slapped them on the desk.

      I backed away, giving her free passage to the outside world.

      “So, watch yourself, watch him, and cover your ass with backups to back up files. Quadruple redundancy so he can’t manipulate the evidence.”

      “What did you find?”

      “Evidence that Bergman knew about the tainted ingredients at his manufacturing plant in Mexico. But I only had one copy and he’s got it now. The evidence might as well not exist.”

      The door swung open as she approached it. Eugene stood there, tense and ready to pounce beneath his polite formality. He wore his Big Cat Security uniform, like the men upstairs and Medford at the desk. I had no doubt he was on an official errand for my grandfather. Just like the old days.

      “For you, Ms. Moreland.” He held out a standard business envelope. “One, one-way ticket to Buenos Aires. Compliments of Mr. Treganis.”

      She grabbed the flimsy envelope, stuffed it into a pocket of her suit and stomped out. “I hope that’s far enough away to avoid ever dealing with Mr. Bergman again.” She stomped out.

      I looked to Eugene in puzzlement.

      He shrugged, smiled at me with the affection of the old days, then turned briskly and departed.
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        * * *

      

      Michael Greyhorse, my law clerk, came in with the first of many boxes—mostly my personal law books.

      “You look… in need of something,” he said flatly. He’d worked hard to eliminate all trace of his tribal accent, so he sounded white. But there was an innate hesitancy left over from his childhood on the reservation. His family traditions had their own perspective and logic quite different from my own. I often wondered how he excelled with white man’s law and logic.

      “I’m fine,” I insisted. Thoughts of calling Dr. Morgan in Wyoming vanished. I emphasized my point by placing the transcript of yesterday’s jury selection in front of me. Fat folders of case notes lay beside it.

      “Sure you don’t need an appointment… tonight? I’ve got your EpiPen if you need it. Since you won’t carry one.” Michael said. When I desperately needed to change on the night of the full moon, but didn’t trust myself to hunt, he monitored my change under very controlled circumstances, locked up in a cell hidden among the Shanghai Tunnels beneath Portland. The cells were designed by Wer to contain Wer. Michael’s family traditions accepted skin walkers as a part of nature, without question. His clan was also affiliated with the mountain lion of the high desert plateau.

      “What I need is time to catch up on the case.”

      He nodded and set about moving me and mine from a tiny suite on the eighth floor to this magnificent one on the tenth.

      Jeanette, my administrative assistant and paralegal stood in the center of the outer office directing people in and out and around. I trusted her to do what needed doing while I did what I did best, seek out inconsistencies in transcripts.

      Eunice had agreed on seven candidates and dismissed the rest of the panel. Today’s proceedings would try to sit the final five, plus alternates. I wasn’t certain I approved of all of those already selected. Eunice’s strategy was different from the one I intended to take.

      A loud argument erupted in the outer office and spilled over into the side rooms. Eunice’s staff claimed seniority and the right to stay while rejecting Jeanette’s authority. Michael went about his quiet way arranging furniture and distributing keys to the executive washroom.

      “Jeanette!” I called through the partially opened door at nine twenty-five. I’d never had an office big enough to need an intercom so it was easier to yell than figure out how to use the one on the phone system.

      My assistant did not appear. But I heard her continuing the arguments with Gabrielle, Eunice’s former administrative assistant, and Madison, Eunice’s former paralegal—two different people to fill one job. Eunice’s law clerk, Virgil, was either MIA or wisely staying out of the conflict.

      “Jeanette, I’m leaving now for the courthouse to meet with my client. You and Michael are coming with me. I expect the offices to be sorted out and quiet by the time I return.” Then I handed Gabrielle a stack of papers. “Courier these directly to Judge Marscone. They need to be in his office ten minutes ago.”

      “I don’t take orders from you,” she grumbled.

      “Yes you do, or you go back to the general office pool.” I stalked out, Jeanette in tow with our coats, purses, and tablets in satchels along with paper files.

      “I’ll walk over separately,” Michael called as he darted out a back door toward the stairs. “I really need some fresh air.” He glared with disdain at Gabrielle.

      A WerWolf stood squarely before the closed doors of the elevator, arms crossed, feet braced, and a snarl on his face. His elongated canine teeth pressed against his lower lip. He wore wolf formal, jeans and a plaid wool shirt over a gray T shirt—he’d buttoned the wool shirt so it was formal.

      The smell of dried blood, coursing adrenaline, and raw musk told me all I needed to know. A youngling, bitten within the last full moon cycle. Born Wer only smelled that rancid within moments of a kill. We learned early how to clean up and control our human form. His anger and his hunger overrode everything else about him. He was so new he probably hadn’t been issued a prescription for an EpiPen yet. A perfect candidate for Bergman’s cure, if it worked.

      A quick glance to assess the situation told me that a human in a crisp tailor-made suit stood off to the side wearing sunglasses inside the building. Fed! I peered more closely at him where he stood straight, braced against the wrought iron railing. A much more interesting person than the youngling.

      How in the hell did he get past Medford, let alone Abigail? Back stairs requiring a key and not marked as anything important at street level in an alley. A clean alley, granted, but still hard to find unless you know what to look for. And have a key.

      Not someone I knew. Proper protocol for the few FBI agents with the authority to liaison with us required them to introduce themselves to the WerCourt and the entire community in a time-honored ritual. Association with younglings was forbidden until the newly bitten had learned the rules, proved they could obey them, and accepted a black light tattoo—nowadays a microchip—and learned control.

      Abigail should have made him wait for an escort to this office level. If they’d passed her.

      Or had they just ignored her? In which case she would have been on the phone to Security within seconds.

      As my gaze rested on the unknown official, the youngling’s eyes followed my gaze with uncertainty. Ah ha. The Fed was in charge. Definitely outside protocol for the youngling to associate with anyone but his sire or alpha bitch.

      Neither one of them belonged here. I didn’t have time to call Medford to the scene, though a brief shout over the railing to the lobby would bring him running. Could he get here before the puppy and the Fed lost control and killed or mauled me?

      Not likely. I was on my own here.

      I took two steps toward the human, ignoring the youngling. My nose wiggled a bit sorting normal human scents. His egg, sausage, and cheese biscuit from a fast-food joint and bad coffee lingered on his breath along with a hint of gasoline from his early morning fill up. Gunpowder and gun oil dominated all the other smells. From the clean line of his bespoke suit, I guessed the gun resided in a holster beneath his left arm.

      Then I caught the sharp and lightly toxic acid of silver alloy.

      He was definitely not one of our regular FBI guys if he depended upon that old myth to save his ass.

      I paused two steps from him, too close for a Wer, barely within the realm of politeness for a mortal.

      “Who the hell are you? And why is your unruly puppy in my way?”

      The Fed lifted his chin and stared down his nose at me. Six two with a bad buzz cut. “What’s your security clearance?” he demanded.

      “Need-to-know. You don’t need to know, but I need to see your I.D.”

      He crossed his arms over his chest and tried to out-stare me.

      He had a long wait coming. But I didn’t have time to play mind games with an interloper. He had no right to be here.

      I snaked out my hand, fingers extended and raked his cheek with my long fingernails. Blood welled up along four parallel lines. So much for my French manicure.

      The youngling’s nose quivered. He licked his lips hungrily. Too young to have any control when he scented blood. Only twenty-four hours past the third night of the full moon, he’d still feel the pull and need to change and EAT.

      I grabbed Jeanette by the elbow and dashed for the unmarked stairwell. The sharp retort of a gun reverberated up and down the open courtyard, bouncing off marble walls. I wanted to cover my ears as we raced down the stairs that circled beneath the walkway. The Fed screamed less than a heartbeat later.

      I could have told him that silver wouldn’t slow down a hungry WerWolf any more than lead or copper jacketing. Unless the Wolf was allergic to silver. Not all of us suffered from that.

      I sighed and called my grandfather from my cell phone. “Grumpy, there’s a mess on the tenth floor that requires immediate and specialized cleanup.” I continued my rapid descent, confident that he’d know how to take care of it.
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      “I have worked for Triple MT for long enough to know that weird things happen in that building. Care to tell me what just happened?” Jeanette asked firmly as she shoved me into a taxi.

      “Family politics.” Part of me needed to be back on the tenth floor cleaning up the messy business we’d left behind. I had responsibilities to the Wer community to keep the mundane population ignorant of our existence.

      “Been there, done that. I even slept with Stefan when I was young and stupid. I worked as his AA when he needed to make of show of actually working. Then you came on board and he assigned me to you, because he trusts me to take care of you. Amber, I need you to tell me.”

      “Wait… you slept with my grandfather! How did I not know that?”

      “He sleeps with a lot of different women. You had no need to know. We both recognized it as not the right relationship and broke it off mutually. Remained friends. Now what happened?”

      A flash of black, yellow, and silver caught my eye. My attention swiveled to the bicycle messenger passing our taxi. He flew by so fast I couldn’t tell if he was the same man I’d admired earlier. I recognized the wings painted on his helmet, black with white tips silhouetted against the golden paint. Same firm if not the same man. Just as delicious to watch.

      Did Jeanette find my grandfather just as delicious? I couldn’t see it myself. But then my perceptions where blinded by his paternal role in my life.

      The messenger would deliver my papers to Judge Marscone before I paid off the taxi.

      I relaxed a little.

      “Yeah, right,” Jeanette continued her affronted manner. Late forties and single, I was surprised she hadn’t paused to admire the muscles of the slim man on the bicycle like I had. I knew almost nothing about her personal life. Until now. That’s the way I liked my relationships, strictly segregated between office and home.

      Obviously Grumpy had other boundaries.

      Why suddenly did I feel I lacked something?

      “What’s that ‘yeah right’ supposed to mean?” I asked, still keeping track of the flying messenger as he zipped through traffic while cars backed up at every intersection.

      “When strange things happen at Triple MT, people don’t talk about it. It’s as if they are afraid of what they’ll really find underneath the layers and layers of dust and secrets.”

      “Strange things like what?” I asked, falling into the familiar pattern of not seeing the obvious.

      Jeanette snorted in derision. “Strange things like that young man with the heavy beard and an odd cast to his eye. If we lived in a Sci Fi movie, I’d say he was a werewolf. And his keeper was definitely a Fed. Stefan has a lot of meetings with Federal officials.”

      I looked over at my assistant with new respect. She was more observant than I gave her credit for. I’d underestimated her because of her extreme discretion. A valuable person to have as an ally.

      “Someday I’ll tell you about it. When my grandfather gives me permission.”

      “If you truly believe that, I have some ocean front property in Arizona I’ll sell you. How about we go out and get drunk when you win this case. Maybe then you’ll tell me.”





OEBPS/images/cup-icon-on-invisible-layer.jpg
¢





OEBPS/images/a87-24.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.
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