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            RECONCILABLE CLAIM

          

          WOLF RANCH, BOOK ONE

        

      

    

    
      Sawyer Kelmount's destiny is at the head of the pack, but becoming Alpha was supposed to happen much later in his life. Grieving the loss of his father forces him to slowly accept his new responsibilities, but as he steps up to lead the others on Wolf Ranch, he's haunted by his loneliness and the mistakes of his past. Surely this would all be easier to accept if his mate were still here. 

      

      Erika Morrison is happy with her life in L.A., but when she learns that Sawyer's father has passed away, she dutifully makes the trip home to Wolf Ranch to attend the funeral. Expecting Sawyer to be as distant and aloof as always, Erika is surprised that the new pack Alpha wants her help with the ranch's finances. And being near him again sparks the embers of an old flame that never really burned out.

      

      As Erika sorts through the books for Sawyer to figure out what's really going on, one phone call forces her to make a difficult decision:  return to L.A. or stay on Wolf Ranch and work things out with Sawyer once and for all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      “Shit. Shit!” Erika Morrison grabbed her foot with her left hand, still holding her cell phone with her right, and bounced a couple of times. Her blue eyes watered at the instant pain.

      “You okay?” Josh Granger’s voice flowed through the line like honey.

      “Stubbed my toe. Dammit,” Erika muttered more to herself than Josh. “Can this day get any worse? I’m going to miss my flight.”

      “Nah. You’ll make it—barely. Did you forget to set your alarm after last night’s wild shenanigans? I mean, you did have two whole glasses of champagne,” he teased her. “I figured a Montana person like you would be used to getting up at the asscrack of dawn to feed the cows.”

      Erika snorted out a laugh. “Just like you Southern boys should be used to getting up to slop the hogs. No, I set the alarm. I just set it for eight pm instead of eight am. I’m lucky I woke up at nine. You know I’m not a morning person.”

      She listened with half an ear while her friend and coworker chattered about the season-wrap party the night before, and all the wild speculation that was circulating online about season six. Since she’d woken up late, she’d had to forgo her shower. Instead, she shrugged out of her navy-blue silk pajamas and tugged on a pair of cotton panties and a sports bra. Next came a comfortable pair of black leggings and an oversize red t-shirt. Comfortable was the name of the game since she’d be flying from LA to Montana. She gathered her long, blonde hair into a tail, securing it with a black hair tie, and considered herself plane ready.

      Erika spritzed on J’adore, her signature scent, and debated about makeup for all of six seconds. Nope, not this morning. Not when she was already running behind. It wasn’t like she was going home to try and impress anyone.

      She had time for one quick cup of coffee. Very quick, so she hit the button on her Keurig and inhaled deeply as the life-affirming scent filled the kitchen. Erika downed it black, hoping the extra kick would put some bounce in her step. She hated being late. Her whole day would feel off now, and she knew her OCD tendencies were trying to kick in.

      After double checking to make sure she had both her suitcase and her carryon, Erika dragged everything to her car, threw her bags into the backseat, and revved the engine. Praying she wouldn’t miss her flight, she backed out of her driveway and headed out of her quiet neighborhood to fight the insanity of LA traffic.

      “I’m going to miss you. What are you going to do in Montana while you’re there?” Josh asked her, his Georgia accent more evident with the whine he put into his voice. “Two-step with the cows?”

      “What is your obsession with cows? And, no, they dance better without human partners. I’m going to visit with my family, Josh. I haven’t seen them properly, for an extended visit, in years. With the break between seasons, this is the perfect opportunity to do that.”

      “You’re going back for a funeral.”

      “Yeah.” Erika felt the pang of grief again. Alpha James had always been like a second father to her, and she had cared for him deeply. “It’s going to be a sad few days.”

      “I’m sorry for that. Truly.”

      “I know. But tell me what you’ll be doing while I’m visiting with my family. You’re not going home?”

      “LA is my home now,” Josh announced dramatically, making Erika laugh again as she navigated the busy streets. “No, I’m just going to hang around here and do a staycation. My parents are on a cruise, and my sister is still in the honeymoon phase with her wife. I’m going to play tourist.”

      “Josh, you’ve lived in LA for damn near three years.”

      “Yes, but I’ve never played tourist. I’ve got plans to go to the aquarium, do the Ferrari driving tour, a wine tasting, and one of those celebrity home tours. Oh, and I’m going to tour Hollywood Studios.”

      “Josh.” Erika let out a bawdy, barroom laugh. “You work at Hollywood Studios.”

      “And now I’ll get to view it through the eyes of a tourist instead of an overworked show writer. I may also get up the gumption to crash a few Hollywood parties and see how the other half lives.”

      “Good luck with that.”

      “And after the funeral, missy, are you going to be spending time with the delectable Sawyer?”

      “I’m sure I’ll see him around,” Erika hedged. “It’s a small town, and our ranches are adjacent to each other. He’s my brother’s best friend.”

      “Mmm-hmm. And you have absolutely no interest in his . . . How did you phrase it? Oh, yeah, ‘hypnotic, blue eyes and biteable ass.’”

      “I regret telling you about him,” Erika muttered as she slid into a long-term parking spot and turned off her car.

      “That’s what going drinking with your friends will get you,” Josh replied cheerfully. “Are you at the airport?”

      “Yeah, I just arrived. I’m going to go in and board. I’ll check in with you once I get settled.”

      “Later.”

      Erika disconnected and gathered her things. She made a mad dash to check in her bags and decided to send one last text to Josh while she was standing in line at the security checkpoint.

      I did not say biteable ass.

      The response was immediate. Yes, you did. And you even added a little wolf growl.

      She laughed and shook her head, knowing full well she had probably done that. Drinking with Josh usually ended up in confessions and crazy fun.

      After enduring the security scan, she hustled into line and waited to hand over her ticket. Erika boarded the plane, heading to first class, and settled into her seat. She’d cashed in some points and upgraded to first class and was doubly glad she had after the disaster of her morning.

      Why hadn’t she double checked the alarm? That wasn’t like her. Granted, she was usually up at six am, but she was on vacation. For the past five days, she’d had no alarm to answer to. And while she’d already had the plan in motion for an extended visit home in between seasons, she’d moved them up a week so that she could attend Alpha James’s funeral.

      Erika offered the stewardess a distracted smile and ordered coffee and a fruit and cheese plate. Since she’d missed breakfast, she was glad the flight offered what they termed fresh bite snacks. She wouldn’t have minded a full meal, but the flight was just over two hours. Besides, she thought wryly, it wouldn’t hurt for her to lose a pound or two.

      Her thoughts drifted back to Sawyer and the Kelmount pack as she nibbled on grapes and cheddar and sipped coffee. While she may have gotten sloppy drunk and spilled details about her past with Sawyer, she hadn’t revealed the secret she knew. She’s kept the fact that the Kelmounts were wolf shifters buried, keeping the promise she’d made years ago. Most people wouldn’t believe her anyway, but Erika’s word was her bond. If she made a promise, she kept it.

      Erika watched the clouds float past the plane window and hoped the rest of her trip wouldn’t be as crazy as this busy morning had been. A woman could only take so much upheaval.
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      “Don’t bring those in here,” Sawyer snapped as his sister entered the study with a vase of yellow roses.

      “This is where Mom told me to put them,” Bailey returned through gritted teeth, placing the vase on the table just inside the door.

      “I’m tired of looking at flowers. Tired of smelling them.”

      “When are you and Knox leaving for the airport?”

      Sawyer narrowed his blue eyes. “Why?”

      Bailey rolled her eyes, the same shade as his. “Because I need a break from your grumpy ass. We all do.”

      When the cheerful ringtone began playing, he bared his teeth in a semblance of a smile and pulled his cellphone from his pocket. “That’s Knox now, letting me know he’s here. You’ll be spared from dealing with my grumpy ass for a couple of hours at least.”

      “Praise Jesus.”

      Sawyer shot a finger at her as he reached for his Stetson. “That’s no way to talk to your Alpha.”

      “You may be the Alpha, Sawyer, but you’re still my idiot brother.”

      He couldn’t mask the snicker as he walked from the room. “Knox,” he said into the phone. “Give me just a minute, I’m on my way out the door.”

      “Change of plans, man.” Knox’s usually calm voice was edged with worry. “Two of the mares went into labor, and both are having complications. The vet’s on her way out here, but I don’t want to leave Dad alone. I need you to pick up Erika from the airport. Will you do that for me?”

      “Me? You want me to pick up Erika? Damn it, Knox, if this is some kind of trick⁠—”

      “Why would I try to trick you into picking up my sister alone when I’d already convinced you to come with me to pick her up? For God’s sake, Sawyer, use your brain.” The exasperation came through the line loud and clear.

      Sawyer felt like an idiot, which only made his mood more feral. “I know you, Knox,” he muttered darkly.

      “Then you should know I’d never lie about my horses,” Knox returned with a little heat. “Will you do it or not? Do I need to text her and tell her to crash at one of the hotels near the airport until I can break away from here?”

      “No.” Sawyer scrubbed a hand through his hair. “No, I’ve got it. I’m sorry, Knox. I’m just out of sorts and can’t find my center.”

      “I know, man. I’m sorry.” The tone was gentle and the words sincere. Sawyer felt tears sting his eyes, and he cleared his throat before replying.

      “Thanks. Shoot me a text with all the information. I’m getting in the truck now to head to Billings.”

      Sawyer disconnected and climbed into his pewter-colored Silverado. He briefly thought about going back into the house and ordering Bailey to fetch Erika, but that was a coward’s way out. He’d told Knox he’d do it, so he’d by God do it. With one last foul-tempered oath and another shake of his head, he put the truck into gear and tried to prepare himself for seeing his mate for the first time in years.

      Erika Morrison, he mused, navigating the short distance between the ranch house and main road. The woman he’d fallen in love with at eighteen. The woman who’d left him without a backward glance. The woman his wolf had never formally claimed.

      It was for the best, he told himself once again. If he’d claimed her, he may not have survived her leaving. As it was, his heartache had hit hard and lasted for years. It had changed him, transformed him from a boy with stars in his eyes to a man who second-guessed everyone.

      As the miles slipped by during the drive from the ranch to Jordan to Billings, Sawyer could see the storm clouds gathering and hear the grumble of thunder. He smiled wryly. The weather was going to match his mood. Dark and dreary with a chance of waterworks.

      His emotions were already riding close to the surface. Since that awful day last week when he’d found his father, he’d been on edge. Worried and watchful. And so terribly sad. He felt as though he was drowning in grief and rage, and while he longed to give in to those feelings, he knew he couldn’t.

      Sawyer Kelmount was now the Alpha of the Kelmount pack and had a responsibility to them. Not only that, but he had a responsibility to his mother and siblings. He had to be there for them, be their rock. Especially right now, and especially for his mother.

      Even with all of that going on inside of him, the thought of being near Erika again threatened to bring him to his knees. He’d gone twenty-two years managing to avoid her. Now fate was laughing as she threw them together again.

      Sawyer wondered if he’d ever be completely over her. Probably not, he mused, turning off the main highway onto the smaller road that led to the airport. A wolf only mated once, for life, and that was that. While he could–and did–have other women on occasion, it was only a fleeting passion. Nothing ever lasted more than a date or three, and he was fine with that. He couldn’t give his heart to another when it was no longer his to give. And the women he casually dated weren’t looking for forever in his eyes. He shrugged as he parked the truck. Such was life, and sometimes it sucked.

      He made his way into the terminal and went to stand by baggage claim. What would Erika look like now? Sawyer’s mind went back twenty-two years, to a curvy beauty with long hair the color of spun honey, eyes as blue as the sky, and skin like top cream. There had been a lot of hotness packed into her five-foot-four frame, and he wondered if the punch she’d packed had dimmed any over the years.

      His wolf strained, urging Sawyer to pace the length of the floor and back again while he waited. Sawyer knew his emotions were all over the place, and it probably wasn’t a good idea to face Erika alone, but what choice did he have? He couldn’t let Knox down, not after everything they’d been through together. And he knew Erika would make things as easy as possible for him. She was just that kind of person. But the grief of losing his father; the anger, suspicion, and overwhelming sadness all piled on each other to create feelings he’d rather have never felt. Put all of that with the nervous anticipation of seeing Erika again, and it created a whirlwind of conflicting feelings that left him and his wolf on edge.

      Suddenly, people were pouring in from the gate and grabbing their bags. Sawyer stepped to the side to wait and watch, but he didn’t have long to do either. There she was. Erica Morrison. Still as gorgeous as ever. His wolf let out a primal howl that caused Sawyer himself to growl low in his throat. The world seemed to tilt on its axis and come to a standstill as she strode into the terminal with her blonde hair streaming down her back in a long tail.

      He watched as she checked her phone, scooped up her suitcase and carry on, and looked around. Sawyer stepped forward, almost against his will since his wolf was pulling at him and spoke her name. “Erika.”
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      With that one word, she froze. She’d know that voice anywhere. Sawyer Kelmount.

      Why was he here, and where was Knox?

      She hesitated a moment too long because he said her name again. She turned to face him, knowing full well she didn’t have enough time to school her features and the shock would be evident on her face.

      “Sawyer,” she greeted him, a little breathlessly. “Why are you here?”

      A corner of his mouth lifted in a sardonic half smile she remembered from so long ago. “It’s nice to see you, too, Erika.”

      She flushed a little, shifting from foot to foot. “I’m sorry, Sawyer. I don’t mean to be rude. I was just expecting Knox.”

      He reached down and hefted the suitcases she’d let go of. “It’s fine. Knox had an emergency with a couple of the mares going into labor and asked if I’d pick you up. I’ll take you to the house, and he’ll be over when he can.”

      “Oh. Okay.” She fell into step beside him as they maneuvered around the mingling crowds and out into the blinding Montana sunlight. She squinted after the dimness of the terminal and followed him across the parking lot to a big, pewter-colored truck. She couldn’t stop the smile.

      “This is a long way from your first truck,” she commented.

      Sawyer laughed as he loaded her suitcases into the back. “Yeah. But that 1982 Chevy Luv was everything to my sixteen-year-old heart.”

      He opened my door for her, but before she could step up into the truck, she heard him mutter an oath before he grabbed her into a crushing hug.

      “Goddamn, Erika, it’s good to see you,” he said, his arms banding around her back and his fingers caressing her ribs.

      “Sawyer,” she murmured, hugging him back, basking in his scent. A scent uniquely his: man and earth and sandalwood. It felt good being held by him, and she stood for a minute reveling in it. She’d missed him so damn much.

      “Sawyer,” she said again, tears springing to her eyes. “I’m so sorry about Alpha James. I’m so sorry you’ve lost him.”

      His grip tightened, and she knew he was fighting back his own tears. They swayed together until they both regained their composure, then he stepped back and motioned for her to climb into the truck.

      He slid behind the steering wheel and, after snapping his seat belt, drove toward Kelmount Ranch. The sun, so bright only minutes before, was beginning to set in a swirl of orange and pink. Her throat ached from looking at it. She always forgot the majesty of a Montana sunset.

      She started when Sawyer spoke. “Knox says you’re planning on staying a while this time.”

      Erika nodded. “The season ended last week, and I’ve got a nice long break. I thought it was time to come home for a while.”

      “Your family will be glad you’re here. So will Bailey and Mom.”

      She smiled. “How is Mama Wolf? Does she still make the best banana nut bread in the world?”

      “Absolutely. She’s okay. Holding up well for the most part. I guess we all are.”

      “That’s all you can do in a situation like this.” She wanted to reach over and touch him, to offer him whatever comfort she could, but she could sense he wouldn’t welcome it. She used words instead. “Alpha James was the cornerstone of your lives. It’ll take some time to adjust to him being gone and to cement your place as Alpha. I’ll help where I can with that.”

      Sawyer cleared his throat. “I’m glad you’re willing to help. I was actually going to ask if you wanted a job while you were here.”

      Erika glanced over at him in surprise. “A job? What kind of job?”

      Sawyer’s hands tightened on the wheel. “A financial advisor kind of position. Bookkeeping, maybe. Something. I’m not exactly sure what to call it. Forensic accounting?”

      She shook her head. “Sawyer, you’re not making any sense.”

      He sighed. “Sorry. It’s been a rough, wild few days. Let me gather my thoughts and start at the beginning.”

      Erika studied him as she waited for him to speak again. His black hair, still wonderfully thick, was shot through with flecks of silver, and his tanned skin showed laugh lines and signs of stress. His eyes, his glorious, blue eyes the color of rare blue spinel, were the same and still caused her heart to flutter. He carried his weight well on a lean six-foot-two frame, and she knew he was ropey with muscle. Man and wolf twined together, and she wondered if he ever let his wolf roam the countryside like he used to.

      Before she could ask, Sawyer spoke again, his voice gruff. His words shocked her to her core.

      “My father was murdered.”
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      He saw her mouth drop open and held up a hand to stall any questions. Then he scrubbed the hand over his face. “I’m sorry. That’s not quite the beginning, and I know it’s a powerful statement.”

      “Uh, yeah. What’s going on, Sawyer?”

      He huffed out a breath and rolled his shoulders, trying to release some tension. “Okay. Here it is, from the beginning this time. You know that property to the north of the ranch? The one that’s changed hands a dozen or more times?”

      Erika nodded.

      “A flock of vultures bought the property a couple of years ago, and they’ve been making noises about wanting to buy some of our acreage since they moved in. Dad always told them no, none of our five hundred acres were for sale.”

      “Did they not research the history of the area before moving in?” Erika asked. “Not one square inch of Kelmount property has been sold since your pack acquired the land over a hundred years ago. Jordan, Montana is where people come to settle long term. Well,” she amended, “aside from that few acres the vultures now own. But that’s not good land, really, compared to what’s around it.”

      “Right. But Alpha Lothian, their leader, won’t back down. I’ve set up a couple of enforcers to watch the boundary, just to be on the safe side.” Sawyer rubbed the back of his neck as he drove. “So far, nothing looks suspicious.”

      “But it pays to be safe. It’s a sensible thing to do, Sawyer.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, I know. Anyway, last week . . . Last week, Dad got it into his head that he wanted to check the far fence line on the east side of the property. It was a pretty morning, and he wanted to run. I asked if he wanted me to come with him, but he said no. That he had some thinking to do, and he’d do it better alone and in wolf form. So, I watched him shift and leave. That was the last time I saw him alive.”

      He drew in a ragged breath, and Erika simply reached over to lay a hand over his on the wheel. His fingers flexed under hers, but then he turned his palm and linked them, letting their joined hands fall to the seat between them.

      “When it began to get late,” Sawyer continued, “and Dad still wasn’t back, we got worried. It wasn’t like him to stay gone for so long, and he wouldn’t answer the mind link. He always answered the mind link when Mom called. So, we started looking for him. I went east, sent Bailey south, Carson and Logan north and west. Mom wanted to go, but I asked her to stay in case he came back. Others joined in, and Doug–Douglas Smart, our ranch manager–came with me.

      “It was almost dark when I found him. Dad was on the ground, back in his human form, and I thought he’d had a heart attack or a stroke or something like that, and just couldn’t get up. But when I got closer, I could smell the blood, already drying, and saw his face, his side.”

      Sawyer went quiet again, and Erika offered what silent comfort she could as she waited for him to gather himself. After a few moments, he spoke again.

      “It looked like a lynx attacked him. Claw marks on the face and neck, claw marks and bites on the side.”

      “But wolves have healing abilities,” Erika interrupted. “Plus, wouldn’t a wolf win in a fight with a lynx?”

      Sawyer shrugged. “Depends on the age and health and skill of both the lynx and wolf. And if the wolf is a regular wolf or a shifter. But Dad was older, and we have our vulnerabilities. You know that. And that’s what tipped me off at the beginning.

      “Someone familiar with wolf shifters would know just how and where to wound us so that our healing would take longer, giving them more of a chance to end us. Keep a shifter weak, and you have a better chance of winning the fight or killing him.”

      “What did the coroner say?”

      “He ruled it death by animal attack. And I couldn’t prove otherwise. Hell, I couldn’t voice my opinion without people asking why, and the secrecy of the pack is paramount. We keep the number of people who know about us small for a reason.”

      “Yeah. But who would do such a thing, Sawyer? Who would want to kill someone like Alpha James? Everyone loves him.”

      “Not everyone,” Sawyer grimly returned. “I know that now.”

      “Okay. And why do you need a forensic accountant, or whatever it is you’re wanting me to do?”

      Sawyer turned onto the road that led away from Jordan and to the ranch just as the rain began to fall. The earlier threat of storms had delivered. Thunder boomed, and an eerie blue light filled the cab as lightning bolted from the sky. He bumped up the heater so that warmth began to swirl around them.

      “There’s something hinky with the books. You know I’m competent with balancing my checkbook, and that’s about it. I don’t have the head for actual accounting. Neither did Dad, not to the capacity we needed for the ranch. That’s why Doug came in so handy. Anyway, I’ve been looking them over–gotta familiarize myself with everything to be a good Alpha. But those books . . . something just isn’t right, Erika. I know you helped Dad before you left. You’ve always had a head for numbers. If you’re willing, I’d like you to study them, balance them, and do whatever needs to be done while you’re here. I’ll pay you, of course.”

      Erika waved that away. “We can discuss payment later. Sawyer, you know I’ll help where I can. I just don’t understand all of this.”

      “Me, either,” he admitted. His thumb caressed her wrist, and the softness of her skin made his wolf tug against the restraints he’d built.

      Not now, he thought.

      Mine, his wolf countered. Mate.

      She doesn't know she’s our mate. She’s not for us.

      Mate, his wolf insisted again, straining to break free.

      Sawyer hissed out a breath and tugged his hand free, breaking the connection between himself and Erika, hoping to settle his wolf down. It wasn’t the time or place to deal with those kinds of feelings.

      Erika stiffened beside him but refused to say anything else. The rest of the drive was made in silence, the only noise being the pattering of rain on the windshield and the occasional roll of thunder.
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      The house looked the same, Erika thought as it came into view. A sprawling building of wood and stone, with ivy crawling up the right side. Built nearly a hundred years ago, some of the original structure still remained, and the Kelmounts had added to it here and there, making it suit their needs.

      A porch wrapped around the entire length of the house, front and back, and was filled with chairs and swings so a person could be at ease. Lights shone through the windows, a warm beckoning to enter. It was just as warm and inviting as she remembered, and nothing seemed to have changed.

      Because she knew the habit had been ingrained in him, Erika waited in the truck for Sawyer to come around and open the door for her. She gave him a tight smile of thanks and headed for the door. It opened wide, and Bailey rushed out with her arms open.

      Erika welcomed the hug, basked in it, and returned the squeeze just as tightly. She and Bailey had been inseparable once, much like Erika and Sawyer, and the easy, enthusiastic greeting soothed an ache she hadn’t even known was there.

      “Come in, come in. Mom’s been baking all afternoon, and now it’s time to start actual dinner. We’re having spaghetti and meatballs with those garlic bread twists you used to love. And a big salad because vegetables.” Bailey rolled her eyes, the same shade as Sawyer’s, and Erika giggled.

      “She’s still a stickler for eating those vegetables first, huh?”

      “You need the nutrients.” Marsha Kelmount moved into the living room and wrapped her arms around Erika in a warm welcome. She’d aged, Erika thought. Her long, oak-brown hair had turned silver, and her dark-blue eyes held a deep sorrow. The smile on her face didn’t sparkle in her gaze like before.

      Erika felt a pang of grief for what used to be, what should be, and let her head rest on Marsha’s shoulder for a moment. “Mama Wolf,” she murmured. “I’ve missed you.”

      “I’ve missed you, too, child. Come on, now, and let’s go into the kitchen. Those vegetables aren’t going to cut themselves.”

      Bailey gave Erika a pointed look as they trailed behind Marsha to the bright, airy kitchen. It had always seemed to be the heart of the home, and that hadn’t changed. Cheerful yellow walls showcased dark wood cabinets and butcher block counters. The sweet smell of bananas hung in the air, and Erika felt saliva pool in her mouth.

      “Am I smelling what I think I’m smelling?”

      Marsha laughed. “I know you always had a fondness for my banana nut bread. When Knox told us you’d be here, I thought I’d make a few loaves.”

      Erika breathed deep. “Mmmm. Thank you. What will the rest of you be having for dessert?”

      Bailey snorted. “Still greedy with it. Tell us, Erika, because Mom and I are desperate to know. What’s it like living and working in Hollywood?”

      The three women fell into an easy rhythm as they began talking, catching up with each other’s lives. Erika filled them in on her usual routine, and had them laughing about her relationship with Josh. She laughed with them, but was suddenly aware of the fact that, while she had friends and a life in LA, she still felt hollow. Like something was missing.

      She struggled to push that feeling aside. She’d worry about that later. Right now, Bailey and Mama Wolf needed the distraction she could provide to help them over the punch of grief she knew they must be feeling—Mama Wolf especially.

      There was a looming emptiness that seemed to lurk everywhere. Erika knew it was the loss of Alpha James. He’d always been such a big presence, had always brought light and laughter and an air of mischief with him. She felt the absence with a keen sharpness. And if she felt it this deeply, she knew his children and his mate, and his pack felt it deeper still.

      So, Erika pushed through it, pushed it back, and asked Bailey if she still volunteered at the Jordan Community Center. She chopped whatever Mama Wolf placed in front of her, and soon she had a deep wooden bowl filled with romaine lettuce, cucumbers, red onion, cherry tomatoes, and Kalamata olives. Bailey handed her a block of parmesan cheese and a grater, and Erika went to work, making a mound of cheese over the salad.

      “Bailey, whisk up the vinaigrette,” Marsha instructed as she took garlic twists out of the oven and slid more in. “Erika, come stir the sauce while I make sure the meatballs are ready to turn.”

      “Dad would’ve loved to see you here,” Bailey said suddenly, her voice catching. “I’m sorry. I know we’re all trying so hard to keep it together, but sometimes, it wells up in me.” She brushed at her eyes, dashing away the tears.

      “I’m sorry I didn’t make time before. I’m sorry, so sorry, that you’ve lost him.” It was the best she could do with the lump in her throat.

      “We’re all sorry.” Marsha’s voice was husky with unshed tears. “I knew when he’d left me.” She pressed a fisted hand to her heart, then to her belly. “I knew it here and here but didn’t want to acknowledge it. Not to myself, not to my boys, not to Bailey. Never did I want to acknowledge the fact that my mate was gone.

      “But I felt his fear through our bond, his fear and his despair. I felt the moment he died, I felt that bond snap. Then, I felt nothing but a terrible grief.”

      “Mom.” Bailey turned and pressed her face into Marsha’s shoulder. “You never said. You never said. You just wanted us to find him.”

      “Shhh. What could I have said that would’ve made a difference? It was done, his life was taken. All that was left was to find him and bring him home. I’m telling you now, and I’ll tell the others tonight.”

      “Mama Wolf.” Erika went over, wrapped her arms around them both. Gave them what comfort she could. “Whatever you need, whatever you want, I’m here.”

      “I know, child. And it’s appreciated by all of us. Here now, let’s dry our eyes and get the pasta going. It’ll be dinner time soon, and here’s more company now.”

      Erika’s brows rose, but she knew better than to question how any of the Kelmounts knew of someone’s arrival so early. It was their heightened senses, she knew, that gave them the ability. And sure enough, less than three minutes later, Erika’s own parents and brother walked through the door.

      Knox sniffed the air much as Erika had. “Banana nut bread!”

      “It’s mine,” Erika informed him even as she leaned into his embrace.

      “Still a brat not willing to share,” he teased, dropping a kiss on the top of her head.

      “Still a bully,” Erika replied with a grin.

      “Kids,” her mother admonished as her father chuckled. She went to both of them in turn, giving and receiving hugs.

      “At least some things never change,” Marsha said quietly. “Ring the bell, Bailey. Dinner will be ready in five minutes or so.”

      Dinner proved to be a lively event, much to Erika’s relief. All the Kelmount children were there, and the reunion seemed to raise everyone’s spirits a little. Laughter rang along the length of the farm table, and even Sawyer seemed to relax a bit. Erika couldn’t resist a second small helping of spaghetti and eagerly bit into the banana nut bread when it was cut and served. Her tea glass never went empty, and she soon found herself stuffed to the brim and groaning slightly.

      “Had enough?” Bailey asked cheerfully.

      “More than. But damn, was it good.”

      “Run along, you two,” Marsha directed. “Carson and Logan have cleanup duty, while the rest of us get to relax by the fire.”

      “Not fair,” Logan commented. “We had cleanup duty last night.”

      “And you’ll have it the rest of the week,” Marsha told him firmly. “Sawyer’s turn will come after that.”

      Carson smirked at his older brother as he began stacking plates. “Not even you get out of cleanup duty.”

      “Boys,” Marsha snapped before a verbal brawl could begin. “Not now.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” all three chorused, and Erika giggled her way out the back door and into the double swing. Bailey sat beside her, spread a blanket over their laps, and set the swing into a gentle motion with her foot.

      “It’s good you’re here,” Bailey said quietly. “Not only are we burying Dad tomorrow, but we’re worried about Mom, too. You know how mates are. That bond is so strong that the one left behind often grieves themselves into the grave before long. I can’t lose her, too. Not now, now while we’re dealing with this.”

      Erika rubbed her arm. “We’ll shower Mama Wolf with love. We’ll give her a purpose to stay, a reason to live. I meant what I said, Bailey. I’m here to help however I can.”

      “Sawyer told you about the books?”

      Erika nodded. “He said something seems off there.”

      Bailey wrinkled her nose. “If he says it does, then it does. But you know me—math was never my strong suit. All I see is a jumble of numbers no matter how hard I look, and I never know if they’re right or not.”

      “I’ll take a look at them tomorrow, or the next day, if tomorrow is too much, too soon. I told Sawyer I’d see if I can figure it out.”

      “You have to stay here, then,” Bailey announced.

      “What? No, don’t be silly.”

      “It’s not silly. It makes perfect sense. You’re going to be working on the books. The books are here, both the actual ledgers and the computer records. Why wouldn’t you stay here and be close to the work? Think of how much time it would save.”

      “Our ranches aren’t that far apart,” Erika pointed out. “Less than forty minutes driving, around thirty if we cut through the pastures on horseback.”

      Bailey waved that away. “Never mind that. Mom! Mom,” she called again, standing and going to the door.

      Marsha came out holding a cup of coffee. “What is it now, Bailey?”

      “Mom, tell Erika she should stay here since she’ll be working with Sawyer on the books. It just makes sense, right, and we have plenty of room. Sawyer can take her bags up to one of the guest rooms, and she can just settle right on in.”

      “Hmm. I agree it makes the most sense. I’ll have Sawyer bring up your bags now, Erika, and get the room ready for you. It’ll be the last room on the left whenever you two are ready to come in. Don’t be too long; the storm will hit again in a bit and be stronger than before.”

      Erika just blew out a breath as Marsha went back inside and Bailey gave her a satisfied smile. It seemed like she was staying at Kelmount Ranch.
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      The day dawned wet and gray. It was fitting, Sawyer mused, filling his mug with brutally strong coffee. It was a sad day, indeed. His father had been a fine man, an excellent leader. An Alpha people had admired and respected.

      Now he was gone, and those people were left behind to mourn.

      All ranch business had been put on hold for the day, and there would be a meal after the ceremony. It was all ritual and tradition, and there was solace in it, but what Sawyer wanted was to be alone. He had to sort out his feelings—all of them. His grief and anger over his father’s death, his desire for revenge, and his confusion over Erika. Everything was swirling inside of him, setting him on edge and causing his wolf to strain.

      Last night had been spent tossing and turning. Knowing Erika slept down the hall didn’t help matters any. So, here he sat, hollow-eyed and testy, gulping scorching, black coffee and scowling down at the table.

      When his mother bustled into the kitchen, he stood to pour her a cup of coffee. After adding the sugar and cream she preferred, he passed the cup to her, and she took it with a small smile.

      “You should get some more rest,” she admonished.

      “I could say the same to you,” he returned. “You look tired, Ma.”

      “I am tired, son, and will be even more so by today’s end.” She sipped her coffee and studied him over the rim of the cup. “We all will be. It’s a hard day. Will you be okay?”

      “I’ll be fine. It’s you I’m worried about. I hate seeing the heartbreak on you.”

      “Oh, Sawyer.” Marsha sighed as she moved to wrap her arms around her oldest son. “My heart is broken. I’ve lost my husband. My mate. You’ve lost a father. And we’ve all lost our Alpha. So, we’ll say goodbye to him today and prepare to formally invest you as Alpha next week. It’s our way.”

      He leaned into his mother’s embrace. “I know. But I still wish Dad was here.”

      “Me, too.”

      They finished their coffee in silence, then Marsha stood to start breakfast. Sawyer left her to it and went upstairs to shower. The hardest day of his life was about to begin.
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        * * *

      

      “James Kelmount was a loving husband and father, a canny businessman, a competent rancher, and one hell of an Alpha.” Sawyer had to clear his throat before continuing. “Today, I welcome you to our celebration of his life. If anyone wants to take the podium and share a memory, feel free. Food and drinks are available, and the run will begin at two. After that, everyone is welcome at the main house for a bereavement dinner. Thank you all for coming.”

      Sawyer stepped away from the podium and joined his family as the line of mourners surged forward. He spent an hour shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for their words of intended comfort.

      Everyone there, except for the Morrisons, were shifters. The Kelmount wolf pack, a few members of other wolf packs they were friendly with, representatives from other shifter packs they had alliances with. And Lothian Hartwell himself, Alpha of the Vultures who were a possible threat. He felt his wolf go on alert.

      “Sawyer.” Lothian nodded solemnly. “I’m sorry about your loss. If you need anything, let us know.”

      “Thank you,” Sawyer replied stiffly.

      “That’s what neighbors are for.” With that, Lothian moved along and left Sawyer gritting his teeth.

      “Cocky bastard,” muttered Douglas Smart, the ranch manager.

      “Yes, he is.” Sawyer let out a sigh. “And there’s something not quite right. Can you feel it, Doug, or is it just me?”

      Doug shook his head. “It’s not just you, boss. I think we all feel something.”

      Sawyer nodded. “Excuse me while I go talk to my brothers.” He made his way to Carson, his beta, and Logan. After snagging Bailey’s attention and calling her over as well, he asked them if they felt anything off.

      “Something,” Bailey confirmed as the other nodded.

      “I can’t tell if it’s just because of Dad, or Erika, or what,” Sawyer admitted. “Do me a favor, okay? On the off chance that it’s something to do with Erika, keep an eye on her. Be there when I can’t be.”

      “You think she’s in some kind of trouble?” Logan asked, surprised. “She just got here, and she hasn’t been home in years. What kind of trouble could she be in?”

      “I don’t know. But I didn’t know Dad was in trouble either.”

      Carson let out a low whistle. “You think whoever killed Dad would try for a human?”

      Sawyer shrugged, his frustration evident. “I don’t know, and that’s the problem. Did they take Dad out to get him out of the way, and will they take out someone else to keep me distracted from finding out why? Nothing is making sense right now.”

      “Understood,” Carson said, and the others agreed. “We’ll keep an eye on her for you. It’s time for the run, though, and the Morrisons can’t participate.”

      “I know. They’re going to return to the house with those who don’t want to run.” Sawyer moved away and prepared for the next stage of the celebration.

      A gong sounded twice, signaling those who were participating that it was time. Sawyer and Marsha led the way, with his brothers and sisters following. The crowd assembled in the small barn the Kelmounts always kept ready for pack rituals, and an excited hum filled the area.

      Even though it was raining, the wet never kept shifters from doing something as basic as running. Especially when it was tradition. As Alpha, Sawyer shifted first, letting his wolf burst forth with a growl.

      The large beast landed on all four paws, black fur bristling, blue eyes hot with anticipation. Marsha went next, and her silver wolf landed beside Sawyer’s. The rest followed, and soon the building was filled with wolves, panthers, bears, and even a lion or two. And a few vultures, Sawyer noted.

      He trotted out ahead of everyone else, turned and waited for them to follow him outside. Once they were all gathered, he threw back his head and howled.

      The plaintive sound had barely left his throat when the members of his pack echoed his cry. It was taken up by the other shifters, until everyone had vocalized their respect for a lost leader. Then it was time to run.

      Sawyer led the way, his paws hitting the soggy ground with thunderous repetitiveness. Over and over, mile after mile, as the rain came down steady and a weak, lemon-colored sun traced its path along the sky. The runners made their way across Kelmount land, to the west boundary and back.

      It was glorious, the feeling of absolute freedom. Sawyer knew every shifter felt that; the joy was almost palpable. It rose savagely, engulfing the horde as they thundered across the land in unison. Sawyer stayed in the lead, his mother beside him, never flagging. Pride rose as his siblings kept pace less than a step behind him and his pack just a farther bit back. His father’s legacy was well represented, and Sawyer knew Alpha James would have been proud and touched to see the outpouring of respect.

      As the group neared the ranch again, the sun hung for a long moment in the sky before plummeting down in a fireball of color. The rain eased as darkness began to creep over the light. Sawyer led them back to the ritual barn so they could shift back and prepare themselves for the bereavement supper.

      There, in the main house, a feast was spread over tables and sideboards. Neighbors had brought more than enough, and Sawyer’s brows rose as he studied the offerings. Hams and turkeys, casseroles, and every kind of potato dish imaginable. Vegetables and breads, cakes and pies and trifles. Wine, both red and white, tea, water, coffee, and beer were all there for drinking.

      The scents of the food mingled with the scent of the acres of flowers people had sent, and people spilled out everywhere. Many held plates and glasses, most conversed quietly as they ate, and plenty goggled at the bounty spread before them. Sawyer couldn’t blame them; he’d never seen so much food in one place before.

      And there was Erika, moving through the crowd, making sure people were comfortable. It was like her, he mused, to help people feel at ease. To be there when she was needed. To know, without having to be told, what was needed.

      And she looked at home as she moved from group to group. She wore her long hair in loose waves, the sides held back with silver barrettes from a subtly made-up face. Sedate diamond studs were in her ears and winked at her neck. She wore a quiet, black suit with a pop of bright-white shirt under the jacket. Peep-toe heels showed nails painted a pale purple while her fingers sported a deeper shade.

      She looked, Sawyer thought, like a well-to-do, well-put-together woman. One who had gone after what she’d wanted and made a success of herself. And he reminded himself sourly, she looked like a woman who’d tossed his love for her back in his face.

      He took a long pull of his Blue Moon and wandered closer. He wanted to talk to her, needed to be near her so his wolf would settle down.

      Just then, Doug came into his line of vision, and Sawyer decided to take the opportunity to introduce him to Erika. He motioned for him to come closer and waited until Erika turned her attention to him.

      “Erika,” he began, “I’d like you to meet Doug Smart. He’s the ranch’s business manager, so you’ll be working with him for the next little while. Doug, this is Erica Morrison. She’s Allen and Stacy’s daughter. She moved off several years ago, lives in LA now, and writes for Damage Control.”

      Doug held out a hand, his brown eyes lighting up. “Pleased to meet you. I love that show, it’s one of my favorites.”

      “I’m glad to hear it,” Erika replied, shaking his hand and offering him a smile.

      “I’m waiting for the last episode of the season to drop,” Doug confided. “I don’t suppose you can give me a hint.”

      Erika laughed, and the sound made a fist squeeze around Sawyer’s heart. “Sorry, I really can’t. It’ll air Thursday night, and then you’ll see what Beckett is up to,” she replied, referring to the main character.

      Doug engaged her in a spirited conversation about the series, and Sawyer listened and watched. She was personable, friendly, and showed interest in what Doug was saying. Her eyes sparkled and her smile flashed again and again. She talked with her hands, painting a scene with her words and motions so that Sawyer was drawn in despite himself.

      She’d always been good at that, he thought. Good at painting pictures with her words, spoken or written. Good at being able to fall into a role and bring it to life. It was what made her a good actor, then a stellar writer, and allowed her to live her dream. A dream that didn’t include him.

      Sawyer shook himself. He couldn’t, wouldn’t do this now. It wasn’t a secret that he and Erika had been an item years ago, and a serious item at that. While Doug and several other pack members hadn’t been around then, Sawyer had no doubt the gossip had been whispered about in the bunkhouses and barns. But it wouldn’t do to cause a scene, either by taking up too much of her time or completely ignoring her and cause new gossip to flow like a river. So, he left Erika and Doug talking and moved on.

      His brother sidled up to him. “Doug’s got a mighty big grin on his face,” Carson commented.

      “He’s a little star struck, I think. Apparently, he’s a big fan of Damage Control.”

      “Let’s hope that’s all he’s a fan of, as I don’t relish the thought of looking for a new ranch manager.”

      Sawyer frowned. “What does that mean?”

      “It means, brother, that I hope Doug doesn’t get it into his head to ask Erika out on a date. The way he’s eyeballing her, that’s a serious possibility.”

      Sawyer growled low in his throat. “He wouldn’t dare.”

      “He doesn’t know she’s your mate,” Carson pointed out. “Hell, even she doesn’t know she’s your mate. You need to fix that.”

      “You know why I⁠— “

      “Knowing why and knowing it’s time to fix it are two different things, Sawyer. You’re Alpha now. It’s time to let Erika and everyone else know the way of things. Tell her the truth. Stop waiting and claim her.”

      Carson slapped Sawyer on the back and walked away, leaving him to brood into his beer.
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      Erika woke early the next morning and headed straight for the shower. She’d never be a morning person, but days on a ranch started early. She looked longingly at the deep soaker tub and promised herself she’d indulge in a long bath that evening. Instead, she turned the shower on and waited for the water to heat up.

      She stepped under the hot spray, letting out a sigh of satisfaction as the warmth penetrated her muscles. A shower never failed to invigorate her even if morning always came too soon. Erika lathered her hair, rinsed, and repeated, before soaping her body. As she rubbed in the liquid soap, she imagined what it would be like to have Sawyer’s hands on her again. How would it feel if it were his hands on her breasts, her belly, touching her so intimately?

      A shiver of desire shot through her, and Erika firmly turned those thoughts away. She had no right, she reminded herself. What they’d had was years in the past, and no matter how much she still yearned for him, he’d made it plain they were done when she’d left. When, at eighteen, she’d chosen to attend Fordham College at Lincoln Center in New York on a drama scholarship and chosen a career that had taken her away from Jordan, Montana.

      Some sins, she knew, were unforgivable. And the constant longing she had for Sawyer Kelmount was her penance.

      With some of the shine of a morning shower now dulled with those thoughts, Erika hurried through the rest of it, stepping out to dry off then wrap her hair in a towel. She carefully applied makeup, keeping it simple, and finished by adding a sweep of coral to her lips. Then she attacked her hair, combing out the tangles and adding a leave-in conditioner spray before plugging in the hair dryer.

      Once her hair was dry, she coaxed it into a long braid, tying the end with a piece of brightly colored red ribbon. She moved to the closet and perused her options. Jeans, certainly, as it was a working ranch, and a red v-neck tee to keep things basic. Erika tugged on her brown boots and considered herself dressed for the day.

      She made her way downstairs to the kitchen where she found Sawyer lingering at the table with a cup of coffee. “Good morning,” she greeted him with a hesitant smile.

      “Morning,” he returned. “Do you want breakfast before we get started?”

      “No, I’m not all that hungry. Just coffee for now will be fine.”

      “I’ll get it for you. Still take it with a good dollop of cream?”

      Erika nodded, a little surprised that he remembered how she liked her coffee. She took the cup from him, then followed him to the library that did extra duty as a study-slash-office. It hadn’t changed much from the last time she’d been in there, years ago, and she felt herself relax a bit.

      The walls were painted a deep green with dark wood trim, and Erika had always felt it brought a little of the forest inside. The wide windows let in natural light, and the scent of leather-bound books soothed the soul.

      “This is a good room,” she murmured and got a glance of agreement from Sawyer as he strode around the antique Georgian mahogany desk.

      “You always had a fondness for it, if I recall correctly.”

      “I did. And for those peppermints Alpha James always kept in a little glass dish. Oh, oh! Yes, there they are. And the cigars! It really is still the same in here.”

      Sawyer smiled a bit. “Some things should never change. Are you ready to get started?”

      Taken aback by the detachment of his tone and the distance in his eyes, Erika only nodded and moved to stand beside him.

      “Take the chair,” he told her as he booted up the computer. While it hummed to life, he began pulling various ledgers off shelves and making a pile on the corner of the desk. Erika sat in the executive swivel chair, a rich burgundy color, and marveled at the softness of the leather as she waited for Sawyer to finish gathering things.

      When he was through, he pulled a smaller chair up beside hers and began. “Dad made Doug the ranch manager seven years ago. While he handles most of the expenses and paperwork and things like that, Dad always kept a hand in. An eye on it if you will.”

      Erika nodded, and Sawyer continued. “To take my mind off wondering what if a couple of nights after . . . let’s call it the incident . . . I came down here to distract myself with some paperwork. That’s when I noticed some things that just didn’t make sense.

      “I pushed it aside, thinking maybe I was too tired, too upset, and wasn’t understanding properly. But then I came back to it and felt the same way. So, when Knox told me you were coming to visit and planning on staying a while, I decided I’d ask you to take a look. You’ve always had more of a head for numbers than I ever did.”

      Erika made a noncommittal sound. “I’ll be happy to take a look, like I told you before, but it may take a few days. I’ll have to refamiliarize myself with how the books are kept and that sort of thing.”

      “Of course.” There it was again, that all business tone that was driving her mad. “I’ll write down the login information for you, and you can let me know if there’s anything you need for in here. Someone will get it for you. We keep a coffee pot over there, as well as a mini fridge with water and juice.” He gestured to the far bookshelf, where the lower half of the left side wasn’t bookshelves at all, but a mini coffee bar-type area that held a ten-cup coffee pot and various mugs. A sleek, black mini fridge was housed underneath that, along with a microwave, electric kettle, and tea tin.

      “Thank you.” Erika matched his cool tone. It wouldn’t do to let him know how much being in his presence affected her. Not when the emotions that had been so close to the surface when he’d picked her up at the airport were nowhere to be seen now. It was like their closeness that day had never happened. Like they were just two strangers who didn’t share a past.

      Well, if that’s the way he wants it, Erika thought. Two can play that game. She cleared her throat. “I’ll get started now and see if anything jumps out at me.”

      She watched with a somber stare as Sawyer nodded and walked out of the room, leaving her alone.
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        * * *

      

      The morning slid past while she dived into bookkeeping. Ranch business was good, it seemed, and the records were—for the most part—meticulous so far. She found the normal expenses: grain, salt licks, medicines, vet visits, machine purchases or repairs, salaries. Profits were listed as well, the purchase order number listed along with the amount for cross reference. Doug Smart knew how to set up financial records.

      Erika refilled her coffee cup several times, until she could feel herself becoming jittery. Slow it down, she ordered herself. She had time to look carefully, and careful digging was needed so she could find out exactly what worried Sawyer. And he was worried; she knew from the look in his eyes that what he termed the incident, and this bookkeeping business was weighing on him.

      She’d only seen that look in his eyes once before, that shattered look. And she’d been the cause of it.

      Before she could go down that memory lane, the door to the study opened and Sawyer poked his head into the room. Speak of the devil.

      “It’s going on one o’clock,” he said. “You haven’t left the room all day. I didn’t intend for you to work yourself into exhaustion.”

      “I didn’t realize it was so late,” Erika admitted, pushing back from the desk. “And I didn’t realize I was hungry,” she added when her stomach rumbled like a dying walrus.

      Sawyer snickered. “Bet. Come on, let’s take a break. The sun is shining, and I asked Mom to pack us some food. Let’s go for a ride and have lunch outside.”

      “That sounds really amazing,” she agreed. “Let me just run to the bathroom. I’ll meet you at the barn.”

      After washing her hands, she smoothed her hair and slicked on a light layer of lip gloss. She grabbed up a light jacket, just in case, and made her way to the barn. Sawyer was securing a saddle bag on a gorgeous sorrel mare, and a sturdy-looking strawberry roan was tied to the hitching post beside him.

      “This is Bonita,” Sawyer told her, indicating the roan. “She loves apples, so here's half of one you can feed her now.”

      Erika took the treat and offered it to the horse. Bonita nipped it out of her hand with a crunch, and Erika smiled as she stroked the horse’s long neck. “She’s beautiful. And who is this lovely lady?”
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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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