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      Dear Reader,

      

      Chosen is a paranormal/shifter story.  In many ways, it conforms to most shifter stories of the day, but there are some differences. This means that there are terms not commonly used in other shifter books used in this story.

      

      The main characters are of mixed heritage—African (Nigerian Area), Samoan, Caucasian and Afro-Latina.  At times, the characters use words and phrases from those cultures and races.  I’ve created a short glossary of terms and their usage in this text to assist the reader’s understanding.

      

      Terms/Definitions:

      Alpha Bitch – The mate to the Alpha.  There is only one in the pack.  It is a term of high honor and respect.  It carries with it the power of the position the same as being Alpha.

      Alpha Mother – name given to the pack alpha’s mother

      Fatal Mate—A fatal mating is similar to a fated mate with the primary difference being that fatal mate’s lives are literally tied together once they mate.  When one mate dies, the other perishes soon after.

      tuafafine laitiiti – Little sister

      Susulu o le la—sunshine

      manamea —sweetheart

      afa'fine—daughter

    

  


  
    
      
        
        When you aren’t looking for something, you will always find it.

      

      

      
        
        - Wisdom of the Elders
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      “You need a mate.”  Rosco’s gravelly voice scraped over Rahm’s ears with the unsolicited statement that he didn’t bother to cloak as advice.

      “The fuck I do.”

      Rahm popped up from his semi-reclined position in the chair behind his desk.  Booted feet that were propped on the heavy oak surface, slammed to the floor with a thundering clomp.

      “Rahm…”

      “Don’t start the disappointed beta shit with me Ros.  I don’t need a mate.  This pack is strong and thriving now.  And you know who led us there?  Me.  Without a mate.  I fixed most of the shit Champ did in less than one generation.”

      “I know you did, Rahm.  Champ was a piss poor alpha when it came to the day-to-day pack business and his ego drove away valuable members, but he did do one thing right.  He mated with a strong Alpha Bitch.  She’s the reason you exist.”

      Rosco’s gaze was piercing as he reminded Rahm of the one good thing his sperm donor did as alpha of the Central Valley pack.

      Before Champlain ‘Champ’ Monteparse took over the reins from the previous alpha, whom he bested in a challenge that resulted in the death of the physically weaker shifter, the Central Valley pack, commonly referred to as the CVP, was one of the largest and most powerful packs in the Northern Hemisphere.  After only ten years under Champ’s leadership, the pack numbers had dwindled to almost half and its coffers well on the way to being empty.

      The only reason the pack wasn’t completely destitute was due to Champ being smart enough to negotiate with the Pacific Coastal pack alpha for the hand of his only daughter, Rahm’s mother.

      His mother not only came with a dowry, but the knowledge, business acumen and a genuine soul which drew others to her.  She’s the reason so many pack members didn’t leave.  A fierce warrior in her own right, she was the one who trained Rahm to take over the role of alpha.

      Unlike some packs, the CVP didn’t believe in birthright claim to being alpha.  Each alpha must earn the title through challenge.  Knowing this, Champ stopped spending significant time with Rahm and allowing him to tag along on training exercises when it became obvious that the cub was quickly exceeding him in intelligence, would grow to tower over him physically and eclipse his impressive strength.

      Intellect, physical prowess and size were all genetic gifts given to Rahm by his mother.  A tall, thickly built woman, the males in her family tended to be larger than normal shifters—even for bears.

      Non-shifting bears tended to live in isolation, but the Pacific shifters lived in a manner usually found in wolves—pack style.  Champ was smart enough to gain Rahm’s mother as his mate, but not smart enough to realize that the father’s genes weren’t always the determining factor for what animal form a shifter would take.

      Instead of taking the same form as his sire, Rahm took his mother’s bear genes with very little of Champ’s characteristics—thank the goddess.

      “Did my mama put you up to this?  She’s been on me about having cubs or pups for years.  I can’t stop by the diner for five minutes without her finding a way to mention how much she longs to see her family line continue before she moves on to the next realm.”

      “No. She didn’t have to say anything to me for me to know what I know.  I see you every day and I’m telling you that you need a mate.”

      “Tell me, oh wise beta of mine.  If I decided to take a mate, who would I mate with?  I’ve fixed a lot of Champ’s fuck-ups, but we still don’t have good relationships with strong packs willing to let go of their females still able to breed.”

      “Why would you look outside of the pack?  We’ve grown.  There are at least thirty unmated females of age right on pack lands.”

      “A pack female!  What kind of sick perv do you think I am?  There’s not an unmated pack female that I’m not either related to or that I wasn’t present at the birth the day she was born… AS PART OF MY ALPHA DUTIES!”  Rahm’s horror at Rosco’s suggestion dripped from his voice.

      At only twenty summers, Rahm had bested Champ in the Alpha Challenge and took over the pack.  Which meant he was a minimum of twenty years older than any eligible female in the pack.  Shifters are blessed by the goddess with long life spans, so Rahm’s forty-four summers was still considered young by shifter standards.

      “Rahm, it’s not that bad.  I know for a fact that Jim has two daughters of mating age that would jump at the chance to have you court them.”

      “First, who the fuck still says ‘court?”  Second, no offense to Jim, but his daughters are dumber than a box of rocks with letters written on them to help ‘em make words.  That oldest one tried baking me a cake, but didn’t realize she actually had to turn the oven on for it to get hot enough to actually bake in it.”

      Starting from his forehead, Rosco ran one large hand down his darkly tanned, weather-worn face.  He wasn’t fooling anyone.   It was obvious that he was stifling a laugh because he knew Rahm was right.  Jim’s girls were the female version of the idiot twins from one of the Alpha Mother’s old books about falling down rabbit holes.

      “Ok, Rahm.  You win.  I’ll stop with the mate talk.  You’re a full-grown bear, you know your own mind.  I stand by my assessment though.  Whether or not you believe it or will admit it, you need a mate.”

      Raising his hands in surrender, he rose from the over-sized chair situated on the opposite side of the large dark oak desk.  Slapping his cap against his thigh, he huffed.

      “I guess I’ll go on down by the Richardson spread.  Old Man Richardson’s wife promised Millie some of that butter she makes and I told my sweet mate I’d get it on my way home today.”

      “That sounds good.  You can save me a trip.  The old man was complaining about trespassers.  I was actually going to head that way before you came by and started all this mate talk.  Take a look around.  If anything makes your hair stand up, give me a shout and I’ll come out.”

      “Yes, Alpha.  As you wish, Alpha.”  Saluting as if he was a soldier, Rosco sauntered to the door.

      “Get out you cheeky fucker.”

      Rosco’s laughter lingered in the room as he left closing the door softly behind him.  Shaking his head, Rahm picked up the phone to call Old Man Richardson to let him know Rosco would be coming in his stead.  After a quick exchange with the old mountain lion shifter, his mind forced him back to the conversation he’d just had with his beta.

      Kiss my ass.  I don’t need a fucking mate.
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      Carleeta wiped the sweat from her brow with a plaid covered forearm.  It’s hot as hell out here.  It was late spring and it already felt like summer.  Looking down from her perch on the peak of what would become the roof of the house once they finished attaching the plywood to the frame, she watched her crewmates moving around on the ground.

      Checking her harness, she moved to the next position and waited for the new guy to pass up another section.  Less than four feet away, another member of the six-person crew was also waiting.  They worked in teams at each stage.  First on the ground, then framing, roofing and finishing.  Their crew typically didn’t stick around for much of the inside finishing work.

      “Hey, Carl! Heads up!”  Wall-eye called out in advance of the next piece being passed up.

      “Wall-eye…If I have to tell you one more time not to call me Carl, you’re going to find out what the rubber on my boots tastes like.”   There was always one guy who thought it was funny to shorten her name to a masculine form as if to further emphasize what they considered her lack of femininity.

      They could all kiss the broad side of her plus-sized ass.  It’s not like she didn’t know who she was and what she looked like.  They outed themselves as insecure when they expressed that they thought her physical size made her less of a woman.

      Standing at six-feet two in her sock feet, Carleeta towered over most men she met.  Couple that with being a long-time member of the over two hundred club, she knew weaker men were intimidated by her size.  Sucks to be them.  Raised in what her bestie called a family of giants, she was confident in who she was as a person.  The approval of some insecure little man-boy, wasn’t even a blip on her radar.

      Shane, her crew partner, stifled his laugh at her threat to Wall-eye, whose real name was Wallace, but one look at his face and you knew why he carried the nickname Wall-eye.  He bore an unfortunate resemblance to a walleye fish.  She wasn’t sure who tagged him with the nickname, but it stuck and he even went so far as to use it introduce himself.

      Looking like that and he has the audacity to think I care what he thinks of how I look?  Worry about yourself fish-boy. Carleeta kept her thoughts about Wall-eye’s appearance to herself.  But, if he kept up with this bullshit, she wouldn’t hold back.  She learned not too long after she started working on a crew that construction was hard on the body, but for a woman, it could be harder mentally than physically.

      If the men found a woman on the team attractive, she expended far too much energy making sure it was clear the attraction wasn’t mutual but doing so in a way that wouldn’t result in a cut harness or some other accident on the job.  If they took the route of Wall-Eye, they tried to make a woman so miserable that she’d quit.  That wasn’t going to happen either.

      Carleeta had done her time as a journeyman carpenter and after finding a good mentor was finally a master carpenter.  She worked on the construction crew, but her other source of income was as a finisher who did custom carpentry work, be it cabinets or furniture.  Making enough with her business, she could quit working on a crew anytime she wanted and be okay financially.  Carpentry was her passion.

      Thankfully, today’s threat to Wall-Eye was enough to get him back in line.  It was either her threat or the pointed look from the job-boss that made him clamp his trap shut and just work for the remainder of the day.

      Having worked in the heat with crushing humidity, Carleeta’s sweat-drenched clothing clung to her body accentuating the curves she didn’t try to hide, but also didn’t dress in such a way as to call attention to them while she was on the job.  Unbuttoning the plaid overshirt, she allowed the light breeze to whip the tails of the shirt and cool her torso.

      It seemed counter-productive to wear a long-sleeved shirt in the heat, but her father had taught her that it was actually better and cooler to put a loose-fitting light weight long-sleeved shirt on over a fitted t-shirt.  The fitted tee absorbed the sweat and if the day wasn’t a complete scorcher, the outer layer would keep the sun from burning her mahogany brown skin.

      When Ronald made the call to knock off for the day, the relief was evident from everyone.  Carleeta had an image in her mind of a long bubble bath.  There were some essential oils she’d discovered at the farmer’s market that were supposed to be great for sore muscles and today was a great day to test their effectiveness.

      “Hey CJ, are you coming out tonight?” Shane knocked the wood dust and dirt from the bottom of his cooler as he looked at her expectantly.  It was pay day Friday, which meant the crew would meet up with some of the guys from other crews at a local bar, have a few beers and blow some extra cash betting on the pool games in the back or sporting events on the two big screen TV’s on opposite sides of the bar they frequented.

      “Aaahhh…” She hesitated in answering, because of course she didn’t want to go.  She rarely spent non-work time with the crew.  Not that she didn’t like them.  She really didn’t care for crowds.

      “Aw, come on CJ.  You hardly ever come out with us.  You have to come at least for a little while.  Did you forget we agreed to take Marco out to celebrate his girl agreeing to get hitched to his ugly mug?”

      “Hey man!  I’m right here.  I can hear you.”  Marco’s offended voice cut into the conversation.  “Anyway CJ, pay no attention to Shane.  Everyone knows he hasn’t been the same since his last girlfriend slid into my DM’s.  He’s just lucky I’m not that kind of guy and I turned her down.”

      “In your dreams Marco.  No woman with access to all this, would ever settle for a young’un barely off his mama’s tit.” With his chest poked out and his arms folded across it, displaying his large forearms, Shane looked Marco up and down and flicked his gaze back to Carleeta, dismissing the younger man.

      “Come on CJ.  We’re meeting at Five Miles at eight o’clock.  Just come by for a few minutes.  You’re a part of the crew, it wouldn’t be a real celebration without all of us there.  Even Ronald is coming.”

      The mention of their reclusive crew boss was the thing that let Carleeta know there was no getting out of this ‘peopling’ opportunity.  She at least joined them on occasion.  Ronald never came out with the crew.  This would be a first, but it’s possible he couldn’t find a way to decline either, Marco was the first unmarried member of their crew to get engaged since they all began working together.

      Ronald and Shane were already married, the rest of the crew was single.  Marco taking the plunge would put their small crew at half and half—single to married ratio.  She had no doubts, after hearing about yet another person in her circle getting married, her mother would start up again about Carleeta letting her eggs go to waste.

      Her mother was under the impression that Carleeta should be grasping on to any man who was interested in her and begin producing grandbabies before her poor eggs turned to dust.  She was sincerely happy for Marco.  Sheila was a good woman and he was lucky to have her, but she could almost hear her mother’s voice in her ears.  She was actually surprised she hadn’t called already.  Sheila’s mother attended the same church, so it was a given that the word was out as soon as Marco dropped to one knee.

      Shaking off the feeling of impending doom at the thought of her mother’s admonitions and having to actually socialize, she gathered her belongings and resigned herself to a significantly shorter rest period and no long bubble bath tonight as she reluctantly agreed to join the guys at the bar.
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      After his conversation with Rosco, Rahm was antsy and unsettled.  When his beta called to relay what he learned on his visit to Old Man Richardson, he let Rosco know he was taking off for a few days.  It wasn’t often that he left pack lands for any length of time, but the itch below his skin needed to be scratched and he couldn’t scratch it here.  Having a capable beta allowed him times such as these when he could have brief getaways with the knowledge that his pack would be protected and cared for in his absence.

      After driving for a few hours, he pulled his extended cab pickup truck into the parking lot of a restaurant attached to a bar.  Adjacent to the bar, across the large lot, was a motel that didn’t look too run-down.  He made a mental note to check it out after he grabbed a bite to eat.

      He’d hit the road without any definite plans; he just filled his tank with fuel and started to drive.  That in itself was strange for him, because if he liked anything, it was a plan.  But, the itch under his skin had turned into a tug.  That tug didn’t allow him to turn his truck east as was his usual practice.  Instead, he drove south.

      Searching amongst the cars, he found a space big enough for his truck.  It was a bit toward the back, but it was out of the way which was what he liked.  Turning off the engine, he sat for a moment watching the area and scoping out the establishment.

      The building, in the distance, had the look of an over-sized ranch house.  Were it not for the name, Five Miles South, emblazoned above the entrance in neon lights, it could easily be mistaken for the main house of a large ranch.  Stretching end to end and around the sides was a large porch with benches spaced randomly against the wall.  None were occupied at the moment, but they had the look of being used regularly.

      While there was a steady stream of people entering and exiting, it couldn’t be said that it was crowded.  That’s good.  He also noticed that there were no children amongst the patrons.  A glance at the display on his dash and he understood why there were no children.  It was close to nine p.m. on a Friday night.  These people were probably out on dates or some such nonsense.

      Rahm didn’t date.  He found the whole process a pointless exercise.  He knew he’d eventually have to settle on a mate, but exactly how that would be accomplished, he couldn’t say.  He had no patience for the games and small talk that went hand in hand with courtships. Did people still call it courting?

      Who the fuck knew?  Anyway, when he wanted to fuck, he fucked.  No relationships, no mushy feelings or claiming—just fucking.  And never on pack lands.  He had a couple of places a few hours east of his lands where he went to find a woman willing to satiate his sexual appetite.

      His interactions with females, outside of his duties as alpha, were relegated to essentially fuck buddies.  Of which, even that list was short.  He didn’t go back to the same woman more than twice, because despite agreeing to the terms, they still got attached.  Even the ones who claimed not to want to be tied down themselves.

      Shaking the unwanted dating and mating thoughts from his head, he stepped out of the vehicle and started the short trek toward the bar.  Now that he was outside, he could scent the people around him.  The vast majority were human, but he did catch slight shifter scents.  They were very faint, but they were there.

      Keen eyes searched faces and catalogued body language as he tried to match the scents with the owners.  It’s possible the shifters he scented were latent and living their lives as a human.  He’d seen that often enough in his travels.  Shifters and humans remained largely separated despite humans not being as superstitious and bigoted as they were in the previous two centuries.

      Entering the sturdy, wood framed building, he stopped at the hostess’ station as directed by the sign immediately inside the door.  The redhead with overly large breasts and big doe eyes was behind the podium that served as the hostess’ station.

      “Good evening, sir.  Will you be dining with us this evening or visiting the bar?”  She asked the question, which was probably standard, in such a way that it also sounded like an invitation to do a different kind of dining.

      “I’m grabbing a bite, but I’ll order something at the bar.”  His gruff tone didn’t lend itself to reciprocating her flirtation.  She wasn’t his type.  Besides being much too young for his tastes, the only large thing on her were those over-sized knockers.  He’d found women like that couldn’t handle all that he had to give, so he didn’t waste his time.

      Instead of directing him to the bar, the pint-sized ginger flipped her hair over one shoulder, stepped from behind the little stand and moved closer to him in what he guessed was supposed to be a sensual movement, but actually looked like an exaggerated wiggle of her non-existent hips and ass.

      “Are you sure there’s not anything else I can get you?  I’d be happy to show you to one of our best tables.  It has a great view.”  She said as she leaned slightly forward to display even more of her ample cleavage.

      “Nope.  I know what I want, and I don’t want a table—no matter what the view looks like.”  Tossing her a look of complete disinterest, he stepped around her and strode toward the bar area located on the right-hand side of the building.

      He heard the squeak and huff as he left her standing there, but he didn’t spare her another glance.  She wasn’t important and he didn’t have the time nor the inclination to placate her.  He didn’t miss the heads turning to track his progress through the place.  He saw them, but acknowledged no one.  He was used to the attention.

      When he was on pack lands, it was usually because of his station as alpha.  Among humans, the looks ranged from awe at his sheer size and lustfulness when their eyes landed on the package no pants he’d found could conceal.  Ignoring people, while simultaneously being aware of them, was a skill he’d mastered long ago.  He gave them no more of his consideration than necessary.  He was on a mission to get a nice rare steak, a potato and the strongest lager they had on tap.

      Thank the goddess the bartender was more concerned about doing his job than he was about flirting with the large, brooding shifter seated at the end of the bar with nothing but the wall at his back.  He took Rahm’s order and delivered the chosen beer mere seconds after the request was made.

      In short order, the much-anticipated steak arrived still piping hot. He’d opted for potato wedges instead of a baked potato and after one taste, he was glad that he did.  They were hot, crispy and flavorful.   They were a great pairing with the steak that had a slightly crisp outside and tender, delicious interior.  I’m a potato connoisseur. Sue me.

      He was lifting a bite of the succulent meat to his lips when the most delectable scent hit his nose.  Dropping the food tipped fork to the plate with a clatter, he lifted his head, his eyes scanning the room looking for the source of said scent.  His search stopped when his gaze landed on what had to be a goddess in the flesh standing just inside the entrance, peering into the bar area.  His beast sat up inside him and forced him to tip his head back to take a larger whiff.

      Her scent was…mouthwatering was the only word that could come close to describing it.  Not the flowery perfumes that humans doused themselves in, but an earthy feminine musk with undertones that promised the sweetest of treats nestled in the valley of her thighs.

      Ours!

      The word rumbled through his head so loudly, he wouldn’t have been surprised if the whole place didn’t go silent—stunned by the volume and conviction of the single roared word.

      He knew only he heard the voice.  He and his beast were totally in sync ninety percent of the time.  This was a ten percent moment.  He wanted her.  Fact.  No doubt that he wanted to bury himself for endless hours between those lush thighs.  But… His beast was claiming; he wanted far more than a quick dalliance.

      Gulping the flood of fluids collecting in his mouth, Rahm watched as she moved closer.  So captivated by her, he almost missed the other note present in her scent.  Pack.  Her scent held the slightest hint of the woodsy bouquet all members of the CVP carried in their personal fragrance.

      She couldn’t possibly be pack though.  He didn’t know her and there’s no way he’d ever forget meeting her.  Besides, even-though he scented her across a crowded restaurant, he smelled the human in her.  She was at minimum half, if not more than half human.

      Human.  Rahm wouldn’t say he hated humans, but they weren’t his favorite of the goddess’s creatures—though they did serve a purpose on occasion.

      His nose was good.  Actually, it was excellent.  He could usually identify a shifter’s beast from scent alone.  Not with her.  The only thing he learned from inhaling her natural perfume was something that almost knocked his big ass off the bar stool.  Whatever she was.  Whoever she was.  She was his.

      His eyes raked over her, taking in her form from head to toe; cataloging every single detail.  She was no petite little miss.  He’d guess she stood at just over six feet tall.  Even if she took off the low-heeled boots she was wearing, she’d still tower over most people.

      The weather was unseasonably cool outside, so she had a light jacket draped around her shoulders.  It only served to cover her arms, but couldn’t hide the curves of her voluptuous frame.  Drawn as if by a beacon, his eyes traveled from her booted feet, to her thick legs, to her rounded hips and small waist before landing on the sumptuous globes exposed by the deep vee neck of the shirt she wore.  Her dark brown skin carried a golden undertone.

      Her breasts were so abundant, it appeared the slightest movement might cause them to spill from the confines of the form fitting garment.  Those were the breast he’d feast on while he fucked her.  The breasts his cubs would suckle to gain nourishment to grow.  His beast growled in his head, urging him to go to her and claim her.  Now!

      Shut up beast!

      No! Mine! Ours! Claim!

      Since when can’t you talk in full sentences?

      Mate!

      Listen you big bastard.  We’re surrounded by humans.  We can’t just grab the woman and mate her right here!

      Mate!

      Hey! Cut that shit out!  I wanna fuck her too, but we aren’t among pack.  We have to do this like the damn humans.  Now, shut up and let me think.

      To calm his beast and get him to stop thinking of throwing their mate to the floor and plowing into her in a mating frenzy, Rahm lifted his eyes from her glorious mounds to her slender neck which was encircled by a beaded necklace.  The necklace had a small string of beads leading from it down between the valley of those delicious peaks.

      He roughly jerked his gaze up again.  His eyes moved over the slightly rounded chin, to the plush, suckable lips, taking in the most perfect nose, with slightly flared nostrils, before landing on a pair of arctic blue eyes.  The contrast between her dark skin and her eyes made them appear even more brilliant in the dim lighting of the bar.

      Heat crept up his neck and he gripped the edge of the bar top making indentations in the wood.   Those arctic blue eyes were sweeping the bar area, but they’d stopped.  They’d stopped on him.  Forcing him to grab hold to something to keep his beast under control.

      This had just gone from a ten percent moment to a ninety percent—shit—one hundred percent moment between he and his beast.  Fuck!  Rosco was getting punched dead in the face the next time Rahm saw him.  It was like his talk of Rahm needing a mate had manifested right before Rahm’s very eyes. Isn’t that a bitch? Literally…
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      “Hey CJ!  Over here!”  Shane’s voice reached Carleeta pulling her from the thrall she was trapped in.  Wrenching her eyes away from the mesmerizing stare of the extra-large, extra-beefy, extra-sexy piece of man meat parked at the end of the bar, she turned to the sound of Shane’s voice and saw her co-workers gathered around two pool tables.

      They’d commandeered tables that were side by side and the nearby bar tops on which to place their drinks.  Making her way over, she could still feel the heated gaze of the dark-haired man with the hypnotic whiskey-colored eyes.  Her core clenched and her folds slickened with moisture.  What in the entire fuck?

      She was a healthy thirty-four year old woman, so sexual excitement wasn’t new to her, but this… She didn’t get wet from a simple eye fuck of any man.  That’s not how this works.  There’s a whole ass process to her being sexually stimulated enough to get wet.

      Not tonight.  Tonight, all it seemed to take was a heated, more like flaming, once over from that man to get her juices flowing.  What’s even crazier is that she swore she smelled him.  Not in the way that he reeked and stunk up the place, but in a way that was completely delicious.

      Can a man smell delicious?  If they could he did.  But…it had to be her overactive imagination, because there was no way she smelled one person’s scent in a restaurant with so many people.  She wasn’t a shifter.  She’d heard stories that shifters could do things like that, but she was fully human.  So, there was no way the woodsy, masculine scent assailing her senses was actually his natural scent finding its way to her.

      Trying desperately to ignore the low-grade throbbing of her pussy, she redirected her steps to lead her to the pool tables and her co-workers.  Yeah… redirected her steps because, apparently, she’d started moving toward Big-Extra parked at the bar.  What. In. The. Entire. Fuck?

      She thought the most she would have to do tonight was force herself to be cordial to Wall-Eye and endure being social for a maximum of an hour before excusing herself to go home.  Now, it appeared she’d also have to deal with sticky panties and the smoldering gaze of a man she’d probably let fuck her in the middle of this restaurant.

      There was no probably.  If he took one step in her direction and touched her, she’d fuck him.  It made absolutely zero sense, but it was her truth.

      “I was starting to think you were going to skip out on us,” Shane said as she drew closer to the group.  Of all the guys she’d worked with over the years, Shane was one that she actually considered a friend.

      Which is why she let him get away with calling her CJ.  The other guys didn’t know why he called her that since her last name was Taiwo.  Her middle name, however was Joy.  Shane was one of the few who knew that.

      He was the only one who even knew where she lived.  She’d had him and his various girlfriends over for dinner a few times.  That was when she was dating and before he’d gotten married.  The last time had been more than a year ago.  Her relationships didn’t last long for one reason or another.

      “I said I’d be here.  So, here I am,” She smiled at her friend and gave a wave around at the other guys.

      She was the only woman in the employ of this particular company on the construction crew.  There were women in the office environments, but she was the only one out in the field building and working on new constructions with the men.

      Marco was taking his partying seriously.  He wobbled as he approached Carleeta with both arms outstretched like he planned to give her a hug.  Stepping back, she held her hands out to him, fisted, indicating her willingness to fist bump.

      Even with her normal boundaries in place, she may have grudgingly given him a sisterly hug, but something inside her recoiled at the thought of his hands on her skin.  She had no idea where the feeling came from.  Shaking it off, she smiled at Marco, congratulated him and offered to buy a round of appetizers.  He needed some food to soak up some of the liquor he’d already consumed.

      Turning, looking for a server, her eyes were once again trapped by the whiskey-colored orbs of the unknown man at the bar.

      I can’t go over there.

      Why not?

      If I go over there, I’m gonna do something really out of order.

      So.

      Not so.  I’m here to celebrate Marco’s engagement.

      So.

      Who the fuck are you anyway?  Go away. I’ll just flag down a waitress.

      Mentally and physically shaking her head to clear out the strange voice, Carleeta tore her gaze away from the visual buffet masquerading as a man sitting at the bar.  Sighing, she offered internal thanks to the goddess when she located a server walking toward the pool tables.

      Balancing a tray loaded with beverages on one slender shoulder, the young man stopped at one of the bar tops to off-load the round of drinks.  Once he was done, Carleeta ordered two appetizers and discretely passed him the cash to cover it as well as a little more to start watering down anything Marco got for the rest of the night.  There was no way they needed to send him back to Sheila black out drunk.

      Was it her job to make sure Marco was ok?  No.  Would she try anyway?  Yes.  She liked Sheila and she hoped that someone would do her the same courtesy.  The guys couldn’t be counted on.  Most of them were too busy doing the same as Marco or making eyes at the women snaking in and around the pool tables to congregate at the jukebox at the very back of the bar area.

      Five Miles South, as a restaurant/bar, was really the only place to hang out in this small town.  So, it was a combination of sports bar, restaurant and pick up spot for the single crowd.  Carleeta didn’t pay the women much attention other than noticing they were present.  Their attire was in one of two categories—borderline school marm or pay-for-pleasure advertisers.

      In comparison, what she was wearing caused her to stand out even more than her towering height.  Not that she felt self-conscious about the curve hugging jeans and jersey knit top she was wearing.  The style and cut accentuated her lush figure and the deep vee of the shirt showcased her girls.

      Being dressed in a much more feminine manner than she would be on the job did garner her more than a few sly glances from some of the guys, but no one stepped out of line.  They mostly placed bets on the pool matches and joked at the expense of whomever made the worst shot attempts.  Carleeta actually started to relax and her gaze drifted to the bar to catch glimpses of Big-Extra less and less as she became more engaged.

      It was actually shaping up to be a good outing.  That was until Wall-Eye decided to bring his fish-looking self over to the table she occupied with Shane.  She’d seen him near the jukebox trying desperately to convince one of the women gathered near it that he was worth the time of day.  He got shot down.  Repeatedly.

      Apparently, he was done trying after the last one looked down her nose at him.  He approached Carleeta and Shane mumbling about whores and since when did it matter who was paying as long as the money was good?  Pretending she didn’t hear him, Carleeta fixed her eyes on the closest pool table and the match between the two-man teams made up of Marco, Ronald and two guys from another crew.

      “Man, this place is lame.  The chicks here are dogs.  I think I—” Wall-Eye’s words cut off abruptly when he glanced over to see Carleeta sitting at the tall table with Shane.  His eyes widened and his lips spread into his version of a smile.

      Shit…She wished he wouldn’t attempt to smile.  Ever.  His teeth looked as if he not only didn’t understand that dentistry existed, but had a hate-hate relationship with that particular portion of his hygiene.  The smell of alcohol and unwashed body was almost overwhelming and Carleeta sat up straighter, shifting her upper body farther away from where he’d stationed himself between the table and the pool match.

      “Well, well, well… What do we have here?  If it ain’t Carl-eeta.” he drawled; purposely putting a space between the two syllables of her name.

      “Wall-Eye.”  Carleeta’s flat expression matched the flatness of her voice in responding to his observation, because that was in no way a greeting.

      “Wall-Eye, don’t come over here starting shit.  CJ and I were having a good time chopping it up and watching the pool games.  As a matter of fact, you need to move.  You’re blocking our view and I have good money on Marco and Ronald to take this game.”  The irritation was evident in Shane’s voice.  It was well known that Wall-Eye wasn’t his favorite person, but he tolerated him.

      Arms outstretched, Wall-Eye attempted to appear innocent.  His eyes opened wider in an expression of shock.

      “What do you mean man?  I’m just saying hello to our sexy ass co-worker.”

      Shifting his gaze back to Carleeta he continued, “If you dressed more like this on the site, I would’ve never called you Carl.  You’re still big as hell, but ain’t nothing manly about those tits.  So, I can overlook it.”

      “Dude!  What the fuck is wrong with you?”  Shane’s voice was hard and loud enough to get the attention of the closest tables.  “What part of your mind made you think it was okay to speak to her like that?”

      “What?”  Wall-Eye feigned ignorance.  “It was a compliment.  She has a nice rack.  I can look past her being bigger than I like, just this once.”

      “You can look past it?”  Carleeta bit out.  “Like I give two shits what you think of me, you fish-face motherfucker.  I wouldn’t let you touch me with someone else’s hands, nor would I allow your buttonhole micro-penis anywhere near me.”

      Shane’s angry expression shifted to laughter in the same span of time it took for Carleeta’s words to penetrate Wall-Eye’s thick skull.  When they did, his face flushed red and his already bulging eyes seemed to protrude farther.  His hand shot out lightning quick and latched onto her upper arm, but almost as quickly as his fingers bit into her flesh, they were gone and his body was sent flying over two of the pool tables before crashing into the wall with a sickening thud.

      It happened so quickly, Carleeta was still trying to process it when a wall of chambray blocked her vision.  Big-Extra stood between her and everyone else, his body appearing larger and far more intimidating than it had while he was seated at the bar.

      His huge form blocked her view of everything and everyone else.  Her breath hitched as her body thrummed with awareness tinged with adrenaline.   She moved to stand and found herself placed right back on her seat by two of the largest hands she’d ever seen in real life—which is saying a lot considering everyone in her family stood over six feet and couldn’t be considered small by any stretch of the imagination.

      Whiskey colored eyes below a dark furrowed brow, bore into hers.  “Stay.”  The throaty command was more of a growl, but it was enough to glue her to the seat.

      It also caused a gush of warmth from her core.  She didn’t know this man, but her pussy didn’t care.  She also didn’t need a man to fight her battles.  She could have handled Wall-Eye, but Big-Extra’s show of strength and protection was sexy as fuck.

      Ours!  Mate!

      The husky feminine voice resonated in her head.  She didn’t know where it came from or what it meant, but she didn’t disagree with wanting this larger than life, sexy ass man all to herself.
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      Rahm turned away from his mate and the smell of the arousal she’d released.  Unbidden, his eyes had dropped to the valley between her thighs and his mouth watered at the thought of tasting her nectar.  Not yet.  First, eliminate the threat against his mate, then he could move on to the claiming.

      He had to move away from the scent, or his beast would take over before he could take measures to ensure his mate’s safety.

      Kill!  Protect our mate! Claim!

      That’s right beast.  The human touched our mate.  Protect first.   Fuck later.

      Kill?

      Maybe… Probably…

      Kill!

      We’ll see.

      After another quick glance to make sure his mate was secure, he tamped down the surge of jealousy brought on by the male now standing next to her asking if she was okay.  He’d never stopped watching her, so he’d determined the human male was not competition for him, but he didn’t want any male putting hands, friendly or otherwise, on his mate.

      The lanky human that he’d tossed, had managed to right himself to a sitting position with his back pressed into the wall he’d been thrown against.  One hand gripped his opposite arm as he yowled in pain.

      It didn’t escape Rahm’s attention that no one attempted to aid the simpering bastard.  As he’d watched his mate, he’d used his shifter hearing to listen to pieces of conversations.  Although he’d been primarily focused on his mate’s sultry voice, he’d gleaned from the various conversations that the man they all called Wall-Eye wasn’t on anyone’s list of friends.

      “What the hell?” Wall-Eye’s words were slurred around his busted lip.  He’d hit the wall face first and one of his oddly pointed teeth had split his lip.

      Rahm didn’t respond to his question verbally.  Instead, he grabbed a fistful of the man’s shirt and lifted him from the floor using the strength of only one of his beefy arms.  A low growl rumbled in his chest as he battled to keep himself under control.

      The part of his brain that remained rational kept him from killing the tall, but scrawny man.  Just barely.  Not one soul attempted to stop him.  Not even the bar security.  Did this place even have security?  Doubtful.

      Not many were a match for Rahm’s strength, be they shifter or human, so the beating he gave Wall-Eye took an embarrassingly short amount of time.  Instead of leaving him in a puddle on the floor, Rahm kicked open the emergency exit and tossed him outside.

      Ignoring the alarm that blared when he opened the door, Rahm pulled it closed, locking Wall-Eye outside.  The elimination of the threat to his mate completed, he returned to her; stopping in front of her close enough to cause the male standing next to her to move back, but far enough away that he wasn’t touching her.  Yet.

      “Ummm… Thank you.”  To his ears, her voice was the vocal equivalent of velvet stroking his cock.

      “You don’t have to thank me for protecting you.”  He responded gruffly.  All of his senses were attuned to her.  The way she smelled.  The way her breathing caused her chest to expand and contract.  The slight quiver in her voice as she expressed her gratitude.

      “Of course I do.  It’s bad manners to not thank someone for doing something for you they didn’t have to do.  I could have handled Wall-Eye, but you stepped in to protect me.  You didn’t have to and I appreciate it.”  As she spoke, her arctic blue eyes bore into his and his balls drew up even more.

      His beast rode him and he struggled to keep the bear under control.  “If you say so.”

      Momentarily ignoring human proprieties, he grazed his fingers over the place on her arm the offending male had the audacity to touch.  She didn’t shrink away.

      “Are you okay?  Did he hurt you?”

      His eyes probed hers looking for any signs of pain.  If she expressed even the slightest discomfort, he would have trouble keeping his bear from going outside and doing what he’d stopped the beast from doing moments earlier—killing the puny human.

      “I’m okay.  Really.”  She assured him.  Turning to the male that occupied the bar top with her, she spoke to him.  “I think that’s enough excitement for me tonight.  I’m going to head home.”

      “I’ll walk you to your car.”  The man volunteered.  Rahm’s beast thrashed in his chest.

      “That won’t be necessary.”  He said as he placed his hands on his mate’s rounded hips, lifted her from her seat, then proceeded to hold up the light jacket she’d shed to assist her with putting it on.

      “No offense man, but we don’t know you.  It’s cool that you stepped up and took care of Wall-Eye when he got out of line, but how do I know you won’t try something when you step outside those doors?”  The male, Rahm believed his name was Shane, asked.

      Rahm looked at the hand the man held up to try to stop him from leaving with his mate and a low rumbling growl thrummed from his chest.

      “Shane, it’s fine.  I’m okay.  I’ll text you.  Okay?”  His mate assured her friend.

      Rahm said nothing.  His bear’s only thought was of their mate and anyone who stood in the way of that was subject to the same treatment as the male foolish enough to try and lay hands on her.

      Moving away, holding his hands up in surrender, Shane acquiesced, “I’m good if you’re good CJ.  One thing though.”  His eyes lifted to look into Rahm’s face.

      “What’s your name, man?  I know CJ is a grown woman, but she’s my friend.  I can’t let her leave here with someone whose name I don’t even know.”

      Humans… They always wanted details.  As a man, Rahm could appreciate his mate having someone in her life who took her safety into consideration, but his beast didn’t feel they had to answer to anyone or give any details to anyone other than his mate.

      “Rahm.  Rahm Monteparse.”  He grudgingly supplied to the questioning male.  Having provided the minimum of the requested information, he turned again to his mate.

      Placing a possessive hand at the curve in her back just above her magnificently rounded ass, he escorted her through the restaurant and out of the front door.
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      Carleeta walked alongside the entirely too large and entirely too handsome stranger—no, Rahm.  She knew they weren’t heading in the direction of her vehicle, but she said nothing about it.  She couldn’t speak.  Her mind was scrambling trying to make sense of everything that happened and her emotions in response.

      She couldn’t seem to focus on anything other than how scrumptious he smelled, and how the heat from his palm radiated from her lower back straight to her starving pussy, causing it to clench and her folds to slicken in anticipation.

      The husky voice appeared again in her head, making demands. It was all too much.  It felt like her heart had left her chest and relocated to just above her mound, where it pulsed and pumped.  She experienced sudden warmth as her pleasure fluids gushed into her panties.

      At the exact same moment, Rahm stopped walking.   His entire body stiffened.  Still as a statue, he lifted his nose slightly.  The next moment, Carleeta’s back was pressed into the side of a large dark colored truck with Rahm’s heavy breathing flowing over her neck as he buried his face there.

      His hands gripped her sides and released spasmodically. She swore she heard growls.  That couldn’t be.  Could it?  All coherent thought flew from her head when his lips made contact with that sweet spot where her shoulder met her neck.

      Her knees buckled and he caught her up in his strong arms as his tongue lashed the skin captured between his lips.  The soft hair of his beard brushed against her clavicle causing a stimulating fission which triggered goosebumps on her body.

      “Mine! Mate!  Now!”  His voice rumbled in her ear.  She didn’t understand, but couldn’t concentrate on anything other than the sensual throbbing in her pussy.

      She couldn’t concentrate, but apparently the voice in her head knew the right response.  She didn’t recognize the voice, but she knew the words were coming from her lips, “Yes! Mate! Claim! Fuck!”

      The words were pushed through her lips as her hands roamed over any part of his body that she could reach.  His head lifted, and his mouth landed on hers.  He wasted no time lapping at her lips until she opened to him and his tongue swept inside tangling with her own.

      Her fingers glided, from roaming over the muscles hidden under the chambray shirt, to skim over his beard before latching into his dark close-cropped hair pulling him closer. His hair was just long enough for her to grab onto and his body was so big, she felt tiny in comparison.

      Her hands didn’t stay in his hair for long.  Soon, they snaked between their writhing bodies, fingers fumbling, unsnapped the buttons of his shirt and brushed across his abs before joining together at his belt buckle.  Wasting no time, the buckle was disengaged, the button of his jeans flicked open and one hand plunged inside as the other worked the zipper down.

      When her hand landed on the hot, hard length of him, she pulled away from his consuming kiss to look down at what had the be the biggest dick she’d ever seen in her life—porn included.  Seeing it and feeling it, did nothing more than make her want to have it inside her.  Now.  Filling her like she’d never been filled before.

      There was no thought given to their location.  She didn’t care who could happen upon them.  He was hers.  Every part of him. And she had to join with him.  Immediately.

      Mate!

      Yes, I hear you!

      Carleeta was completely in sync with the husky voice growling commands inside her head.  It would seem that Rahm was as well.  While she stroked his impressive cock and kissed his chest, unmindful of the slight covering of hair across his pectorals that trailed down his abs leading to the marvelous cock she could barely wrap her fingers around.

      Just as suddenly as she was pressed against the side of the truck, she was whirled around, her pants and panties ripped down to her knees and that baby leg of a dick was pressed into her sopping core.

      “Aahh!”  She cried out before she could stop the sound.  Rahm’s large hand clamped across her lips.

      “Fuck, Mate!  You feel so good wrapped around my cock; but you have to keep this shit quiet or we’ll be giving everyone at this fucking place a show.  I’m not stopping because some hick heard something and came nosing around.  Nothing short of the goddess herself will pull me out of this pussy until I’ve filled you with every last drop of my seed.”  Rahm spoke directly into her ear, his voice and beard tickling and stimulating her at the same time.

      Damn…When he talked to her like that, his voice deep and filled with desire, it made her core weep even more.  She released a gush of moisture, easing his glide into her tight sheath.  She was so full already and he was still pressing forward, giving her more of him.

      Big-Extra.  She’d only thought it to herself in the bar, but the name fit him perfectly.  Every part of him was big and he had extra portions of all the good blessings the goddess bestowed on a man physically. Big hands, wide shoulders, handsome bearded face, tight round ass and tree trunk thighs made up the package that was Rahm Monteparse.

      Dropping her head forward, she allowed herself to feel everything without the veil of propriety.  His chest blanketed her back, pressing the large globes of her breasts into the cool metal of the truck.  Her nipples pebbled and her pussy tightened on his shaft as he withdrew before he plunged back inside, not stopping until he was fully imbedded in her depths.

      “MMMM!”  She moaned behind the hand he still had clamped over her mouth.  Taking his entire cock in her tender channel sent her spiraling into an orgasm.  She’d never cum without clitoral stimulation before, but Rahm’s big dick rubbed against every available area inside her core and sent her over the edge without warning.

      Disregarding her rippling canal, he continued to stroke in and out of her spasming pussy.  The slapping sounds of his hips meeting her ass rang out into the night, but somehow didn’t draw attention to their location in the shadow of the oversized pickup truck.

      The feelings welling up inside of her were foreign and familiar at the same time.  There was no part of her that believed she didn’t know him.  He quelled the ache in her center and filled her to the brim with every glorious inch of his XXL dick.  She was just coming down from her first orgasm when he slammed into her catapulting her into another.

      The slapping sounds increased with his pace and a testament to the way he worked his hips was her total lack of consideration of her environment.  It didn’t matter that she was outside, with her intimate bits exposed to the elements.  What mattered was how this man—Mate—the voice in her head interrupted her thought.  This man elicited feelings and emotions that threatened to overwhelm her.

      His long stroking of her overly sensitive pussy came to a sudden halt.  His mouth once again latched onto the space where her neck joined her shoulder and she swore the bite he delivered there broke through her skin.  Couldn’t be.  A bite that could break through skin would hurt far more than the slight sting of pain she underwent.

      It was there and gone so quickly she thought she imagined it.  She didn’t linger on the thought for more than a millisecond as she tipped over the cliff once again.

      “MMMM!”  She moaned behind the hand clamped over her mouth.

      “GRRRR!”  He growled into her neck as his hips jerked and he joined her in orgasm, filling her with his hot cum.

      Their combined breathing was rough and loud in her ears, but oddly synchronized.

      Mmm… mate.

      The strange voice in her head sounded as sated as she felt when it spoke to her.  Carleeta’s limbs were languid as she allowed the weight of his body to keep her aloft while still pressing her into the side of the truck.

      Soft kisses landed on her neck and along her hair line before he lifted his weight from her back and slid his cum covered dick from her dripping sex.

      “Ssss!” She hissed.  His exit from her channel left her with a slight sting from being stretched so wide.

      “Shh…It’s okay, Mate.  I’ll take care of you.”  Rahm soothed, turning her around and dropping to his knees before her.

      “What?! Ooohh!”  was all that escaped her lips when his hands gripped her thighs, spreading them apart and his tongue delved between her folds, lapping at her labia and soothing her aching pussy with loving attention.  His attempts to soothe her led to another, softer orgasm.  Her legs gave out completely and her world went dark.
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      “Mmmm…”  His mate moaned as she stirred and started to wake.  His face still wore the smirk he pasted on it the moment he realized he’d pleasured her to the point where she’d passed out.

      “Oww…” Her face twisted as she shifted in the passenger seat of his truck.  Her eyes opened slowly and he watched as awareness washed over her.  Those uncommonly bright blue eyes landed on him and trailed from his heavy booted feet, up his body until they landed on his whiskey brown orbs.

      He quirked an eyebrow at her silent assessment, but didn’t rush her.  They had a few minutes before they would either need to relocate or be forced to mate again within the limited confines of his truck.  With neither of them being small people, sex in a vehicle wasn’t his first choice.

      “Are you okay, Mate?  You’ve been out longer than I expected,” he queried, probing her still slightly glazed eyes with his own.  He’d experienced giving a woman body shakes, but he’d never caused a total black out.  He really had no idea how long they lasted, it just seemed like an eternity to him before she began to regain consciousness.

      “Where am I?  This isn’t my car,” was her response to his question.  Her body was no longer languid and he saw and felt the tension rolling off of her now that she was more alert.

      “No, this isn’t your car.  When you passed out, I put you in my truck.  I don’t know which vehicle here belongs to you.  Even if I did, I still would have placed you here in this one.  With me.  As it should be, my mate.”

      “What?  As it should be?  And why do you keep calling me mate?”

      The volume of her voice elevated with each question and she left no space for a response between them.  Her head whipped in different directions as she looked through the windows of the truck.  He smelled when her anxiety eased upon realizing they were still in the parking lot of the bar.

      “I call you, Mate, because that’s who you are.  You are my mate and I am yours.”

      “You’re a shifter.”  She stated more than asked.

      “Yes, I am.  As are you, Mate.”  The widening of her eyes and change in her scent signaled her confusion at his declaration.

      “No…” She shook her head slowly.  “I’m not a shifter.  I’m human.  I know of shifters.  The population here is almost non-existent, but I’ve met a few over the years.  I’ve never changed form, nor do I have any enhanced abilities.  Besides, my parents would have mentioned something like that.”

      “Mate—”

      “My name is Carleeta!  Not Mate”

      “I’m aware of your name, Mate.”

      “Then use it!”

      Irritation rolled off her in waves, but oddly enough, he sensed no anger.  Actually… He sensed and scented…Fear.

      “Why are you afraid, Mate?  I wouldn’t hurt you.  I’m physically incapable of hurting you.  Hurting you hurts me.  So, you have no need to fear me.”

      “I’m not afraid of you.  Why would you say that?”

      “Because I can feel and smell your fear just as well as I smelled your desire only moments ago before we coupled and I claimed you as mine.”

      “What?  Coupled?  Claimed?”  Her eyes flicked away from his and her head jerked to the side as if she were trying to shake a thought from it.

      “Yes, Mate.  When we joined, I gave you my mate mark and my claim.”  When she didn’t respond, and only sat there staring at something in the distance with various emotions and expressions flitting across her face, he knew what was happening.  She was warring with her beast.

      He couldn’t hear the exchange, because his mate had unknowingly blocked her thoughts from him.  He didn’t know it was possible, but he’d also never had a mate before.  He really wished he’d paid closer attention to his mama when she taught him about the rules of mating.

      “Mate.”

      “Grrr…”

      “Carleeta.”

      “Yes?”

      “Why did you block me out?  For a few minutes, I couldn’t hear you.  What happened?”

      “What do you mean I blocked you out?  Blocked you out of what?”

      “Your thoughts, Mate.  Your thoughts went silent.”

      “YOU CAN HEAR MY THOUGHTS?!  Since when?”  Her eyes glanced at him, before a mortified expression crossed her face and she turned her gaze back toward the opposite window.
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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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