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      One Fate, one mate, a bond too strong to deny …

      

      Paul Collins, duty-bound Pack Warlock and seer, must marry a strong witch for the good of Pack McVale. But his hidden feelings for his best-friend’s sister, maternal wolf Ivy McVale, make this a more difficult pill to swallow every day. Especially when they begin to mate.

      

      Then Paul has a vision: If they mate, Ivy will die. Desperate, Paul uses his powers to change destiny and make Ivy think she’s always hated him. He can deal with any punishment the Fates make him pay for tampering with destiny, as long as Ivy lives.

      

      After recovering from a bewildering month-long illness, Ivy notices her nemesis, Paul, is tormented by something. And strangely, she is the only one who can feel it. Unable to endure such unhappiness—even if he does call her Poison Ivy—she is determined to help him, no matter the cost. Because Pack McVale cannot survive without him, and curiously, neither can she ...

      

      Simply sign up to my newsletter and I will email your free copy of Witch Bound to you. You will also receive the latest on upcoming books, sales, giveaways and relevant bookish news.
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      ‘Hey, Cal.’

      Cal looked up from the hole he was digging for the new well to see one of the teenage younglings, David, standing at the edge of the newly ploughed field. His chest was heaving, his hand raised in a gesture that meant he needed to speak to Cal promptly.

      Cal sighed. He’d really wanted to get this well finished before lunch but given David had been scheduled to be the runner for the Alphas this morning, that was unlikely to happen now. His Alphas were aware of what his task was and wouldn’t interrupt unless it was important.

      He waved to David to indicate he’d be there in a moment and straightened to place his spade against the nearby fence post. Brushing his hands against his trews, he gestured to the witch in charge to continue and edged around the field to where David stood.

      As he walked, magic rose around him, tingling over his skin. The sensation was something he had become more and more used to over the last few years since the Pact saved them all, but it never stopped filling him with a sense of awe.

      And not a little thrill.

      Seeds rose from the bags that bordered the field—one bag for each line that had been ploughed into the rich soil—as the six witches who specialised in nature magic, raised their hands and did what they had done so many times since coming here. Pack—both Were and witch—who weren’t busy elsewhere, drew near to watch as the Nature Witches made the seeds fly in the air above their rows and then, with a gesture of their hands, forced the seeds down into the earth, spaced just enough apart so the plants would grow to their proper proportions.

      Applause greeted the little green sprouts that emerged a moment later—the start of new crops of lavender that would build the foundations of the pack’s wealth. Despite their need for these crops to build their coffers, they’d held off planting them until all their food crops were producing nicely. Immediate pack needs always came first.

      More magic shimmered in the air as he walked—the witches were encouraging the seedlings to grow to a decent size before allowing nature to take its course to ensure the oils and perfumes in flower and leaf would be of high standard when they were harvested in a few months and turned into the products that they would take to markets across England and Europe.

      As he neared David, the boy gestured excitedly at the fast-growing crop. ‘I never tire of seeing that,’ he said, voice full of awe.

      ‘Neither do I,’ Cal said, turning around to see the field already covered with small lavender bushes, the tips beginning to show the purpling flowers that, aside from filling their coffers, would bring the bees and sweeten their honey.

      And bring more beauty to a land that already sang to his soul.

      He would have liked to stay and watch the witches work, but David had a message to impart and, when the boy remembered that—once he’d stopped gawking at the magical working in front of him—he would be upset that he hadn’t done his job expeditiously.

      So Cal stood in front of him, between him and his view of the field, and said, ‘Ye have a message for me, David?’

      The boy started, gaze tearing from what he could see of the field beyond Cal’s large form, and blushed. ‘Ah, aye. I do. The Alphas need to see ye. Without delay.’

      Cal’s brows rose. Usually when they sent for him or anyone else, it was with an ‘as soon as possible’ tacked onto the end to give them time to complete any task that was time sensitive or couldn’t be left for someone else to finish. That ‘without delay’ sent a frisson of something close to worry through him as he asked, ‘Did they say what for?’

      David shook his head. ‘Nae. They didna. They said ye were to come meet them on the new balcony without delay. And that after I delivered my message, I was to go and fetch my lunch.’

      Cal nodded. ‘I thank ye. Go have yer lunch now.’

      ‘I would like to stay and watch this fer a while,’ the youngling said hopefully.

      Cal nodded. ‘As long as ye dinna forget to eat. I am sure ye have a busy afternoon ahead of ye.’

      ‘I willna forget. Thank ye, Cal.’

      Cal ruffled the youngling’s hair and then turned to begin his walk up the hill towards the castle at pace.

      David’s message told him not only that he had to go meet with his Alphas immediately, but that Dougal and Le-le wanted to speak with him privately. That very fact made his brow furrow even more deeply.

      There was very little privacy here and little required or expected while they turned the tent village into a proper one, with wood and stone cabins having already been built for families and now for mated pairs. Everyone else was happy with either sleeping in the tents they’d raised when they’d arrived here, or in the large hall in the tumbled down castle that was currently doing triple duty as meeting space, school and Alpha Hall, and was also where they all ate when the weather was too inclement to eat outside.

      The hall was the only place in the castle you could get a little peace from the constant sound of industry that was going on around the rest of the castle. That castle had been the only structure standing on this land when Le-le had led them here a year and a half ago, and was the first thing they had set about renovating. It was a huge job as one side of the castle was completely tumbled down, but the Were and witch stonemasons worked well together to get it done faster than he’d ever seen anything built or renovated before. It was amazing what you could do when you had magic in the mix.

      But if they wanted him to meet them on the new large balcony that had been built on the outside of the ground floor rooms given over to the Alpha pair and not in their rooms, it meant they truly did want to be private with him. At this time of day, their rooms would be a hive of activity because not only had senior members of pack and coven taken to using the space to do their planning and managing, but the Pack and Coven Librarians and their scribes used the space for their work.

      Le-le had told him she loved the fact they all used their rooms, but knowing her mate like she did, she had spelled the balcony and the opening that let out on it with a privacy spell to create a quiet space for her and Dougal to retire to when they needed time alone together. Since completion, nobody went out there except for them. The fact they had invited him to meet them there meant something special.

      Or something foreboding.

      He sighed deeply as he began to trot up the hill, the urge to get to the meeting as quickly as possible driving him to move faster than his usual quick walking style. He could run much faster if he wanted, but he didn’t want to frighten any of the pack he passed as he made his way to the castle. Seeing the senior lieutenant running fast up the hill to the castle would cause fear that something was wrong—and while the message he’d received suggested something was wrong, he didn’t need to put fear into the pack until he knew exactly what the issue was.

      He hoped Le-le hadn’t seen a sign that the Darkness was coming for them. Since becoming the Werewitch with Dougal, she’d started to have visions—mostly about the land they were going to and those they needed to bring into the pack to strengthen it and ensure its success. But she’d also had nightmare visions about the Darkness—that somehow it was growing in strength despite the fact they’d defeated it once again a year and a half ago. But those nightmares had subsided once they’d arrived here and after multiple discussions with the Coven elders, it was agreed they were too nebulous to focus their energies on right now. If the threat became more immediate, then they would take action, but their—and Le-le’s—attention had to be on turning these new Packlands into a place of safety and prosperity for their people and those Le-le sent packmates out to find and bring back to them. It was important to them all that they leave behind in every way the evil that had marked their pasts and concentrate on building a positive and prosperous future.

      But had that sentiment been foolish? The Darkness wasn’t likely to give up its goal of getting a foothold in this world. Had Le-le’s visions about it started up again?

      However, despite the foreboding that made his wolf whine in his chest, Cal forced himself to wave and smile at the Were and witches he passed who were working in the fields. He stopped to greet and hug the pups and young witches who were heading down the hill to the fields with their teachers to watch the witches at work and be taught the lessons they could only be taught outside. The pups always flourished under positive attention from the senior members of pack and he would never hold himself back from them and their wellbeing, no matter his own worries.

      Once they were headed on their way, he turned back to the castle and continued to jog up the hill. He waved at Trent and his apprentices who were busy at the pack’s main forge creating the nails and supports the stonemasons needed for their work on the castle and cottages. By the look Trent sent him, he wanted a word, but Cal gestured he was heading to the castle and would be back later. Trent nodded and continued pounding the angle he was making—by the look of its size and sturdiness, it would hold the huge beams that would make up the roof in the renovated parts of the castle.

      They were building for longevity and everything created needed to last for centuries at least.

      It filled him with pride at how far they’d come since arriving here. And despite his urgency to get to his Alphas, he couldn’t help but stop before crossing the castle’s drawbridge as was his habit and survey all that they had accomplished.

      He looked down at the incoming tide as it filled the moat under the drawbridge, breathed in the scent of the salt spray that always invigorated him. Then he cast his gaze out towards the increasingly sprawling Packlands and everything he had helped to build.

      His gaze raked over the village—which was taking shape, hunkered in the safety of the shadow of the castle, protected by it and protecting it and all who found shelter within—and the fields and orchards that provided them food and items to sell.

      His gaze wandered to the sea on his left—wild and wind-whipped by a storm brewing on the horizon—then to the right where lay the dense forests that furnished them with all the wood they needed as well as plenty of flora to forage for food, and fauna to hunt for meat and the skins that could be turned into clothing and footwear as well as window coverings. The glass smiths had only recently found the right sand for creating glass and were busy working on proper glass windows for the castle, concentrating first on the glass needed for the Alpha pair’s apartments.

      Beyond the village lay the fields and orchards that fed the pack, and beyond them more forests. Behind him, beyond the castle, were the hills covered in wild heather and lavender and roaming deer, and lowering over them were the mountains that reminded him of his former home.

      It had become a ritual to breathe it all in with a sense of satisfaction that this was home, a feeling he never thought he would attain when they’d left their old pack—and his brother, Bram—behind.

      Thoughts of his brother stabbed him in the chest with the grief that was always present. He had managed to suppress it only by keeping busy in a way he’d never been back at the old Packlands. Dougal and Le-le had told him at times to slow down, to take a rest as everyone else did, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t allow the grief in. He just had to keep hoping Bram changed his mind and made the journey here—and he had to make certain everything was ready for him when he arrived. That Bram would find this place a safe haven, especially against the fears that had made it impossible for him to leave the MacCrae Packlands. He also had to hope that Bram would come to see that staying with the weakened Iain MacCrae, his old Alpha, would not bring the safety and peace he longed for.

      Although, according to what Le-le had heard from Morghanna when they’d spoken a few days ago, Bram was sticking steadfastly by the duplicitous Alpha’s side. His heart clenched, his breath shuddering in his chest as he wondered once again how he could make his brother see that Iain would only lead all the Were who’d stayed with him to their deaths.

      ‘Enough,’ he whispered as those thoughts threatened to overwhelm him with a mixture of hope and desperation—and endless sadness—that thoughts of his brother always brought. He shoved them out of his head, shielding his heart against the constant grief, and turned to march across the drawbridge and through the high stone walls of the castle.

      He had a meeting to get to.

      Inside the walls was a wide-open section, partly paved, partly dirt, that would have been used as a killing ground when the castle was some warlord’s central bastion. Beyond the open area was the keep where lay the big hall and the three stories of the castle that held rooms and kitchens. Most of it was still under repair and the open area was being used by woodworkers, smithies and stonemasons as they worked on the items needed for the rebuilding. Were and witches worked alongside each other, and magic sizzled the air alongside the scent of woodsmoke and smelting metal.

      Cal waved to those he passed, but didn’t stop to talk with anyone, the urgency driving him before he entered the castle now even more present the closer he got to his Alphas. He walked through the open front doors—two massive pieces of carved timber braced by metal plates and spikes—and wound his way through the busy hall over to the huge tapestry that hung on the far wall. It covered the entrances that led to the passages beyond. The tapestry helped keep the heat in and the drafts out. It had slits in it so people could make their way through it easily.

      He slipped through the far left slit and took the passage to the Alpha apartments, his footsteps echoing in the stone hallway.

      The door was open—as it usually was. There were a few scribes inside working on the new Pack and Coven diaries, writing down the history of their new, still unnamed, pack and keeping track of the building works and spells used. Jacqueline, the Head Pack Librarian, looked up as he went past—it looked like she was working on updating the building requirements register—and gestured to the door that led to the Alpha pair’s private bedroom. He nodded and quickly made his way over there.

      Their private bedroom was a part of the corner tower with its round walls and was full of light from the high-set windows and the glass panes of the double doors that led out onto the balcony. The glass makers had done a remarkable job. Dougal and Le-le had told them not to waste the first windows on them, but the glass makers had ignored them. They, like everyone else, saw the need to gift Dougal and his wolf —given the limitations his injury placed on his ability to roam outside—with a space that was open and full of light, allowing them to always feel like they were a part of what was going on outside when they weren’t in their Werewitch form with Le-le.

      The room was empty, so he headed straight to the balcony that lay on the other side of the glass and wood doors. The balcony had been built on the side of their room especially so that Dougal could easily get outside without having to go through the castle in his wheeled chair. A ramp led down from the side of the balcony, across the moat on that side, with paths that led to every part of the new Packlands so he didn’t feel cut off despite his inability to walk when not melded with Le-le in their Werewitch form.

      As he neared the doors he could see Le-le and Dougal by the low balustrade, holding hands while looking out over the sea. They were whispering to each other, leaning in close in that way of lovers when sharing intimacy.

      He stopped—they didn’t get time for many of these moments during the day and he wanted to give them the time they so obviously needed. He was glad for the small reprieve, because despite the fact he was desperately trying not to hear what they whispered to each other—Le-le had dropped the privacy wards obviously so he could enter the balcony—he couldn’t help but hear the words ‘vision’, ‘journey’ and ‘Cal’. It wasn’t much, but there was something about those words that made him reluctant to go out there and hear exactly what Le-le’s vision was about and what it had to do with him.

      So he stood where he was, staring out at the storm clouds over the violent sea that skirted their new Packlands.

      It was beautiful and mesmerising and something about it sang to his soul in the same way the loch and mountains of his old home once had.

      He breathed in deeply, the scent of the water and sea-spray that constantly lifted in the air soothing both him and his wolf. That scent, it made the world smell like it was always being renewed in the same way the forests of the mountains had always done. It was astonishing how quickly he had come to rely on it; rely on the way it lifted his spirits even when he was in the darkness of guilt and grief that thinking about his brother led to.

      ‘Cal. What are ye standing there like that for?’
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      ‘I was giving ye a moment together,’ he said, walking through the open doors and out onto the large expanse of balcony with its low wrap-around balustrade—low so that Dougal could see the scenery when in his wheeled chair.

      Le-le smiled gently at him as she waved her hand, raising the privacy wards once again so nobody could hear them—the magic tingled against his back. ‘That was very nice of you, my friend.’ She held her hands out to him and he couldn’t help but go over and take them, gripping them gently in his large ones.

      The comfort of her touch filled him as he stood looking down at her, even when her smile slipped and clouds of worry rolled into her gaze. ‘Thank you for coming so quickly.’

      ‘Of course,’ he said softly. ‘I will always come when ye and Dougal call.’

      Her smile flickered briefly. ‘I know. That is what makes this so difficult. I wish that I could ask someone else to do what I must ask of you, but I cannot.’

      Cal couldn’t help the tension that gripped him from making his muscles clench, but he made certain to keep the grip on her hands gentle—she was strong in so many ways, but when she wasn’t in the Werewitch form with Dougal, she still had the body of a witch and he could too easily snap her bones like twigs. And because he cared about her, he tried to act like her words weren’t affecting him negatively. He smiled and said, ‘What is it that ye must ask of me?’ His voice was a little quieter than usual, but he managed to fill it with warmth and friendship.

      Le-le’s gaze dropped from his—as if she was afraid to see what might be in his eyes when she spoke her request—and whispered, ‘I have to send you on a quest.’

      ‘I ken that is so.’

      Her gaze snapped up to his. ‘You know?’

      He nodded and forced himself to smile at her. ‘I heard ye say my name when I arrived and the words “vision” and “journey”. I gather ye have had a vision that means I must leave to go on a journey.’ Now he’d had time to digest it, his overriding emotion was relief it didn’t have anything to do with the Darkness.

      She nodded sadly. ‘I did. I-I have been having them for a while.’

      He jerked back. ‘What? Ye have? Why did ye say nought to me about them?’

      ‘I-I-I did not want to ask you to go,’ she said, her old shyness rearing its head as it did occasionally, making her drop her gaze from his once more. He cursed himself for pushing her, if momentarily, back into that place of shame and lack of confidence she’d lived in most of her life.

      Grasping her hands—aware of Dougal moving his chair closer to her so he could put his hand on her lower back, offering touch support in a way that was important to all Were, and to their mates—he said softly, ‘I am sorry. I didna mean to bark at ye like that. I was just shocked to hear ye were keeping something so important from me.’

      ‘Cal,’ Dougal said, shifting his chair a little so he could lean over and grip Cal’s arm. ‘Le-le kept it from ye because I asked her to.’

      ‘What? Why?’

      ‘That is not wholly true,’ Le-le said, looking down at her mate with admonishment tinged with her love for him. ‘You do not need to protect me from my responsibility in this moment.’

      ‘We made the decision together, so it is as much my fault as yers,’ Dougal said stubbornly.

      ‘We did make the decision together to keep this from Cal for as long as we could,’ Le-le agreed. ‘But I am the one with the visions which means I am the one with the responsibility to ensure they are followed and explored.’

      ‘But why did ye feel ye needed to keep something so important from me? If ye asked me to go on a quest, I would go.’ A horrible thought hit him. ‘Have ye needed me to go on a quest before now and not asked?’

      ‘Nae,’ Dougal said. ‘I needed my right hand here with me while we began the task of making these new lands ours. That was far more important than sending ye on any of the quests we have sent others on.’

      ‘I see. But now is different?”

      ‘Aye.’

      ‘Then why have ye kept it from me until now?’

      Le-le glanced down at her mate. Dougal nodded. She gave him a trembling smile and said without looking back up at Cal—obviously gaining strength from her mate’s gaze, ‘We know how you have been feeling about Bram and leaving him behind.’

      ‘Ye do?’ He thought he’d been successful in keeping those feelings to himself. He did not want to burden his friends with his worries—they had enough of their own.

      ‘Of course,’ Dougal said, rubbing his hand up and down his mate’s back. ‘Even if I couldna sense it through our link in the Packbond, Le-le is an empath. She felt yer distress the moment Bram refused to come with us and said what he said to ye. She has tried to help ye with those feelings since we left the MacCrae Packlands.’

      ‘Ye have been using yer magic on me?’ he asked, eyes widening. ‘I never felt it.’ Although, there was so much magic flying around here all the time as they built this land into a prosperous place for Were and witch to flourish, that was perhaps unsurprising.

      ‘Only when you were sleeping and the nightmares distressed you the most. Otherwise, we both mostly just agreed to keep you here and not send you off on any of the scouting trips or quests to find those we need to join us here. Until now.’

      He looked between them, fury at himself burning in his chest. ‘Ye have kept this news from me because of my feelings about Bram? But why? What do my feelings about Bram have to do with anything?’

      ‘Mo braithair,’ Dougal said, gripping his arm again. ‘We ken ye would have gone as soon as we asked ye to, even though ye had not done here what ye needed to do to make this a place Bram might want to stay. We also ken how it would have affected ye to go and leave the work to others. And we both felt yer need to be here if he came; yer need to be the one to welcome him and convince him to stay. We did no’ want to put ye in that position of leaving while worrying about yer brother. And believe me, if we could get away with not sending ye now, we would, even though, according to Morghanna, he is no closer to leaving Iain than he was before.’

      ‘Ye should never have done that. My feelings about my brother do not outweigh the needs of the pack—and if this vision indicates that going on this quest will benefit the pack, then ye should have sent me on it long before now.’

      ‘Yer feelings matter to us, and to the pack. And this vision, it was by no means certain, so we held off on telling ye.’ He sighed and looked away. ‘But last night Le-le’s vision changed. It gave her the information it had never given her before and made it quite clear that it was ye who had to go and find this Being.’

      ‘Then that is all I need to ken,’ he said as firmly as he could. He hadn’t lied when he said he’d go but they were right too—there was a large part of him that didn’t want to go because of Bram. He had to push that part aside though, because if his Alphas needed him, then he would do nought else but do as they bid. And if Bram did come while he was gone, he would trust that Dougal and Le-le and the other packmates with any influence over Bram would do their best to keep his brother here until he returned.

      Bram probably wouldn’t come though, so it was a pointless worry. He was ashamed that the worry had grown so large inside him that his best friends felt the need to protect him in the way they had.

      It was his role to protect and serve them, not the other way around. They had the rest of the pack to protect and serve. They shouldn’t have to worry about him.

      He straightened his shoulders and forced himself to ask, ‘What did ye see?’

      Le-le frowned deeply as she looked out to the horizon and the coming storm. He followed her gaze but could see nought of whatever she saw. ‘I am afraid I cannot tell you much. I have received more of a feeling than I have seen any clarity in the images. I cannot even tell you what this Being looks like. I have seen you there with it though. That is the only clear image I have to cling to—that you are there in a moment that counts for this Being. Other than that …’ She sighed and shrugged. ‘The visions have been so elusive. I think because this Being is elusive in ways we have so far not seen.’ She frowned more deeply, her eyes beginning to swirl in that way that always sent shivers cascading down Cal’s spine.

      ‘Elusive how?’

      She did not speak at first until Dougal reached out and grasped her hand. ‘What is it, mo ghrádh?’

      She shuddered and gripped his hand tightly. ‘I sense danger and death.’

      ‘Fer Cal?’ Dougal asked.

      ‘Yes … no …’ She rubbed her brow. ‘I do not know. But there is so much fear around this Being. Everything is clouded by it. Except the danger and death I sense.’

      ‘Is it safe to bring such a Being here then?’ Cal asked.

      ‘Perhaps not,’ she said softly, her voice sounding far away, almost lost in the whistling of the wind coming through the crevices that ran deep in the cliffs below the balcony. Only the fact Alpha tone rang firmly in her voice allowed him to hear her words clearly. ‘But despite that, I know we must bring this Being here, whatever they are. Their presence will be needed. It is essential to the pack’s future.’

      ‘Then I will find whoever—whatever—they are and bring them back here fer ye.’

      ‘Not for me.’ She looked down at Dougal. ‘For us.’ She looked from the horizon to where the growing village and fields could be seen to the right of them; to the entire pack and coven working there. ‘For all of us.’

      ‘Verra well. I will not stop the hunt until I find this Being and bring them back. Which direction am I to head in?’

      ‘South,’ Dougal said. ‘Le-le saw you journeying through the forests south of Hadrian’s Wall. You must cross near a township called Haltwhistle and then continue south past a village called Evan-on-the-Rye.’

      ‘I will find this Being near there?’

      Le-le nodded. ‘I am uncertain precisely where, but I think you will pick up a very different scent at that point and be able to follow it to the Being.’

      He nodded. ‘I will leave in the morn.’

      ‘No.’ Her hand shot out and grabbed his arm. ‘You must leave without delay. There will not even be time for goodbyes.’

      ‘Good.’ He didn’t really like goodbyes—he’d had too many in his life—so that was fine with him. He looked at Dougal. ‘Ye will reassign my duties to the other lieutenants and soldiers?’

      ‘I have already called them in. They should be here soon.’

      ‘Trent needed a word with me when I came up here, but I waved that I would see him after my meeting with ye.’

      ‘I will go talk to him myself once ye have gone. And arrange for others to finish digging the new well.’

      ‘Good.’ He nodded. ‘I will go now.’

      ‘Cal.’ Le-le’s fingers dug into his arm a little harder, stopping him from leaving. ‘Be careful. While the visions have been elusive, I do know from what I have felt that this Being has long been mistreated and misunderstood. Trust will not come easy. She will not come to us freely as others have done.’

      ‘She? I am looking fer a female?’

      Her frown deepened once more and she shuddered again, swaying as the gold in her eyes—a sign she was using the new powers she was still learning about—began to swirl faster and faster. ‘Yes. I did not see it before now, but … I am certain this Being is a female. Other than that …’ She shook her head and sighed in aggravation. ‘I cannot see clearly. I cannot get a full sense of her other than she is in danger. So much danger. And there is more to come. You need to go now. You need to help her. Only you can.’

      She shuddered again and then the swirling gold faded and her eyes returned to their usual startling gold-flecked amber. She sagged a little and Cal felt Dougal push some energy to her through their mating bond—something Cal could feel only because he was blood-bound to them both as well as being Packbound.

      She rallied almost immediately and reached out to cup Cal’s face with gentle hands. ‘Find her. Bring her home.’

      He took her hands from his face, holding onto them. ‘I promise ye, I will.’

      ‘Everything is ready fer yer journey,’ Dougal said solemnly. ‘I ordered Steele to be saddled and all the provisions ye will need to be packed. I included sword, bow and arrow as well given ye are going where ye might no’ be able to change into yer wolf to hunt or protect yerself.’

      Cal nodded. He, like all Were, had often had to move through human lands in the past, and he had trained in human weaponry and fighting because of this despite Iain’s insistence it was unnecessary. Their forebears hadn’t thought so and had always trained in human weaponry and he and Dougal had ensured all their lieutenants and soldiers were proficient in the use of such weapons as other Alphas, like Ioan McVale, did with their packs. The training also had the added bonus of helping to contain the wildness and fury inside them in the years before the Darkness was ousted by the Pact.

      Both he and Dougal had excelled at sword-work, archery and hand-to-hand combat. He missed being able to spar with his friend now Dougal was unable to walk—but that was a sorrow he did not allow himself to dwell on. Dougal did not feel sorry for himself and did not allow anyone else to do so either.

      Clasping Dougal’s hand in their braithair hold, he bent and gave his friend a backslapping hug, receiving the same in return. Then far more gently, he gave Le-le a hug and a kiss. ‘Say goodbye to everyone fer me, especially the little ones.’

      ‘I will. Travel safe.’

      ‘I will.’

      Without another word, he turned and headed back through their apartments and down the hallway that was his fastest route to the stables.

      As promised, his gelding, Steele—named for his great-grandfather—had been saddled and prepared with all the things he needed for his journey including a satchel full of clothes and packs with food, spices and equipment he’d need for cooking, and some grain for Steele. Given how far he would have to travel, he would need to buy more along the way. But Dougal had thought of that too. There was a bag of coin on top of the railing alongside where the weapons hung.

      He slung the bow and arrow over his back and attached the sword and scabbard to his belt.

      He mounted Steele and said, ‘It is time to go, laddie.’ He kicked Steele up and they trotted out of the stables and down the road that led to the south, past his packmates working on the foundations for new cottages and then past those working in the fields. A few waved at him and he waved back, but nobody tried to stop him or bid him goodbye—they were used to seeing packmates heading out on the hunt or quest.

      He was glad for it. Leaving was harder than he thought it might be and not simply because of his worries about missing Bram.

      As thunder rumbled over the sea to his left, he shivered, a sudden foreboding overtaking him. He must do his duty and go on this quest, but there was also a need to do so as soon as possible and return without delay. Something was coming, of that he was certain, and he needed to be here when it did.

      He kicked Steele into a canter along the road south, urgency riding him harder now than before. He must find this Being and bring her back here—or die in the trying.
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      Keighlie moaned as the horse came to a sudden stop, its bony shoulders jabbing into her bruised stomach and ribs. Before she could even lift her head to see where they were, the Inquisitor—her torturer, her tormentor, her jailer—gave her a shove, lifting her legs so she slipped headfirst off where she’d been held, stomach down over the horse’s withers.

      She tried to protect her head, wrapping her arms over it and curling her back as she fell, but the impact with the cold, hard ground still stole her breath.

      The pain though—it was like a flash of lightning in the creeping dark. It broke through the last of the drugs they’d used on her throughout her incarceration, the torture and the joke of a ‘trial’ they’d given her for being a witch or a changeling. Idiots couldn’t decide which she was and accused her of both even though witches and changelings were two entirely different magical creatures.

      She was neither.

      She never told them what she was though. She’d kept her mouth closed and hadn’t shown one ounce of the magic of her people—not a particularly difficult thing given her magic had always been spotty at best, but still something she held to herself as the one thing she could control. If they’d found out she was actually a Fae Shifter it would probably have brought her death faster giving her no opportunity to escape.

      Which she now had. If only she could make herself move. And breathe. Breathing would be good.

      As she sucked in a pained breath, she heard the Inquisitor dismount, his footsteps thumping on the ground towards her. By the Makers, she had to move and move now before he did whatever he planned to do. She tried to pull her change around her, but the drugs still fogged her mind just enough so that she couldn’t grasp a hold of the magic she needed to change into her fox form.

      He leaned over her, his breath fetid and moist as he whispered, ‘Can you hear me, devil-spawn? Now I will send you back to the hell you came from. Tell your master this is what happens to those he sends to do his work.’ Before she could respond, something hit her back, hard, making her cry out and jerk to try to get away.

      But he was faster than she was. Another blow rained down and another. Her ribs cracked at the third blow. She tried not to, but she cried out again as the wooden stick he used slammed into her hips then again on her back right near where her ribs were cracked.

      She tried to pull her change to her again, but the magic wouldn’t come to her call. She tried to roll away, but he followed, raining blows down in a fury the like of which she’d not seen him display before.

      He hadn’t hit her head so far, but he was working up to it, the blows coming closer to her shoulders. She lifted her arm to protect her head just as he brought the thick stick down. She screamed as her arm broke, the snap of it ringing out through the clearing.

      The pain … oh by the Makers! It was worse than anything before, but it did something inside her. It was as if it broke through a block of depression, pain and exhaustion, and shoved to the fore the pulsing need to live.

      With a roar, she changed. There was no thought in it, just impulse and the desire not to give in to this bastard’s intent to kill her. The next thing she knew she was standing before the Inquisitor, on four massive paws—well three. She couldn’t put weight on her broken leg. Spittle flew out of her mouth, landing on his embroidered tunic and cloak as she roared her fury at him. His eyes flared wide, panic and fear flashing there as he jibbered, ‘B-b-b-bear!’

      She looked down briefly and realised her paws, their claws, the fur of her legs were all those of a big, black bear. She wasn’t sure how she’d managed this change—she’d always been a bit rubbish at shifting into anything useful like the bear that had been her mother’s form of choice, mostly only ever being able to maintain the form of a small fox for any length of time. But right now the how didn’t matter. All that mattered was what she did with it.

      She lunged, swiping with her claws and cleaved him from chest to groin. He screamed as his guts spilled out. He would die a horribly painful death from such injuries. She should back away and leave him to it as he would have left her to die, beaten and broken beside the Dance of Fae Stones. But it wasn’t enough. The nature of the bear—and if truth be known, the part that was still her—wanted to see the light leave his eyes.

      She leapt at him, knocking him to the ground, her paws crushing his chest as they landed. Her broken leg screamed its pain at her, but she ignored it in the face of the sound of his ribs cracking, his breath gurgling. She roared her pleasure at those sounds, of the fear in his eyes as he realised his life was about to end—not the one he thought was going to end when he brought her here—before she dipped her head and sank her teeth into his throat.

      With one quick motion, she bit, pulled and eviscerated his jugular, his scream cut off with sharp certainty. Blood and flesh filled her mouth. She flicked her head and half his throat went flying across the clear space between the Stones, landing with a wet slap.

      She looked down at him.

      She’d killed him! She’d killed her accuser, her tormentor, her torturer. She’d saved herself against the odds. She’d almost given up; almost allowed the fact she’d failed to find her maman and sister to bring her low. Despite all that she’d saved herself when she thought herself too far gone to be able to do so.

      There was still a chance she could find and save her maman and sister from the evil of the men who’d killed the rest of her family. Men like this one who said they were purifying the land for God but all they were doing was bringing death and despair.

      Maman would be so proud.

      She couldn’t wait to tell her when she found them.

      The bear roared again, its fury, its wildness, pushing at her. The Inquisitor’s blood filled her mouth, his flesh caught in her teeth. The bear wanted to feast further, to rend the carcass to shreds. It wanted to⁠—

      Suddenly the change burst through her again and she was on two legs standing over the corpse; blood—his and hers—splattered all over her.

      She stared down at what remained of the man who’d meant to kill her. And instead of the wild furious pride that had shimmered through her only moments before, all she felt was sick. She gagged at the taste of the evil bastard’s blood in her mouth, the hot wetness of it running down her neck and across her naked breasts. It dripped, warm and sticky from her fingers.

      She stumbled sideways, away from the edge of the sacred Dance of Stones, and vomited up the blood and flesh the bear had swallowed. And kept vomiting until nothing but pungent, acidic bile burned her throat and filled her mouth. She had fallen to her knees at some stage, her broken arm cradled against her chest, the other supporting her on the ground as she heaved.

      Staring down at the puddle of muck in front of her, she scurried back, as if that movement could get her away from the memory of what she’d done.

      She would never forget what she’d done here. Wouldn’t forget the pride she’d felt at having defended herself. Wouldn’t forget what it was like to take a life.

      A horror. And also a relief because she was still here. Still breathing.

      Maybe breathing wasn’t quite the word for what she was doing though. Her breath was coming in pained stutters because of her broken ribs. Despite the pain of it, she tried to make her mind focus, to think past the horror of what had just happened, of what she’d almost done as the bear, and take some action.

      She had to get out of here. Not just because she needed to get away from the blood and gore and death, but because others would come.

      The Witch Hunter Inquisitor hadn’t been alone. He’d had acolytes. And the entire village behind him. He might have been stupid enough to decide he wanted to bring her here to kill her by himself, stupid enough to think she was still properly drugged. Stupid enough to think her still weak and unable to put up a fight. But that stupidity only gave her a small window of opportunity. Others would come looking when he didn’t return and she didn’t want to be anywhere in the vicinity when they did.

      She tried to push to her feet, but her entire body screamed with pain. What she’d been through in the last few weeks had been bad enough, but that final beating had created new bruises on top of old, had torn open cuts and broken enough bones that would make it very difficult for her to move with any kind of speed.

      She wasn’t even sure exactly which direction he’d brought her in or where she should head.

      On top of that, she needed something to eat and drink—she’d not been properly fed for days and had only drunk the water that had seeped through her cell walls when it rained.

      By the Makers, was she thirsty, her tongue thick and fuzzy.

      His horse still stood by the edge of the clearing. She remembered the sound of him drinking something on the way here. Probably ale or wine given the stench of his breath. But even those would be acceptable right now.

      She somehow managed to get to her feet and stumble over to the horse. Yes! There was a waterskin there. She freed it from the loop that tied it to the saddle—it was almost empty and smelled like honeyed Meade. There was enough for her to wash the taste of blood from her mouth and still be able to swallow a few mouthfuls.

      She threw the skin aside once she was done. The Meade roiled in her stomach, but she clamped her mouth shut and refused to let it back up again. Then she turned back to the horse. If she could manage to mount it, then she could get away from here with better haste than she could on her own two legs.

      She reached up to grab the saddle with her good hand, but the action pulled at her broken ribs, making her gasp and⁠—

      She bent over double and vomited again, bringing up the few mouthfuls of Meade and more bile. Pain spiked through her body, the action of heaving doing bad things to her broken ribs. Stars sparked in her eyes, darkness crept around the edges of her vision. She was going to pass out.

      She couldn’t pass out. Couldn’t allow herself to be found here, naked and vulnerable like this. She grabbed a hold of the stabbing pain and held onto it, the brightness of it pushing the fog of unconsciousness back. Even so, she couldn’t stop from falling to her hands and knees, crying out around the heaving sobs as her broken arm protested. The noise, or maybe the action of her falling, spooked the horse and it took off through the forest. ‘No. No!’ she cried weakly as she cradled her arm against her middle and watched it disappear between the trees.

      Tears poured down her face, but she tried not to let despair and panic take over. Despite the fact she was an eternal disappointment to her maman, she was her daughter. She was tough enough to get through this. She had to be.

      She breathed carefully and managed to push to her feet once more, using a tree trunk as support. As she turned, her gaze fell on the mangled corpse lying next to the Dance. The sight of it almost made her vomit again, but she managed to hold it in.

      She had to get away from here. Now.
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      Pushing away from the tree, she staggered across the clearing in the opposite direction from where the horse had fled—it was most likely heading for home.

      Halfway across the clearing, she had a sudden thought. The rough sack that had been her only form of covering for the last few weeks had been burned up in the change and she had no clothing to speak of. She couldn’t stumble around the forest naked and vulnerable. She should get the Inquisitor’s cloak. She should also try to take his boots.

      Just as she turned back towards the body, a fox skulked out of the undergrowth. It sniffed the air and scuttled across the clearing towards the body. It sniffed it tentatively and then dove forward and began to eat the entrails spilling out of the wound in the corpse’s stomach.

      She spun around before she could see more. She couldn’t go over there now. Not just because the fox might attack to protect its meal but because there was no way she would be able to move the body to get the cloak or boots off. She hadn’t thought about how big the man was, but he was much larger than either her papan or brother had been, and it had taken both her and her sister Brione to move them to their cremation piles. There was no way she could move the Inquisitor by herself, especially injured as she was.

      What was she going to do?

      Sounds of hungry snarling behind her had her eyes flaring. She glanced over her shoulder quickly. More foxes had joined the first and were eating their fill.

      A fox! She could turn into a fox. Not only was it the only form she’d never had too much trouble changing into, they were obviously native to this area so nobody would give her a second look if they happened to see her. And while the change wouldn’t do much to Heal her injuries—another thing she had never mastered—it would speed the Healing process along a little.

      She could stay as the fox for only a few days though before she had to shift back—she’d never been good at holding even that form for longer. But maybe that would give her enough time to get away from here to somewhere safe where she could steal a little food or find some water. And some clothing. She would need to find clothing within those few days because she’d need as long in human form to recover from the energy that would be used up maintaining the fox form and there was no way she could survive out here in human form without some clothing to keep her warm. Spring was here but it was unseasonably cold. Finding clothing was a must.

      After she’d found water.

      By the Makers, she was thirsty.

      She shook her head. No. She couldn’t think of her thirst right now. She had to concentrate on the shift into the fox. Changing into the small animal was her best bet for survival.

      She called the shift power to her, hoping it would come this time now the drugs had been completely burned away by her previous, unexpected change. Unlike when she had miraculously taken on the bear form, the magic came to her sluggishly, but slowly the prickle of it moved over her like a wave, and, picturing the little red fox, she thrust the image into the magic of her change along with all of her intent to be the fox once more.

      The magic grew slowly before flooding over her, through her. The start of the shift hit her like a punch as it always did—something her parents had always worried over as it wasn’t normal for one of her people to feel like that. It was followed quickly by a sensation like ants running under her skin—also not normal.

      She bent over double, suppressing a cry of pain, clutching at her stomach, her chest, her arm, the broken bones burning and stabbing as her molecules moved and changed. The change had never been comfortable but it was never like this. It must be because she was so badly injured and now the adrenaline that had shot through her when she turned into the bear was gone, she felt every single cut, bruise and broken bone anew.

      She wanted to scream as green light exploded out of her, but the light of the change was already like a beacon to anyone close by, she didn’t need to give anyone more of an indication she was here.

      So she held in the scream, clenching her jaw so tight she thought she might break her teeth, and rode the change, falling to her hands and knees as the shift reached its zenith. Then, with a final rushing burn as the green light of her power was sucked back into her, every molecule in her body changed. The light disappeared and she was left trembling and sweat-soaked, standing on four paws.

      She blinked rapidly, the sudden shift in her eyesight and perspective taking a moment to adjust to as it always did. The woods around her, the colours, all looked so different—more alive somehow. And the woods were soaked in scents and sounds that were far more muted to her regular Fae form.

      Ugh! The scent of blood and death was overwhelming. She had to get away before she vomited again—or worse, gave in to the fox’s driving instinct to join the other foxes and feed on the meat a few yards from where she stood.

      Despite the urgency to take off, she took a moment to test her broken leg. The pain that spiked through her was like a hot brand, telling her the change had barely done anything to knit the bones together. Holding the leg off the ground, she took off as fast as she could on three legs and multiple broken ribs.

      The pain wasn’t any better in this form, but at least she was warmer, the fur doing a lot to mitigate the shivering that had been aggravating her broken ribs. Papan had always said that despite all her struggles, she somehow managed to keep looking on the bright side. Him sounding proud about that had always been a light to her.

      She moved into the forest, holding onto that thought as she tried to keep a steady pace, pushing past the pain—and the grief that she would never hear Papan’s deep voice again as he tried to comfort her after another failure—moving west, going deeper into the woods.

      The trees became denser and the brush thickened, signs that humans did not come this way. Good. Now if she could only find water and maybe some food. And given she was the fox she could hunt down small vermin and, as long as she didn’t let her human side rise up too far, she would happily chow down on any animal she caught, blood and all. She’d done that many times before being captured as she’d searched for Maman and Brione. She never enjoyed eating like that—the taste of raw meat and blood really did revolt her—but it was sustaining and she wasn’t foolish enough to choose to starve rather than eat like the animal she now was.

      Of course, it would be much better if she could catch the small animals as the fox then change into her human form so she could cook her catch. But she couldn’t risk a fire anywhere close to here. And before she could do any of that she would have to find clothing.

      And water.

      Water was paramount.

      She was so thirsty. She couldn’t ignore the reality of that fact any longer. The bile had made her thirst even worse than it had been. The panting of exertion as she moved was quickly making it worse. She sniffed the air. There. Was that the scent of water? She wasn’t sure. There was no sound of trickling. But it was something.

      She turned, following her fox nose.

      She had no idea how far she’d gone when the sounds of rushing, falling water filtered through the trees and brush to her sharp fox ears. It was more to her left than she’d thought. She turned towards the sound, her thirst a ravening beast greater than the hunger gnawing at her stomach.

      Even so, she didn’t rush forward but pushed cautiously through the bracken and ferns until she stood at the edge of a large clearing. A sparkling pool of water sat against a fall of rocks, water gushing from a narrow stream above. Sunlight filtered through the tree branches far above her head, the light glistening on the surface of the water in a way that almost blinded her.

      The fresh tang of the water was so appealing. But still, despite the urgency of need pushing at her to race towards it, she crept forward in her three-legged hopping motion, scenting the air, checking for anything that her fox would deem a danger to her.

      There was a strange scent in the air, but it didn’t register as anything to worry about, so she continued forward.

      Despite her urgency to get to the water, she had to slow down. The ground was spongy and wet the closer she got to the pool, with grass giving way to thick lichen and moss. The slipperiness of it was a danger to her even on four good legs. But on three, hop-limping the way she was? She forced herself to move with even more caution, but the moss and the angle of the embankment as it sloped towards the pond, not to mention her awkward gate, had her slipping and sliding across the surface in moments.

      She tried to control the slide, but it seemed to make it worse. Without thinking, she pushed down on her front legs—pain tore through her from her broken one. A scream erupted from her throat and she unbalanced as she pulled her leg back towards her body with a jerk.

      She fell, tumbling onto her side, the pain of the fall on her broken ribs stealing her breath. Trying to suck in air now too, she slid uncontrollably towards the pond. Shit, shit. She was going to get a dunking. Thankfully her fox did know how to swim, although, how it would do with a broken front leg, she had no idea.

      By the Makers! Was she to have survived the hell she’d been through only to drown in this pool in the middle of unknown woods? It couldn’t be her end. It just couldn’t. She still had to find Maman and Brione. She still⁠—

      She hit the edge and braced for the impact with the water, holding her breath.

      A large pair of hands scooped her up in mid-flight and she was suddenly being held against a very wet—and very large and muscled—male chest.

      Shocked, she lost control over her form and began to shift, green light flooding out of her, her entire body jerking and shuddering violently.

      The man didn’t drop her as she expected but kept his grip—gentle and sure—even as her molecules shifted painfully back into her human form.

      His grip adjusted as the change finished, and she found herself cradled in his arms, horrifyingly aware of her naked skin against his.

      He chuckled and said in a thick brogue, ‘Well, well. What have we got here?’

      She looked up into eyes of emerald green flecked with glowing amber—so beautiful it made her catch her breath. Her ribs protested the intake of breath and shrieked in pain. The spike of agony had her mind clearing again. A man was holding onto her! A stranger. A big stranger. Why on earth hadn’t she scented him here.

      Holy Hells. And he’d seen her change!

      She began to thrash in his arms, trying to get away, lashing out with her fingernails, trying to scratch at his face.

      ‘Whoa there, little fox,’ he said in his thick brogue, trying to capture her hands with one of his large ones. Unfortunately, he grasped right where her arm was broken.

      She screamed and thrashed harder.

      ‘Stop, stop. I dinna want to drop ye in the water,’ he said, letting go of her arm to hold her more tightly around her body—the action squeezed her ribs.

      They cracked loudly, the break worsening. The agony of it took her breath, taking her ability to scream, to fight.

      It was the last straw. Her body could take no more. Unconsciousness rose to claim her with a certainty there was no fighting, no matter how hard she tried.

      The last thing she heard was his apology. He sounded truly sorry and concerned. The strangeness of that followed her into the dark.
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      Callum took in another deep breath, nostrils twitching at the strange scent of the woman in his arms.

      A woman who had been a fox only moments before. He’d never come across a Werefox before—they were very rare and usually only found in Europe. Although, from what he was smelling, he didn’t think she was Werefox. In fact, he didn’t think her a Were at all. If he was right and could trust his senses, this woman was of the Fae.

      But that couldn’t be right. The Fae hadn’t been seen in this land for centuries. In fact it had been so long they had virtually passed into the realms of myth and legend.

      His senses though … they were screaming at him it was true. And he had learned to trust his senses. All of his senses, even the one nobody spoke of.

      Being Hunter-born, his senses were already more heightened than other Were. But the thing that was in his family blood, that enabled his brother Bram to see spirits, gave him a different type of sensitivity.

      A sensitivity that not only allowed him to track down wild and dangerous Were using sight and hearing and scent as other Hunter-born did but allowed him to track them through the emotions he could feel so clearly in every sentient being he’d ever met.

      Including this fox-woman.

      Normally he tried to block this ability as his brother did his ability to see spirits. He thought it intrusive and, often, overwhelming. He only used it on the few Hunts he’d been on for rabid Were, because capturing them before they hurt or killed anyone was more important than him feeling overwhelmed.

      But the ability broke through the blocks he put up and rushed to the fore, sensing this woman and her emotions in a way he’d rarely chose to sense anyone.

      He gasped as sensations washed over him, through him and for a moment, he struggled to regain control. But when he did, he didn’t cut off the sensations like he normally would. If he could figure out more about her, then he might be able to help her. So allowing a little slither of his empathy out, he touched her with his ability and …

      Her emotions were like nothing he had ever felt before. There was a strangeness to them that had him frowning down at her. It was like they were … caged? A part of her and yet kept separate. Although, that wasn’t quite right either because there was a familiarity to them. He wasn’t wrong in reading confusion, fear and pain in her but those feelings were shot through a frisson of something … alien.

      His eyes widened.

      His senses were right. She was Fae. Improbably Fae.

      All Were, during their training and education, were taken to the places where the Fae had come through in the past—Dances, places where Hawthorn trees grew and fairy mounds—to breathe in the unusual scent of them that still pervaded those places even though they hadn’t been seen for so long.

      There was a scent about her that reminded him of what he’d smelled at the Dance near the MacCrae Packlands, although it was far more intense on her and layered with other elements it was difficult to pin down—the strong scents of the heated spring water rising all around them certainly didn’t help. But that scent at the Dance—it was one he’d never forget.

      She was Fae.

      And she could be dangerous depending on what kind she was if the lore was correct.

      It was difficult to tell what kind though. Many High Fae had the ability to shift form. Although, they had pointed ears and sharp features which she didn’t. That made her presence here even more improbable because if their lore was right, it was mostly the High Fae who had visited in the past. It would be good if she wasn’t High Fae—the lore was clear that they couldn’t be trusted.

      Bloody blue-balls! He truly wished she was a Werefox. He would far rather be faced with one of their secretive and untrusting race than have to face what it meant that one of the Fae was here. Now.

      He was ill-equipped to deal with this. He had never travelled out of the boundary of Scotland before and so had little experience of what else might
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
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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
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