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      Chapter 1



Sawyer





    

    
      Get the hell out!” 

I dodged the red-bottomed heel flying toward my head and said, “You do know this is technically my place, right?”

Zoey’s blue eyes blazed with fire as she chucked another stiletto at me. This one I caught as my phone vibrated in my pocket for the dozenth time.

“My name would be on the condo too if we were mated!”

I let out a deep sigh as I set the expensive shoe on the console table. “Do we have to do this right now? You know I have to leave.”

In fact, I was supposed to be on the road thirty minutes ago. My phone started ringing again, and I knew Mason was pissed, but if I answered, Zoey would go nuclear. I’d seen it in the past and I was still paying off the damage from the last time.

“Of course you have to leave! You always have to leave,” she yelled, breaking me out of my thoughts.

I sighed again. “This is why it’s not a good time for a ceremony. We’re on the road too much.”

“Declan made it work with his mate.”

“Declan only played a few shows after he met his mate. Then he quit the band,” I spat, my gut clenching at having to say those words out loud.

I took a deep breath and reminded myself he said he’d be back. He said this break wasn’t forever.

“And besides,” I continued through gritted teeth. “Willow is his fated mate. That changes everything.”

The room got quiet, and I knew I’d said the wrong thing. Before I could take it back, Zoey exploded.

“Oh! So, since I’m not your fated mate, that means I’m not good enough for you?”

“That’s not what I—”

“You know, most people never meet their fated mate, Sawyer. Not everyone can have the perfect life your parents have.”

I knew Zoey came from a broken home full of drug abuse and neglect, but we never really talked about it. In fact, during the two years we’d been together, the topic of her family had only come up once or twice. We’d spent a few holidays with my parents, but she usually had some excuse to bail.

I shook my head as I patted my pockets to make sure I had all the essentials. “I’m not talking about meeting my fated mate, I’m just saying there’s a reason Declan and Willow got mated so soon.”

“Okay, but it’s been two years, Sawyer. We’ve been together for two years, and you won’t even talk about setting a date for a ceremony.”

I grit my teeth and turned away, unable to look into her pitiful blue eyes anymore. She was right, of course. I’d been dragging my feet for a while, but something just didn’t feel right. There was this tiny voice in the back of my head that said she wasn’t the one. That this wasn’t the right move to make.

Truth was, that voice had been growing louder for months.

I ignored it at first, but that was getting harder and harder by the day. I even took this past week off and spent every moment I could with her, hoping to fix whatever was broken between us, but it didn’t work. Instead, we just fought more, and I spent my time counting down the minutes until I could leave again.

“Hello?” Zoey snapped, and my gaze jumped back to hers.

“What?”

She rolled her eyes and laughed as my phone began to ring again. “You know what? Never mind.” Zoey turned to walk away as I tried to ignore my vibrating pocket. “You can answer your phone and send Chris in when you leave.”

“Chris?” I called after her. “Since when do you need a bodyguard at home?”

I’d hired her a security detail about six months ago after the incident. Apparently a fan of the band recognized her while she was getting her nails done and walked over to say hi. From then on Zoey insisted it wasn’t safe for her to be in public alone and forced me to hire the beefy werewolf guard.

“I don’t like to be alone at night. It’s not safe,” she responded as she rounded the corner and walked out of sight.

I barely held back an eyeroll. This place had top of the line security, and she knew it. With a huff, I shook my head and pulled open the door to find Chris waiting right outside. I eyed the thick werewolf and tried not to scoff at the tank top he had on even though it was winter.

Sure, we didn’t feel the cold as much as a human would, but we usually tried to blend in.

“Hey,” I said as my phone started ringing again. “Zoey said you can go in.”

Chris saluted me as I walked past him. “Okay, boss. Have a good trip.”

“Thanks,” I muttered as I finally pulled the buzzing cell out of my pocket.

Of course, it was Mason, and I took a deep breath before answering. I didn’t even get a chance to greet him before he started yelling.

“You were supposed to be at the bus by seven, Sawyer! Seven! Not seven-fifteen. Not seven-thirty. Seven.”

I squeezed my eyes closed as I stepped into the elevator. “I know. I know. I’m sorry. Zoey wouldn’t—”

“I don’t wanna hear about your girlfriend right now, Sawyer. Just tell me you’re headed back to the city.”

I nodded and stood up straighter. “I’m on my way downstairs right now. I’ll be on the road in five minutes.”

He blew out a deep breath, and I knew the worst was over. “Good. Go right to the airport. I already have Frankie booked on a jet to Chicago.”

I unlocked my car and got in. “Who the hell is Frankie?”

Mason sighed. “Our new rhythm guitarist.” Before I could say anything he spoke again. “If you didn’t have your head up Zoey’s ass all week, you’d know we had auditions and found Declan’s replacement.”

I swallowed hard as those words rang through my head. Mason didn’t seem to notice the hole they left in their wake.

“Can you be there by nine?” he asked, his tone businesslike again.

I glanced at the clock on my dash. “Yeah. That shouldn’t be a problem.”

Mason sighed. “Okay. Text me when you get there. We have a show tomorrow night and press all day before that. I need you to make that flight.”

“I got it, Mason. Don’t worry, I’m on my way now.”

We hung up, and I let the quiet sound of the car’s engine drown out all the hectic energy in my head. 

I hated fighting with Zoey, but it seemed to be happening more and more lately. I wasn’t sure why things had been so difficult between us, but it was draining.

Maybe I should give in. 

Maybe I should finally ask my parents to borrow their old Mulberry silk and just get it over with.

Zoey would make a good mate. She was funny, and beautiful, and she usually kept the condo pretty clean. Mating her wouldn’t be so bad.

But even I could hear the lies I was telling.

Being with Zoey used to make sense. When I was only twenty-five and playing house sounded like fun, she was the perfect girl.

Now with the permanence of a ceremony looming, this wasn’t fun anymore. Which meant I had to have a long and awful conversation with her sometime in my future. 

Luckily for me, we would be on the road for a few weeks so I could worry about that problem later.

The traffic was light, and I made it to the airport with plenty of time to spare. I shot Mason a quick text as I parked my car in the private lot and wandered inside. After asking a few questions, I found the jet Mason had booked for us and climbed on board.

A stewardess greeted me with a flute of champagne that I took with a grimace. The shit was too bubbly for me.

As I made my way onto the plane, I found a tattooed werewolf sitting in one of the beige leather seats. I fixed a smile on my face and reminded myself this dude wasn’t replacing Declan.

“Hey, man,” I said and clapped him on the back as I took a seat nearby. “Mason said your name was Frankie. I’m Sawyer. It’s nice to meet you.”

“I don’t—”

“Yeah, sorry about that. I should have been at the auditions with the other guys, but I got held up with my girl.” I let out a deep breath and ran a rough hand down my face. “I’m sure you know how that goes.”

Frankie laughed. “Hell yeah, I do.”

I shot him a small smile as I downed the nasty champagne. He laughed at my grimace, and I tried to make myself relax with him. 

“Anyway, I’m the bassist. You probably already met my brother Walker. He’s the drummer.”

“I’m not sure—”

“That’s okay. There’s a lot of us. You don’t need to memorize all our names already,” I said with a wave of my hand. 

The stewardess waltzed past us, and I smirked as Frankie watched her go. I would have laughed at his blatant reaction to the flight attendant, but at the same time, my gut started to churn. 

Like most werewolves, I wasn’t the biggest fan of flying, but I’d never felt this kind of rumbling in my stomach before. It was like I could tell something was coming, but I didn’t know what.

I shook my head and turned back to Frankie. “You must be familiar with our music if Mason’s flying you out to play tomorrow night.”

Frankie laughed and held up his hands. “Oh no—”

“Don’t worry, I’m not gonna quiz you.”

He laughed again as the stewardess returned, and my gut twisted harder. This time she wasn’t alone, and I felt every organ in my body freeze as I got a look at the newcomer.

Her long legs were wrapped in fishnet stockings and her mini skirt barely covered her ass, but it was the look in her eyes that stole my fucking breath. 

Never in my life had I ever seen such deep, dark eyes. And as they swung my way, I took a sharp inhale and held it.

“Here’s our last passenger,” the stewardess announced with a wave at the other woman. “Frannie, right?”

The woman shook her head fast, black hair whipping across her face. “It’s Frankie,” she said, her voice soft but firm in a way that told me not to call her Frannie.

My mouth fell open with a gasp. “You’re Frankie?”

The woman met my gaze with a narrow look. “Yes?”

I turned back to the tattooed man as he stood with a laugh. “Guess I should get this show on the road, huh?”

“Can I get you anything, Captain?” the stewardess called after him.

“Captain?” I repeated.

The man turned around and winked at me before shoving his massive frame into the pilot’s chair. “Buckle up back there. We’re leavin’ in five.”

Frankie’s heart thumped so hard I figured even the human stewardess could hear it.

“Take your seat,” she called as she hurried away from us.

Frankie stood there as still as a statue, only her eyes moving as they darted around the cabin. That churning in my gut was even more intense than before but now it was laced with this anxiety that didn’t make sense.

The flight attendant closed the door up front and Frankie jumped in place.

“I… uh… think you should sit down,” I said with a nod toward the chair opposite me.

Frankie was still frozen in place until she shook her head hard. “I don’t think I can do this,” she said, her voice cracking with emotion.

“Do what?”

She whipped her head back and forth again before she looked toward the door. “I can’t do this,” she said again. “I need to go.”

Frankie took one step toward the exit before I reached for her hand. I’m not sure what made me do it, but the moment I touched her soft skin, the rumbling in my stomach went away, and I almost sighed in relief.

She stared down at my fingers wrapped around hers before those dark eyes swung to mine again. Before she could say anything, I started speaking.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to go,” she said again, the fear starting to creep back onto her features. “I can’t do this.”

“Have you flown before?”

She shook her head again, and my chest tightened at the lost look on her face. “No,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “And I hate heights.”

I gave a little tug on her hand, and she took one step back toward me. “I know it’s not natural for us,” I murmured, making sure the human flight attendant didn’t overhear. “But it really is a safe form of travel.” I could see my words weren’t convincing her, so I tried another tactic. “And, if you’re joining the band, you’ll have to get used to flying.”

Her eyes widened as they met mine again.

“We usually use the bus when we’re touring, but if we have a press appearance somewhere far away, Mason books us a flight.”

Frankie watched me for a long second before she shook her head and turned away. “Okay, then I quit.”

I laughed and tugged on her hand again. “You can’t quit.”

“Why not?”

“Because you’re obviously good if you’ve made it this far, and if you’re that good, it means you give a shit about music.”

Frankie pursed her red lips as she watched me. I could see my words were starting to make their way through the haze of fear in her head, so I kept going.

“The band is doing big things right now, and this is a great opportunity. You can’t blow it just ‘cause you’re scared to fly.”

Her dark eyes darted between mine like she was reading me. I felt so exposed in that moment, but I didn’t look away, and I didn’t back down. I let her see me.

“Listen,” I said as I pulled her a little closer. “I’ll be with you the whole flight, okay? I’m not gonna leave your side.”

Frankie pressed her full lips together, and I did my best not to look at them, but they were so fucking tempting. Finally, she let out a deep breath and nodded. 

“Okay,” she whispered as she took a step toward me. “Okay.”

Instead of taking the seat I’d pointed out earlier, she sat down right next to me. I watched as she buckled her belt and folded her legs beneath her. When she was settled she held out one of her soft hands.

“If I’m going to get through this, you’re going to need to hold my hand,” she said.

I chuckled and pressed my palm against hers. “I can do that.”

    

  

    
      Chapter 2



Frankie





    

    
      I’m Sawyer, by the way.” 

I squeezed my eyes closed as the plane started to move, but my lips still curled with a small smile. “I know who you are.”

He was quiet for a moment before he chuckled. “I don’t know why I didn’t expect that.”

I shrugged, my eyes still squeezed closed as I felt the jet maneuver down the runway. “I don’t know either. You’re the bassist for the biggest band in the world. Everyone knows who you are.”

Sawyer laughed harder this time. “No. Everyone knows who Phase is, but no one ever knows who the bassist is.”

I shrugged again and squeezed his hand as the plane started to move faster. “I always pay attention to the bassists,” I said before I could stop myself.

When I realized my mistake, I pressed my lips together hard and hoped he wouldn’t ask me to elaborate.

Of course, that was in vain.

“Why?”

I blew out a deep breath and finally pried my eyelids open. If I was going to make an ass out of myself, I might as well do it with some dignity.

“Because they always have the biggest hands,” I admitted.

Sawyer stared at me silently for a moment before he spoke again. “Big hands?”

I nodded and finally had to look away. “There’s a lot you can do with a pair of big hands.”

He made a noise that was somewhere between a cough and a laugh before he answered, “Oh, I know.”

Shivers raced up and down my body as my belly twisted deep inside me, and the plane made a turn. Anticipation filled the air as it came to a stop for a moment and then started moving again, faster this time.

I slammed my lids closed and gripped Sawyer’s hand as the jet raced down the runway. Every bump in the road made my heart skip a beat as the sweat started to collect on my forehead. The engine’s roar filled my ears, and my whole body began to shake.

“Hey,” Sawyer said as he leaned closer to me. “It’s okay. This is normal.”

I shook my head hard. “It is not normal to be going this fast in a tin can.”

He chuckled and squeezed my hand harder. “It’s okay. The cool part is about to happen.”

I cracked one eye open to stare at him. “There’s a cool part?”

He nodded, his gaze bright with excitement. “Yeah. We’re about to fly.”

I shook my head and squeezed my lids closed again. “You’re obviously unwell.”

Sawyer’s loud laugh echoed through the small plane, and the sound was so beautiful, I felt some of the knots loosening in my stomach. 

But then we were tipped backward as the plane left the ground, and all the good feelings evaporated. A startled squeak slipped from my lips as I gripped Sawyer’s hand and dug my face into his bicep.

“It’s okay, Frankie. I got you,” he murmured.

I pressed my lips together hard and worked on taking slow, even breaths through my nose as the plane continued to soar higher. My ears popped, and the cabin seemed to get even louder before the plane dipped.

I screamed and clawed at Sawyer’s shirt, trying to get as close to him as possible. Realistically I knew if this plane was crashing, draping myself across his lap wouldn’t help, but something about his presence felt safe, and I didn’t want to fight that in this moment.

“It’s okay,” Sawyer said again, his voice closer this time as I felt the plane continue to rise. “That happens sometimes.”

“The plane falls from the sky sometimes?” I shot back.

He chuckled. “We’re not falling. It was just a little dip. It happens sometimes on the way up.”

I shook my head and buried my nose in his chest. If we were about to die in a fiery crash or fall thousands of feet to our death, I didn’t want to see it coming.

Sawyer laughed again and cupped the back of my head with his big hand. “I promise we’re gonna be okay. If nothing else, you can guarantee Mason would only ever book the safest plane and hire the best pilot. He can’t afford to lose us both.”

“Accidents still happen,” I reminded him.

Sawyer sighed and rubbed my head. He was probably about to say something else, but the whole plane began to shake, and I screamed again.

“What’s happening?” I yelled as I pulled him even closer.

“It’s just turbulence. We’re flying through a cloud.”

“Clouds are fluffy!” I screamed as the cabin continued to rumble and my stomach twisted so hard I thought I’d be sick.

He snorted but didn’t fight me as I held him tighter. I squeezed my eyes closed and ground my teeth together as tears filled my eyes. Sawyer must have smelled the salt water because he wrapped his arms around me.

“Please don’t cry. We’re almost there. You just need to hold on another few minutes.”

I shook my head, wetting his shirt with my tears, but couldn’t make a sound. My lungs were paralyzed with fear as I waited for the death I knew was inevitable.

But, instead of the demise I thought was coming, the plane slowly straightened out and stopped shaking. I sat there frozen for a moment as I waited to see what happened next. 

A soft beep sounded through the cabin and Sawyer sighed. “See? We’re already at cruising altitude. We can take our belts off now.”

I stayed wrapped around him for another long second before the embarrassment started to creep into my system. Here was a man I’d just met, a new coworker no less, and I’d practically crawled into his lap during takeoff.

With a nervous giggle, I pulled away from him and sat back in my own seat. “I think I’ll keep mine on,” I said as I let the curtain of my black hair fall between us.

“Suit yourself,” as he unclipped his buckle. “I’m gonna go see if the stewardess has some cards.”

“Cards?” I repeated, curiosity forcing me to meet his gaze again.

Sawyer nodded as he stood. “Yeah. We’ve got an hour to kill, and I wanna play some rummy.”

“Rummy?” I said, sounding like an idiotic parrot.

“Yep. Do you play?”

“It’s been years. I’m not sure I even remember how.”

He shrugged. “That’s fine. We’ll play by my rules. I’ll be right back.”

My heart thundered in my throat as I watched my safety raft walk away, but thankfully, he never left my sight. Soon he was sitting in the seat across from me with a table pulled up between us dealing the first round cards.

The hour and a half flight seemed to fly by as Sawyer quizzed me on my knowledge of their music.

“I can’t believe you remember that song,” he said with a shake of his head.

I shrugged as I played a card. “Invisible Ink was amazing. It doesn’t matter that it sounds like it was originally recorded on a cassette tape.”

Sawyer’s head fell back with a loud laugh, and every single part of my body seemed to warm. “Yeah, we did that one in Theo’s basement on his old computer. It was really not our best work.”

“No, but it is one of your best songs.”

My eyes were on the game between us, so I didn’t realize he’d been staring at me the whole time until I looked up to see why he wasn’t playing.

His bright blue eyes were fixed on me, their depths swirling with an emotion I couldn’t name. Finally, he licked his lips and smiled. “I wrote that one, actually.”

My eyebrows flew up as my mouth fell open. “Really? I never see your name credited on your newer stuff.”

It was Sawyer’s turn to look surprised. “You really know a lot about us, huh?”

My cheeks heated with a blush as I struggled to hold his gaze. “You guys have great music,” I said with another shrug. “When I find a band or musician I like, I’m all in. I’ll hunt down every piece of music they’ve ever released and memorize it all.”

Sawyer was still watching me with that peculiar look in his eyes that I didn’t know what to do with. Finally, I had to turn away.

“I dunno. Maybe that’s weird.”

“Not at all,” he said immediately, and I had to meet his gaze again. “I think that’s cool as hell. Who else do you have stored up there?” he asked, gesturing toward my head.

“Uh,” I said as I got lost in his ocean-colored eyes. “Taylor Swift?”

He chuckled and my eyes darted to his mouth instead. “Solid,” he said. “Is that it?”

I shook my head. “Um. Ed Sheeran?”

Sawyer laughed harder. “Are you askin’ me or tellin’ me?”

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves and licked my lips. “I’m telling you. Taylor Swift, Ed Sheeran, Old Dominion, Little Big Town, Sam Hunt, Lady Antebellum. I’ve memorized all their catalogues. There are more, but that’s all I can think of right now.”

I didn’t mention he was the reason I was having trouble thinking.

Sawyer smiled as he finally ripped his eyes off me and started playing again. “That’s a lot of music to remember.”

“Well, when you’ve got the time,” I muttered, the old indignation flaring in my veins.

Sawyer looked up at me with a frown. “Huh?”

My eyes went wide as I realized I’d divulged too much again. “Uh,” I said, stalling for time.

There was no way in hell I was telling Sawyer Crawford I spent two years in werewolf prison.

Thankfully, before I had to answer, a soft bell sound rang through the cabin and the pilot started talking over the loudspeaker.

“Get those belts back on. We’re about to reach Chicago.”

My stomach leapt again as the plane dipped and all the fear I’d somehow forgotten about raced back.

“Holy shit,” I squeaked as my shaking hands reached for the still-fastened belt.

Sawyer gathered the cards and stowed the table at a leisurely pace while I watched him through wide eyes. 

“You need to get your seatbelt on!” I hissed as the plane dipped again and my stomach was launched at the back of my throat.

Sawyer waved a hand as he finally took a seat next to me and fastened the buckle. “We’ve still got a ways to go.”

That was not what I wanted to hear.

I turned to look out the window, but everything was still so far away it just made me realize how long we’d have to fall if this thing went south.

“I’m sorry,” I said through gritted teeth as I closed my eyes and blindly reached for him. “I know this is weird, but I need to hang onto you.”

Sawyer chuckled and wrapped his long fingers around mine. “It’s okay,” he murmured. “I like holding your hand.”

My heart thundered for an entirely different reason now, but before I could say something stupid, the plane started shaking. A gasp rang through the cabin, and it took me a moment to realize it came from me.

“It’s okay,” Sawyer said softly, his voice so close I could feel his breath on my ear. “It’s just some more turbulence. We’ll be out of it soon.”

I grit my teeth hard and nodded but couldn’t force any words past my frozen lips. Terror raced through my veins as my stomach floated somewhere near my lungs and every muscle in my body tensed.

The plane dipped again, and I thought I’d be sick.

“Just breathe,” Sawyer said as he switched the hand that held mine and wrapped his free arm around my shoulders. “It’ll only be a few more minutes. You can do this.”

I nodded again, but I didn’t believe either of us. We were all going to die. I was sure of it.

“Look,” Sawyer said. “You can see the buildings and the lake now.”

I cracked open a lid to glance out the window but slammed it closed again a second later. “We’re still too high up to survive a crash.”

Sawyer laughed hard and squeezed my shoulders. The warmth of his body was somehow thawing the ice in my extremities, and for the first time, I thought I might actually survive this.

“Look now,” he said a few moments later. “We could probably survive now.”

I took another quick peek and shook my head. “I don’t think so. If we break all our limbs jumping from the plane, we won’t be able to run away when the jet fuel ignites and sets everything ablaze.”

Sawyer was quiet for a moment before he chuckled again. “You have a really active imagination.”

I nodded but kept my eyes squeezed closed. “It’s especially bad when I’m scared.”

He snorted softly in my ear. “Well, there’s no reason to be scared anymore. We would for sure survive a crash at this height.”

My heart leapt with hope as I took another look out the window. I could see individual street signs and even identify the people inside the cars. It seemed likely at this point, that if an engine were to blow we could safely jump from this height and survive.

Now I just had to hope the plane didn’t crash on landing.

I squeezed my eyes closed again and turned away from the window. Sawyer’s big chest was only inches away, and I couldn’t resist burying my nose in his firm muscles and breathing in his warm scent.

“Tell me when it’s over,” I muttered into his shirt.

Sawyer laughed and tightened his arm around my shoulders. “It’s almost over.”

“Please don’t word it like that,” I said between gritted teeth.

He chuckled again. “We’re really close now.”

I blew out a deep breath and pressed into him harder. Time seemed to stand still as the plane’s engine growled in my ears, and I waited for what came next.

Finally, the jet’s wheels slammed onto the runway, and I screamed as the whole cabin shook violently. Sawyer held me tighter and whispered reassuring words in my ear as the shaking finally stopped, and the plane slowed its speed.

My muscles were still taught, and my jaw was still clamped shut when the pilot came over the intercom again. 

“We’re here!” he announced. “Keep yourselves buckled until I turn off the sign in a couple minutes.”

It was that moment I realized I’d actually done it. I’d made it.

“I’m alive,” I accidentally said out loud.

Sawyer laughed as he squeezed me one more time, and I figured I should probably peel my body off his. But as I moved to pull away, he didn’t let go of me. In fact, he seemed to be holding me tighter than before.

When I looked up into his blue eyes, they blazed with fire, and I felt the breath catch in my lungs. Sawyer stared at me for so long, I started getting dizzy from lack of oxygen.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he finally said.

All the air rushed out of my body as I sat there staring up at him. I didn’t know what to say to that, but every instinct in my body was pushing me toward him. Like he was a planet, and I was stuck in his gravitational pull.

When his gaze darted to my lips, I knew he was going to kiss me. My toes curled in anticipation as my eyes drifted closed. I took deep, even breaths as I waited to feel his lips on mine.

When the plane came to a stop, and the door was opened, but he still hadn’t made a move, I cracked one lid open. Sawyer was staring at me, the expression on his face not full of heat anymore, but regret.

“I can’t do this,” he muttered before he pulled away and stood up.

My chest ached as I watched him practically run down the aisle and disappear through the open doorway. I sat there for a minute trying to understand what happened.

Was there something wrong?

Did I do something he didn’t like?

Before I could attempt to answer any of those questions, a phone started to buzz, and it wasn’t mine. With a quick search, I found an unfamiliar cell vibrating on the seat Sawyer used while we played cards. I figured it had to be his, so I stood up and reached for it.

But the moment I got a look at the screen, I froze.

Flashing across the phone was a single word and a nine-digit number. It said Girlfriend, and I knew what that meant.

Knew exactly how this happened and how fucking stupid I’d been.

Sawyer Crawford was not single, and I was already off to a bad start in this band.

    

  

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table Of Contents


    
      		Full Page Image


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Chapter 1


      		Chapter 2


      		Chapter 3


      		Chapter 4


      		Chapter 5


      		Chapter 6


      		Chapter 7


      		Chapter 8


      		Chapter 9


      		Chapter 10


      		Chapter 11


      		Chapter 12


      		Chapter 13


      		Chapter 14


      		Chapter 15


      		Chapter 16


      		Chapter 17


      		Chapter 18


      		Chapter 19


      		Chapter 20


      		Epilogue


      		More from Heather MacKinnon


      		About the Author


    


  
  
    
      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Epilogue


      		More from Heather MacKinnon


      		About the Author


    


  


OEBPS/images/Shift_4_compressed.jpg
D

Sourvern fereworr Rocksriar Serres

BOOK TWO

HEATHER MACKINNON





Copyright (c) 2010, Kimberly Geswein (kimberlygeswein.com)



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




Copyright 2011 The Alegreya Project Authors (https://github.com/huertatipografica/Alegreya)



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

http://scripts.sil.org/OFL





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.






Copyright 2020 The Domine Project Authors (https://github.com/googlefonts/domine)

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Rodrigo Fuenzalida (www.rfuenzalida.com|hello@rfuenzalida.com),

Copyright (c) 2012, Brenda Gallo (gbrenda1987@gmail.com), with Reserved Font Name Domine.



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.

This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:

https://openfontlicense.org





-----------------------------------------------------------

SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007

-----------------------------------------------------------



PREAMBLE

The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide

development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation

efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and

open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership

with others.



The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and

redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The

fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 

redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved

names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,

however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The

requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply

to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.



DEFINITIONS

"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright

Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may

include source files, build scripts and documentation.



"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the

copyright statement(s).



"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as

distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).



"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,

or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the

Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a

new environment.



"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical

writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.



PERMISSION & CONDITIONS

Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining

a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,

redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font

Software, subject to the following conditions:



1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,

in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.



2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,

redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy

contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be

included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or

in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or

binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.



3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font

Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding

Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as

presented to the users.



4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font

Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any

Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the

Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written

permission.



5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,

must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be

distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to

remain under this license does not apply to any document created

using the Font Software.



TERMINATION

This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are

not met.



DISCLAIMER

THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,

EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF

MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT

OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE

COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,

INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL

DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING

FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM

OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




