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      This werewolf will protect his mate.

      Owen has one job: keep Stasia from being abducted. Easier said than done when his fiercely independent client tries to fire him the moment they meet. His werewolf senses howl to life and he's certain of one thing: Stasia is his.

      She's sick of cocky men.

      When her wealthy father hires a bodyguard, Stasia says no. Not exactly a smart move after someone tried to nab her off the street. But she doesn't need a babysitter. Especially not a cheerfully overbearing bodyguard who makes her heart pound and her fantasies run wild.

      When Stasia is yanked out of her glittering world and into Owen's she'll need to grapple with an impossible new reality that includes werewolves, silver bullets, and fated mates. Is she ready to embrace her new world?

      Or will she run back to a universe of glittering high rises and leave her destiny behind? Step into the world of Guarded by the Shifter where a team of ex-military bodyguards are also werewolves and fated mates are just one job away.
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      Stasia wanted to curse the strength of her cell signal. She hadn't spoken to her father in nearly a year and now he wouldn't stop talking. Where was a dropped call when she needed it?

      "Are you there?" he asked for the second time.

      She glanced at the nearby entrance to the subway and contemplated running down the stairs. She doubted even that would save her. "I'm here," she confirmed.

      "Then speak when you're spoken to."

      He couldn't be serious. "You asked me to come to Riley's birthday party." She had to repeat it to make sure she understood. "That would be your wife. Who's ten years younger than me." It didn't exactly grate at this point. His last wife had only been six years older than her. And then there were four others. She’d forgotten most of their names at this point.

      "It's not Riley's birthday, it's Emmy's. She's turning three." She heard a sound in the background and wondered what work her father was ignoring for this inane invitation.

      "I'm pretty sure Riley's kid is turning four." And she wasn't getting into the name issue. She wanted off this call, not to start a fight.

      If only she was still working at the hospital. This would be the perfect moment for an emergency page.

      "Emmy is your sister." Armand Selby was a stickler for the facts… when they suited him. And Emmy was Stasia's half-sister. One of her nine half-siblings.

      But that didn't mean she wanted to drop everything for a toddler's birthday. "I'll have to look at my schedule. I don't know if I'll be in town." She'd known it was a mistake to move back to New York. She was way too close to family obligations that she'd rather ignore.

      "You know you can arrange to use the jet if transportation is an issue." He mumbled something, and Stasia was pretty sure she was about to be handed off to an assistant to make plans. The assistants weren't nearly as easy to distract as her father. But at least she didn't feel conflicted about lying to them.

      "Transportation isn't the issue." She wasn't going to use the family jet. Or one of the fleet of family cars. Or anything that came from her family's grotesque wealth if she could ignore it. She had an inheritance she already hated to touch, but at least that didn't come with strings.

      Horns blared down the street and Stasia barely noticed them. Honking horns were just a part of everyday life. But the sound came towards her in a wave, as if warning of some impending doom. She looked down the road, wondering if it was an ambulance or an erratic driver. Another pedestrian bumped into her shoulder and cursed.

      Stasia didn't apologize. This was New York.

      But she should have kept walking.

      She didn't see a car stop, but a hand clamped on her arm and started to pull her towards the road. She dropped her phone as she yelled out and spun around, ready to hit whoever was manhandling her. Her heart jumped into her throat when she saw a scarf around the man's face and dark sunglasses obscuring his eyes. A bit of dark hair peeked out from his navy blue baseball cap, but she could not have described him to save her life.

      Neither could any of the thousands of witnesses around them.

      They were about to see a woman abducted in broad daylight.

      Like hell.

      This wasn't Stasia's first rodeo. She reared back, aiming for his throat with the bony point of her elbow. She moved fast enough to jerk out of his grasp, but he flinched back and her strike didn't connect.

      "Help! Call the cops!" Stasia called out as the man got a hold of her again. She used her best ER voice, the one she'd learned from the veteran nurses who could make anyone follow an order. And she didn't panic. Panic got a person killed.

      The man got a good grip and started pulling her towards a dark car with tinted windows that had appeared at the side of the road. Distantly she wondered if that was who had caused all the cars to honk, but she wasn't about to dwell.

      She went limp, dead weight against the man, refusing to be a participant in her abduction. That wasn't something she'd learned in an ER, but rather something one of her bodyguards had instructed her to do as a child.

      Stasia looked around, trying to get a better idea of what was happening, who was witnessing it, and who was trying to abduct her. A blonde woman stood wide-eyed with her phone out, getting video of the whole thing.

      Video wouldn't do Stasia much good if she got stuffed into the trunk of a car.

      "You," she couldn't point, but she made eye contact with the woman, "Call the police! Now!" That was the last thing she could say before her abductor clamped a hand over her mouth.

      Stasia tried to bite down on his palm but she didn't have the leverage. She went limp again and winced as her ankle twisted against the hard concrete, but it forced her captor to stumble.

      "Let go of her!" a man in a Knicks jersey yelled, shoving his way forward. Stasia managed another glance around and saw they'd drawn another crowd, something not too hard to do on a busy New York street.

      So why was someone snatching her here?

      She'd worry about that later.

      "Let her go!" A young woman with bright purple hair who was wearing a torn jean jacket joined the fray. It only took a minute for the scene to descend into a mob, and Stasia was yanked away from the man. Three or four people surrounded her would-be captor, but he drove his shoulder into the guy wearing the jersey and scuttled back until he was close to the car. A door opened and he dove in as the car drove away.

      "Are you okay?" the woman with purple hair asked. She stooped down and held out Stasia's phone. "This yours?"

      Stasia's arms were starting to shake and her teeth chattered. Shock. She knew it, but that did nothing to make it go away when she was right in the thick of it. "I'm fine," she managed to say around trembling lips.

      "You don't look fine. What did that guy want with you? I've never seen something like that before." The girl shuddered.

      Stasia laughed. She knew it wasn't the right response, just another case of neurons misfiring due to trauma. But laughing was better than crying. "I have." And she knew exactly what that guy wanted with her.

      Ransom.

      Her father's money.

      It always came down to that.

      For all the privilege that came with wealth, it wasn't always safe to be the daughter of a billionaire.

      She looked down at her phone and was surprised to see the screen wasn't cracked. That was truly a miracle. There were a dozen notifications from her father, demanding to know what was going on. Stasia was tempted to leave him hanging. But someone in the crowd around her was bound to post video of the event to social media and the news would be better coming from her. She pulled up her texting app. She didn't think she could manage a conversation with Armand Selby right now.

      Attempted kidnapping. Crowd fought attacker off. Bound to be video on social media. Must speak to police shortly. Will contact you for damage control.

      There. That covered it. And her fingers were barely shaking anymore. A moment later her phone pinged with the response.

      Sending lawyer to you. Remain quiet until you have counsel.

      She didn't send anything back. She didn't need to. Another daughter might have chafed at the fact that her father hadn't checked to see if she was alright. Another woman might have been upset that her father instructed her to wait for a lawyer like she was a child. But she'd learned a long time ago that there was no use in getting angry.

      The purple haired woman put a hand on Stasia's shoulder and she flinched away.

      "Sorry," said the woman. "I'm Vi. I see a couple of cops coming our way. Do you want me to distract them?"

      Stasia took a closer look at Vi. She was young, probably under twenty-five, but there was a hardness to her eyes that only came from being hurt by people you trusted. And here she was trying to help a stranger. She gave off a forbidding enough aura that most of the crowd was keeping back from the two of them. If Stasia was just a bit more jaded, she would think Vi was in on the attack. But her instincts were telling her to trust the girl. "No need. I've got backup incoming." She held up her phone and gave it a little shake.

      Two uniformed officers were breaking up the crowd and Stasia braced herself.

      "Ma'am," said the first cop. He and his partner looked basically the same and there was no way she was going to remember them. She glanced at the nametags and saw one was named Smith and the other Jones. Lovely. "We had a call come in."

      "Someone attempted to kidnap me," she confirmed. Her voice was steadier now and her hands weren't shaking. Good. Cops didn't like crying women. "You're going to want to call your sergeant before the media circus starts."

      "Media circus?" Officer Jones was skeptical. "This is New York, ma'am. Now we need to take your statement."

      "My name is Stasia Nichols. My father is Armand Selby, the third richest man in New York. And I won't be saying anything else until my lawyer joins us. Now, shall we speak at the station? Or would you like to wait for the news vans to show up?"
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      The air felt green. Owen tipped his head back and howled in joy and abandon into the moon-bright night. The ground was soft under his paws, some of the mud squishing up between his toe pads. He loved it, loved the connection to the earth and to his primal self. Running like this was a freedom he'd never imagined before the change.

      Now he couldn't imagine a life without it.

      A chorus of howls answered his cry and wind whooshed behind him as one of his team chased after him. Owen glimpsed brown fur, but it was the scent that gave the wolf away. Andre bumped him and nipped at his fur before taking off running. Owen chased. They were safe in these woods. Gibson owned the property and they had miles to run and run and run through dense forest and forgotten paths.

      Forgotten to humans, at least.

      But in the beautiful chorus of howls, they were missing two. Rowe and Vega were out on a job and were probably running by themselves somewhere that could never live up to these grounds.

      Owen let out a little whine at the thought. He wanted his family together. They may not have shared blood, but a dark night had bound them together years ago, and he was determined to build something with the men and women who shifted and ran with him.

      Who else could understand how weird it was to be a werewolf?

      He'd only been one for two years and he still didn't understand most of it. None of them did. But sometimes the urge to shift overcame them all and they ended up running through the night like the wild beasts that lived inside of them. It wasn't connected to the full moon, that much they had tested. But there weren't exactly guidebooks they could follow.

      Andre let out a frustrated bark and Owen shook himself. Those were human thoughts for human time. He let them fall away and surrendered to his wolf. The scents grew more intense and he knew a hare was just out of reach, full of juicy blood and the spirit of the run.

      He and Andre ran together and it wasn't too long before Hunter, Jackson, and Gibson joined them. One hare would never satisfy five wolves. But hare wasn't the only prey in these woods.

      Gibson took the lead. The major had a way of doing that, and they all unconsciously followed. In this form they didn't talk, their communication relegated to looks and chuffs and barks. It didn't take much to get them into formation. They'd done this before.

      Hare forgotten, they latched onto the scent of a stag and chased.

      Owen's muscles ached but he forgot about it in the euphoria of the hunt. This was what his body was meant to do and he never wanted to stop.

      And then it happened. The stag appeared.

      The hunt was on.

      He no longer paid attention to the feel of the ground beneath his paws or the scent of the trees in the air. His entire being was focused on the stag and the hearty meal they were bound to have. When Owen woke up with two legs he knew he might have a weird taste in his mouth, but he didn't care. He didn't worry about the future in this form.

      It was going perfectly. They were a unit born to hunt together.

      Andre ran ahead to flush the stag along the right path while the rest of them bounded after it, ready to pounce once it stumbled.

      Only something went wrong. The deer was supposed to keep heading along the path. The trees would close in and become too dense for it to go any further. Then it would be theirs.

      It didn't.

      The stag took a turn toward the east and in a matter of seconds made it to the county road that abutted the property. The wolves had to skid to a stop before they left the tree line. They couldn't risk getting spotted by a regular human. If they were lucky, they might be mistaken for coyotes. But they weren't going to rely on luck.

      Owen and the others were disappointed. It was hard not to be when a juicy stag had bounded from their grasp. But the night wasn't ruined. Not by a long shot. They ran and chased and played until exhaustion got the better of them. Some nights, they ended up in a pile of sleeping fur and slept under the stars. Not tonight.

      Gibson gave the call and they all headed back towards the cabin.

      Before he went in through the basement door, Owen shifted back to human. The others followed shortly behind him. His shift was faster than theirs, but not by much, and thankfully it wasn't too painful for any of them. It felt like stretching his muscles just past the point of comfort and holding it there for several seconds. Not exactly pleasant, but worth the cost.

      And once he stood up, naked in the pale moonlight, his senses felt muffled by cotton. He could barely smell anything and the sounds all meshed together. But colors quickly became clearer as his senses adjusted back to human. That was the most jarring part of the whole change.

      He opened the door and headed inside, picking up his bathrobe that was lying on the floor where he'd left it before the run. Everyone else did the same. They were quiet. They always were when they became human again, as if it took a while to remember how their vocal cords worked and what words went in which order.

      Then Owen's stomach grumbled.

      "Fuckin' Chip," Erin Jackson groused. She tied her own robe tight and slicked her blonde hair back into a ponytail with a tie that seemed to materialize from nowhere. He didn't know how she got her hair slicked so perfectly and he wasn't about to ask. Jackson had a way of frowning that made him sure he was about to get hit.

      "Chip's hungry, major," Andre Gordon told Gibson, as if the major couldn't hear Owen's stomach.

      Owen kept quiet and clamped a hand over his stomach as if that would do something to quiet it down. Then his stomach growled again and he couldn't hold in his laugh. "What can I say? I wanted venison!"

      Gibson rolled his eyes. "Too fucking chipper is right. Hunter, go up and order a few pizzas. The usual place should still be open." It was getting close to midnight, but they were on the edge of a college town and plenty of places were open until the wee hours.

      Willa Hunter had managed to pull actual clothes on while the others were teasing him. She gave the major a nod before hurrying up the stairs without a word. Owen tried to wave, but she was already out of sight. Oh well. At least she knew the pizza order.

      Owen went to find his clothes before anyone else could rib him for his grumbling tummy. He checked his phone and wasn't surprised to see no new messages. He'd called his mother earlier in the day so she had no reason to call, and if something had gone wrong with Vega or Rowe they would have called Gibson or Gordon. Owen wasn't anyone's first call.

      The cabin was big enough that he and the others weren't stepping all over each other to store their clothes or move around. Since it was already past midnight, they'd probably be staying the night. It was more than an hour's drive back into the city, and it wouldn't be the first night they'd all slept over. Owen suspected that Gibson came from money, but he'd never asked. He was pretty sure the major could still majorly fuck with his life even though they'd all been retired from the army for two years. He wasn't about to test the man.

      The cabin had two large bedrooms in the basement and another two upstairs. The major took the master; no one questioned it. Hunter and Jackson both managed to snag their own rooms, which left Owen and Andre to share. He didn't mind. It wasn't like Andre snored.

      Owen considered taking a quick shower, but his skin felt all fresh and new from the shift so there was no need. Some of the tiredness from running around on all fours all night was starting to catch up to him, and he wanted to crawl into his bed, but Gibson would want a check in.

      And Owen wanted pizza.

      He went upstairs and found everyone dressed and sitting around the large kitchen island, devouring the first of four pepperoni and mushroom pizzas. Owen cracked into the next pizza and took four pieces. That was another thing about being a werewolf. They had to eat all the time. Their bodies devoured calories like it was going out of style. And Owen ate the first slices so fast that he barely tasted them.

      "Any update on the Bradley job?" Jackson asked. She took dainty bites of her pizza and dabbed at her lips with a napkin to wipe away the grease after every bite.

      Gibson nodded to the cell phone sitting beside his plate. "Rowe texted. Job's wrapping up. They'll be home in a couple of days."

      Some of the tension—tension Owen hadn't quite realized he was feeling—leeched out of the unit. It was good to know they'd all be together again. "Any issues?" he asked, mouth full of pizza.

      Gibson glared at him and Owen grinned wider. "All was well. The ex did not show up to the wedding and the happy couple are on their way to Aruba."

      The news wasn't exactly momentous and no one cheered. "Anything more interesting that babysitting a couple of brides come up?" asked Andre. He was slouched in the corner and somehow managed to be half cloaked in shadow despite the brightly lit kitchen. There was just a hint of menace in his voice and Owen wanted to roll his eyes. The guy was all drama and needed to learn to chill. They'd just gone for a run. They had pizza. What was there to complain about?

      Two years before, after they'd been unceremoniously dumped out of the army in an attempt to keep what had happened to them hush hush, Gibson had gathered them all together with an idea: protection. They could provide it to those in need all while figuring out what it meant to be impossible creatures in an ordinary world. Their bodyguarding outfit had gotten off the ground eighteen months ago, but they were still making a name for themselves. That involved taking small jobs and networking. Owen didn't mind it. He was pretty sure that Andre would rather jump off a building than make nice with potential clients.

      "You'll be the first to know," Gibson promised, voice dripping with sarcasm.

      Andre glared from his dark corner.

      Just as Gibson was ready to stuff another piece of pizza in his mouth, his phone rang. He looked at the screen for a moment, eyes narrowed, then put the pizza down, picked up the phone, and walked outside.

      He shot Andre a look and then glanced at Jackson and Hunter, then they all looked out at Gibson. He was standing on the balcony and had closed the sliding glass door. Owen wished being a werewolf had given him super hearing. His research—if watching Teen Wolf counted as research—had suggested he should be able to do a lot more than he could. He was a bit stronger, a bit faster, his senses were a bit more acute, but nothing inhuman. Nothing that would allow any of them to actually hear what the major was saying.

      "He's being secretive," Hunter muttered.

      Owen had to bite his lip from saying something. Hunter wouldn't even tell them her birthday or hometown. "The major's allowed to have a private call."

      "No, that was weird," Jackson agreed. She glanced at each of their plates as if counting the number of pieces they'd had and then reached for the next pizza box.

      The four of them stared at Gibson through the glass as they chomped on their pizza. Only once he hung up the phone did they swing around to pretend they hadn't been shamelessly snooping.

      "You're all very subtle," Gibson said once he slid the door shut. "Myers, with me." He nodded down the hallway towards his bedroom.

      Owen had the strangest sense of being called to the principal's office. He had to remind himself he wasn't in school or the army anymore and no one could hurt him.

      Yeah, right. The major could make his life hell if he wanted. Owen tried to think if he'd done anything wrong in the past week or so, but nothing came to mind. And then he reminded himself that he was thirty-two goddamn years old and he didn't need to be afraid of Gibson.

      He entered Gibson's bedroom and closed the door behind him. They were far enough away from the others not to be overheard as long as they spoke quietly, and this bedroom doubled as Gibson's office when he was at the cabin, so it wasn't strange to have a discussion here.

      "What's up?" Owen asked. He leaned back against the door and crossed his arms loosely.

      Gibson sat at the small desk he had set up and opened the lid to his laptop. "That was a friend of mine from college. His sister might be in trouble and he wants a guard on her for the next week while his family takes care of it."

      "Takes care of it? Is he the mob?" They didn't have a strict moral code about who they would work for, but Owen figured there had to be a line somewhere.

      Gibson huffed out a little laugh. "Worse. Money. Big money. You ever hear of the Selbys?"

      "Can't say that I have." Owen knew his famous rich people, but not the sneaky ones who stayed out of the limelight.

      "The Selby Group has its fingers in every pie. Old money. The daughter isn't involved, but this is the second attempted kidnapping of her in three years."

      "Kidnapping? That's a bit more than trouble." Owen had expected to hear about another babysitting gig. Heiresses were needy like that.

      "AR sounds sure the private family security could handle it, but he wanted an outsider to watch his sister. Apparently she's not a fan of family security and he thought this would work better. I'm sending you."

      "Just me?" Owen didn't mind flying solo, but that wasn’t how missions worked. He couldn't cover 24/7, enhanced werewolf senses or not. He had to sleep sometime.

      "To begin with, yes. He wants to convince her to accept a team, but he's going to ease her into it. There will be support monitoring from a distance, but you'll be her only point of contact."

      "Our support or their support?" Owen didn't like the idea of going in alone, and he really didn't like the idea of strange backup. But he went where the major ordered.

      "Theirs." Gibson didn't sound too happy about it either.

      Owen couldn't see the point in arguing; Gibson wanted him for the job so he would do it. "When do I start?"

      Gibson turned back to his computer and typed a few things. A moment later, Owen's phone chimed. "Show up bright and early tomorrow. I've sent you the details."

      "Guess I'm heading back to the city tonight." He stood. "Anything else?"

      Gibson leveled a glare at him. "Don't fuck this up."

      "Yes, sir."
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      Owen yawned and stretched his neck from side to side, satisfied to hear the pops and cracks of muscle and bone releasing. Or whatever caused a neck to crack. He wasn't sure. It sounded awful but felt amazing. He took a sip of his gigantic iced coffee and imagined he could feel the caffeine starting to flow through his system. He'd asked for three extra shots of espresso and a buttload of sugar and cream to offset the bitterness.

      The barista hadn't batted an eye. He was sure she’d seen much worse.

      He didn't know if it was werewolf metabolism or years of resistance, but it took a lot of coffee to wake him up, especially after a run. And the drive to the city in the middle of the night had been annoying. But he was glad he hadn't waited. He could hear the horns of the cars weaving through the streets of Manhattan and was grateful he'd only had to drive across town and not across the state.

      Normally he wouldn't be using a car. This was New York. Who had a car? But on a job it was a necessity. It was much easier to keep someone safe in a car as opposed to on the subway. And Gibson had provided everyone in the company with specially outfitted cars. They weren't technically armored, but he'd seen tanks that could take less damage. The car was stored in a parking garage a block away. Unfortunately, the client’s building didn't have a secure parking garage and there was no extra space in their small lot for him to park. As far as challenges went, he could deal with it.

      The building was nicer than he expected, but maybe it shouldn't have been. No ER doctor could have afforded the place. It had to cost millions. But his charge, Stasia Nichols, was no normal doctor. The pre-war building was only a few blocks away from the hospital she'd formerly worked at, which would have been convenient. The doorman on the building offered an extra piece of security, and that meant Dr. Nichols was smart enough to know there might be a target on her head.

      Or she just liked it when someone in a uniform opened a door for her.

      Owen gave the man a smile as he was let in. Selby Group security had arranged everything except giving him a key to Stasia's unit.

      He eyed the elevator before opting for the stairs. The elevator looked original to the building—built in 1909—and Owen didn't want to take his chances. Of course, people rich enough to afford digs in this building would insist that the machine functioned. But he didn't like it and he was already running a little late.

      Stasia lived in one of the two units on the fifth and sixth floor. The entrance to her unit was on the fifth floor and he wasn't winded by the time he climbed all those steps: army training and werewolf stamina for the win.

      He took a bracing sip of his coffee. He didn't know how this was going to go, and he usually had a partner right beside him to smooth over any issues that came up. Owen was good at his job, great, actually, but he could ruffle feathers. Never on purpose, but not everyone reacted well to his default level of optimism.

      He mentally went over the file he'd been given. All the data was saved on his phone, but he didn't need to bring it up. There wasn't much to know. Stasia was a pretty princess who'd traveled the world on daddy's money after becoming a doctor. After cutting her international vacation short, she'd set up shop in New York, working in the ER department of a nearby hospital, though she'd recently been fired. No reason in the file, but Owen could guess that spoiled princesses weren't exactly cut out for the ER.

      She'd been raised with bodyguards all around her. Her father was one of the richest men in the city, she knew the drill. The job would be easy. With her father's security team tackling most of the tough stuff—investigating who'd tried to attack her and providing backup surveillance—Owen's job was mostly to sit around and look pretty. Or threatening. He could be a good guard dog. And at the end of the week, the job would be over, he'd have a paycheck, Gibson would have paid off a favor, and hopefully there would be more interesting jobs coming his way.

      Hopefully.

      But Owen couldn't slack just because he expected a boring job. That was the surest way to get his charge and himself killed.

      He took another sip of coffee for good measure and knocked on the door and waited.

      And waited.

      And waited.

      Then he knocked again. Didn't the princess know he was coming?

      Maybe he needed to be kinder; after all, she had almost been kidnapped right off the street yesterday. That would make him wary of opening the door too.

      But he finally heard footsteps and a moment later the door opened.

      Owen forgot how to breathe.

      His file had a picture of Stasia Nichols, but it didn't do her justice. Her big gray eyes reminded him of the moon and he couldn't look away. She had black hair hanging down and framing her pale face and full lips that he needed to kiss. She was shorter than he expected, but she exuded a presence that made her seem taller than him, even with only the single look they shared.

      He wanted to reach out and put his hands on the curve of her hips and run them all over her body. He'd never been overtaken by such instant lust before and he could feel his wolf rustling under his skin, restless and wanting to preen for their…

      Their what?

      Their?

      He didn't normally think of his wolf as something separate from himself. Sometimes he was a man, sometimes he was a wolf, but he was always Owen, no matter how much fur he had. But right now he could feel the presence of something… different. Something primal.

      His cock twitched and Owen clenched his jaw. This was not the time. He'd guarded plenty of attractive charges before and had always been able to keep it professional. This was no different.

      But none of them were Stasia.

      Her scent tickled his nose and there went his wolf again. He could practically feel his tail wagging in excitement. But now was not the time for tail wagging from either of his tails.

      "Did you move in across the hall?" she asked. Her expression was severe, like a smile would physically pain her, but somehow it charmed Owen. He knew that when he got her to smile it would be because he earned it.

      He didn't understand what she meant at first and looked over his shoulder to the other door. That unit must have been empty. He'd have to update the file to make sure everyone knew. It probably should have been in the file already.

      "Well?" she asked when he waited too long to answer.

      Owen snapped back to her. "I'm here for your body." The words were all English, but he could have smacked himself for the way they came out.

      "Excuse me?" Stasia's dark eyebrows shot up and she looked ready to slap him.

      "No, no!" Owen waved his hands, trying to correct himself. "To guard your body. I'm your bodyguard. Owen Myers." He never got tongue-tied. He might never be the smartest in the room, but he always knew what to say. Except, apparently, when his wolf and his cock and his brain all had other ideas.

      "Oh." Stasia's eyes flicked up and down, and when she met his eyes again he knew he'd been judged. And he'd failed. "No."

      "What?"

      "No." She said it slow, elongating the word as if she thought he was too stupid to understand.

      Then again, this was not his best first impression. Maybe he should have added a fourth shot of espresso. "I'm sorry for any misunderstanding. The Selby Group hired my firm to watch over you while they investigate the attempted kidnapping. We just want to keep you safe.”

      Her dark eyes narrowed and she pursed her lips. "Tell my father I'm safe enough as it is."

      And before he had a chance to say anything else, she slammed the door in his face.
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      Stasia kept her hand on the door as if that would keep the stupid, meddling, attractive bodyguard from busting through.

      She should have known he was coming. Her father and her brother had let this whole situation drop way too easily last night. After a few hours at the police station where she'd given a report and done her best to guide the detectives toward an explanation for what had happened, she'd been able to go home and pretend that everything was going to be okay. She'd even allowed her father to leave a security detail outside of her building overnight.

      Just in case something went wrong.

      That had been a mistake. She should have known her father wouldn't stop there.

      Owen Myers didn't look like any of the guards that her father normally hired. He wasn't even wearing a suit. And the smile he flashed her—white teeth, laugh lines, kissable lips, and warm, tanned skin—was enough to make her stomach flutter.

      Not that she would ever let him know that.

      He was too hot for his own good and no doubt he knew it. He was too hot for her own good too. Just looking at him made her think of sultry nights and humid air.

      She couldn't remember ever having inappropriate feelings for a bodyguard before, and she wasn't about to start now. She didn't need a bodyguard. Sure, maybe she had almost been snatched off the street in broad daylight. That wasn't ideal. But that was her father's bullshit. It had nothing to do with her, and she wasn't about to start getting involved in whatever nonsense the Selby Group was cooking up.

      She didn't work for her father's company.

      She didn't live in his house.

      She didn't have to deal with his edicts anymore.

      A hollow knock echoed right beside her ear. "Ms. Nichols, please let me in." All that was bodyguard voice. Cold and commanding, the kind that was supposed to make her want to jump to attention. Stasia hated that a part of her wanted to shiver and obey.

      But it was only a small part, and she didn't give in that easy. "It's doctor." She'd worked long and hard for that degree and she wasn't about to let anybody forget about it.

      "Dr. Nichols," he corrected. "Please let me in."

      "No." This was ridiculous. She was yelling at a bodyguard through her own closed door like she needed to bargain to make him go away. He wasn't getting into the room without forcing his way in, and if he tried he would be fired before he could get past the first lock.

      Her father had some nerve. She'd allowed the detail to follow her because it seemed logical. But she did not need a bulldog watching her every step. Who did this guy think he was?

      And what kind of bodyguard looked like he had walked right off a runway somewhere?

      He was almost a full head taller than her, definitely a couple inches over six feet. He had short dark hair and soulful brown eyes lined with just enough laugh lines to make him look sweet and gentle… and oh so sexy. He had the kind of even tan that only came naturally, and even though he was covered from head to toe, she could tell there were muscles rippling just below the surface. He wasn't the kind of guy she normally found herself attracted to.

      Mostly because he was the kind of guy that only existed in pornographic fantasies.

      There were plenty of hot doctors around, and hot lawyers, and hot stockbrokers, and hot baristas. But none of them held a candle to this Owen guy.

      It was too bad she had to ruin his life. Okay, that was probably a bit of an exaggeration. She just wanted to get him fired, she didn't care about the rest of his life.

      She wasn't going to let him come in to boss her around and babysit her.

      She didn't need it.

      She didn't want it.

      She wasn't going to have it.

      He knocked on the door again, but he didn't say anything this time. Stasia stared at the white wood for a long moment before pushing off and heading deeper into her condo. Let him stew. She didn't owe him anything. Eventually he would realize that she wasn't listening.

      And luckily she didn’t have a neighbor, so even if he decided to wait outside her front door all day no one would be there to question his presence. She didn't really care if the neighbors started to gossip, but she had decades of media training that made her shy away from the spotlight unless she was using it to her advantage.

      No one could break into her apartment to kidnap her if he was standing right outside the door.

      She hated that she even thought it. She hated that a small part of her wanted to let him inside to take care of all of her problems and guard her until whatever problem her father had caused in her life was fixed by her father's money.

      But she'd learned a long time ago that letting her father dictate any aspect of her life led to him dictating every aspect.

      It started small, logical. Someone tried to kidnap her so he offered personal protection. If they couldn't catch the guy, he would say she should move into his penthouse since it was more secure than her building. Was that true? Sure. But she'd sacrifice a lot of personal security to stay out from under her father's thumb.

      She didn't have a job at the hospital anymore, and he had plenty of contacts who would be happy to hire her. And just like that, she would be wrapped up in a web of favors and responsibilities that she could never escape.

      She knew who her father was. He didn't love like a normal person. Some thought he was completely incapable of the emotion, but she knew it was more complex than that. To him, love was transactional. None of his wives had ever lived up to the concept, and she and her nine siblings fell in and out of favor depending on his moods and their usefulness. Well, maybe the baby got a pass. For now.

      In another life, he would have been a king or a lord, dictating his will and whims out on the world. He didn't have a title, but he still used his wealth in the exact same way.

      She was free of him now, more or less. And she couldn't let this be another setback. It had taken nearly two years to climb her way out of the last setback that put her in her father's clutches. She didn't want to start all over again.

      Even if starting over was exactly what she was doing right now. But at least it had nothing to do with her father.

      She picked her phone up from the kitchen counter and tried her father's number. She wasn't surprised when he didn't pick up and she was immediately forwarded to his assistant's answering service. She hung up before leaving a message. If he wanted to talk he would have picked up.

      Then she tried AR. If her father couldn't be reached, her oldest brother was almost as good. He was their father's right-hand man and heir. He did the family dirty work.

      But AR didn't answer either.

      Stasia cursed and set the phone back down. She hated the games her family played. No doubt her father and AR were busy. They would be able to give her a dozen convenient and logical reasons why they couldn't answer her calls.

      But in reality, they weren't answering because they thought if they ignored her for long enough she would give up and accept that Owen was going to be her shadow until they decided she was safe.

      Safe.

      She didn't think she could ever truly be safe as long as she was the daughter of Armand Selby. And short of time travel, there wasn't a way to untie that knot.

      Owen knocked on the door again, an unwelcome reminder of all of the control that her father tried to wield over her.

      She ignored him and instead consulted the calendar app on her phone to see what she had to do today. She'd been trying to keep herself busy in the couple weeks since she had left her previous job and she was happy to see that she had a volunteer shift coming up.

      She eyed the window in her sitting room that looked out over Gramercy Park. If her apartment was just a few stories lower, she would have been happy to sneak out and lose the guard dog. But she had stopped playing games with security details when she was a teenager. She was a thirty-four-year-old adult woman now.

      If she didn't want to be followed, she would just have to lose him the old-fashioned way.
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      Owen pressed his fingers against the door. Solid. Mahogany? Maybe. Definitely fancy and hard. Nothing he could bust down. Not that he would. That would give exactly the opposite impression that he wanted to give to Stasia.

      He could barely hear her walking around inside the condo. The sound of her footsteps was mostly drowned out by his own beating heart, but at least he knew she was safe and sound where she was supposed to be. He'd have to figure out another way inside.

      It wasn't like he was going to hold her prisoner. Though his mind did briefly flash on a pair of fuzzy handcuffs he'd once been chained to a bed with. Would she be into that?

      Definitely not something he would ask. He wasn't that stupid.

      If he couldn't get inside the condo and he couldn't get her to agree to protection, his presence was useless. But Owen didn't panic. Sometimes clients got cold feet when their guards showed up. It made the whole thing more real. He'd probably be freaked out too.

      Though he doubted there were many baddies out there who could take down a freaking werewolf.

      The princess wasn't who he’d expected. He wasn't easy to stare down and ignore, and she'd done it like it was nothing. Definitely not some precious flower.

      He wanted to test her boundaries. Wanted to see if he could make that sour face of hers crack a smile. And he wanted to taste her lips more than he wanted his next breath. The attraction wasn't fading, even as the minutes passed and she kept ignoring him.

      His wolf didn't like that.

      He and his wolf needed to have a talk. He couldn't deal with a split personality in the middle of a job.

      He pulled out his phone and called Gibson. It was embarrassing to have the door slammed in his face, but he still needed to report it to his boss.

      Gibson answered on the first ring. "You all set?" Owen could hear road noise in the background of the call and assumed the boss was coming back to the city.

      "Negative. Client wouldn't let me in." He traced his finger up and down a patch of the door as if that would magically open it.

      The major didn't like that. "What?"

      Owen let out a frustrated breath. "Seems like a family squabble. I'm working on it."

      "Do you need me to call the brother?"

      Owen considered it, but dismissed it. "Give me a bit more time. I'll let you know." He didn't want to call in reinforcements just yet. Maybe he could get the princess to deal with him.

      "Affirmative." Gibson hung up without bothering with any pleasantries. He had more jobs to manage and wouldn't bother Owen until the next report.

      He was about to put his phone in his pocket when it vibrated with an incoming call. "This is Myers."

      "Peters with Selby Security." He didn't know the man, but the company was obvious.

      "You're on the surveillance team?" What was wrong? Hostile in the area? Had they detained the attempted kidnappers? Owen forced himself not to hound the man for answers; clearly he was calling for a reason.

      "Yes. Confirming Ms. Selby's exit."

      "It's doctor." The correction came automatically and then his brain caught up. "Wait. What? What exit?"

      "We have eyes on her out the back exit. Where are you?" asked Peters.

      Not good. Not good. Not good.

      It was a rookie move to let the client slip out the back like a teenager breaking curfew, and he hoped it didn't get her killed. "Fuck. Hold. I'm coming."

      "Shall we detain?" Peters was all professionalism, which was good because Owen was ready to beat himself bloody for his stupidity.

      "No. Keep eyes on her." He didn't want her hating him or the security detail even more. There was time to fix this.

      If he hurried.

      He sprinted down the stairs and towards the back of the building. Of course, Stasia was already gone. She had a few minutes on him, but that wouldn't be a problem. No doubt Mr. Peters had eyes on her, but Owen wanted to find her himself.

      His wolfish instincts hummed.

      Going out the back was clever, if juvenile. And he hadn't expected it. Dr. Nichols kept messing with his expectations and he'd need to reassess.

      Her street wasn't crowded, but it was still New York. Scents and people swirled all around him, and Owen had to concentrate to figure out where to go. He didn't see her at first and he had no idea where she was going. But it was only a matter of time.

      There!

      She was standing at a stoplight and making no attempt to hide her identity. She had to know the surveillance team could see her, and he hoped that was on purpose. She didn't want him, that didn't make her suicidal.

      He hung back but didn't care about staying out of sight. She'd see him if she looked over her shoulder, but there wasn't anything he could do about that short of shifting into his other form, and that would certainly attract more attention than it was worth.

      She ducked into a coffee shop, giving Owen the opportunity to throw his own watery coffee into a nearby trashcan. He didn't follow her inside. At this point he was curious to see what she was going to do. There were plenty of eyes on her, and he had no reason to believe that the people targeting her would physically harm her. He was going to let this play out.

      She had to know he was following her. She sipped her coffee as they walked a few more blocks, then dumped it in a garbage can.

      Was this whole thing a simple coffee run?

      No.

      She took the stairs down into the subway and Owen followed, closing some of the distance between them. He didn't want her getting on a train without him.

      What the fuck was she thinking? No way would the surveillance team be able to keep up.

      He hoped they were tracking her phone.

      The train was already there and not too crowded. There must have been a lull in the commute, or they were lucky. Stasia took a seat.

      Owen sat next to her.

      "Looks like you're not as much of an idiot as you look," she said as she situated her purse on her lap.

      "Hey!" That stung a bit. Owen wasn't dumb. He just didn't think things through all the time.

      Stasia glared at him.

      That glare did things and Owen needed to look away, or he definitely wouldn’t be thinking things through. "We need to work together."

      "You seem to be doing just fine." She was determined to make him beg.

      But this was Owen's job and he wasn't playing. "I don't think you're taking this seriously. You were almost kidnapped."

      Her eyes flicked to him and then away, unimpressed. "They failed. My father is looking into it. What more can I do?"

      "Take a cab?" That had to be obvious. There were only a few passengers in this car with them, but there could have been a hundred, any one of whom could have meant Stasia harm.

      She snorted. "And let my would be kidnappers car jack me? No, thanks."

      He wasn't sure the subway was safer than a cab, but at least she'd considered it. Owen would count that as a win, though he wasn't sure what game they were playing or how it was scored.

      "Where are we headed now?" He was at her side. They could start over. No reason to call this morning a loss just yet.

      But Stasia wasn't about to play along. "I don't know where you're going."

      "I'm your shadow."

      She shifted in her seat to face him, arms crossed and face hard. "I'm not stupid. I'll be vigilant. I neither need nor want you. So go back to my father and tell him that."

      "That's not how this works."

      "That's exactly how this works."

      The train screeched to a halt and Stasia jumped up from her seat. Owen had to scramble to follow, and it seemed like their time for conversation was over. He didn't recognize the neighborhood they were in, but it was a world away from the glittering richness of Gramercy Park.

      Definitely not the kind of place a spoiled rich girl would hang out.

      Unless she was getting drugs.

      He hoped she wasn't getting drugs.

      She wasn't. Not unless St. Agnes Charity Health Clinic was some kind of front. She got to the front door and stopped quickly enough that Owen almost bumped into her.

      "Patients have a right to privacy. I can't stop you from sitting in the waiting area, I suppose. But you step one foot out of line and I'm calling the cops."

      She opened the door and let it fall closed right in his face.

      Again.

      Owen needed to stop letting her do that.
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      Stasia punched the keys of the computer harder than necessary as she looked up the chart for her next patient. The volunteer clinic couldn't schedule her for enough hours due to their own internal rules so she wanted to make every minute count.

      What she didn't want to be thinking about was the sexy, frustrating bodyguard who was probably sitting in the waiting room right now.

      "Rough night?" Luna Sparks was a nurse at the clinic and Stasia's friend. Her stark black hair and tattoos didn't really fit in with the vibe of the Catholic charity clinic, but she was an amazing nurse and no one wanted to make her upset.

      Stasia wasn't sure how they'd become friends. She wasn't good at talking to people, but Luna had slipped through her defenses like it was nothing. Even so, she didn't want to bring her stupid, rich girl bullshit into the clinic. She wanted to pretend she was normal, and that meant ignoring the attempted kidnapping and definitely ignoring Owen.

      "Something like that." Stasia kept scanning the file, as if that would be enough to make Luna go away.

      She smiled, showing big, bright white teeth rimmed by dark red lips. "Who's that guy you walked in with? He's yummy."

      "And what would your girlfriend say about that?" Stasia barely glanced up as she shot off the rejoinder. This was proof Luna was her friend. She knew next to nothing about the other people who worked at the clinic. But she knew Luna's girlfriend's name, Gerry, that she was a Gemini with a Cancer rising sign, whatever that meant, and that Luna and Gerry were co-parenting a bearded dragon named Newt.

      Luna just laughed. "He's yummy. We both have eyes. Do I need to give you the pansexuality lecture again?"

      "Please don't." There had been a PowerPoint involved. Stasia now understood more about Luna's sexual orientation than she did about her own, and she really didn't want to sit through another talk.

      "So?" Luna pressed.

      "Just ignore him and hope he goes away." That was what Stasia planned to do. She knew it was childish to leave her house like she had, but she wanted to scream at the way Owen had been sprung on her. She hadn't agreed, and she wasn't going to just put up with her family's high handedness.

      "Did a stray follow you home?" Luna peered around a corner as if that would allow her to look through the plexiglass window that looked out into the waiting area. It wouldn't, the angle was all wrong, but Stasia wasn't about to stop her.

      "Something like that." Thankfully, Stasia was done looking at the file and could escape the conversation to go see her patient and discuss the weird sores he was getting on his feet.

      One patient led to the next, and by the end of her four hour shift, Stasia was starting to feel like she could use a break. She'd happily keep checking on people all day, but she was only scheduled for four hours anyway.

      She washed her hands and combed her fingers through her hair to try and make it look a little tamer before retying it in a low bun. "Is he still out there?" she asked Luna, who was entering her own information into the computer.

      "Like I have time to check," she said with a nod at the computer, and Stasia was sympathetic. Everything needed to be logged, and it could take up way more time than expected. "There's something I wanted to mention."

      "Yeah?" Luna sounded serious and that had Stasia's attention.

      The nurse looked around surreptitiously like she was planning something, and Stasia's heart rate skyrocketed as she feared her friend was in on the kidnapping plot. Then she spoke, and Stasia wanted to smack herself for thinking that everything was about herself. "I'm applying for a new position."

      "Oh. That's… great." But her tone belied her words. Stasia was great under pressure, but not always great with change. It was why her entire life was a bit stalled at the moment. And she liked Luna. She didn't want to break in a whole new nurse, or lose a friend.

      Luna spun around on the stool to better face Stasia. "I'm sorry to abandon you, but it's a great opportunity."

      "You're not abandoning me." Jobs changed, this was fine. Really. Stasia would get over it.

      But Luna still wasn't done talking. "I just know your schedule is sporadic. I didn't want to disappear on you."

      Right. That would have been much worse. Luna was her friend, and Stasia didn't know if it would last beyond this job, but at least Luna was warning her. "Thanks for letting me know. And good luck."

      Luna had to go help a patient, and Stasia couldn't stick around. She had another meeting to go to, though this one wasn't on any schedule.

      As she stepped outside, she didn't see Owen or her security detail, but she was sure they were following. Her father didn't hire imbeciles. She headed back down to the subway and got on a train towards Midtown.

      Owen magically appeared next to her, and Stasia hated that she was a little relieved. That half a second where she'd thought Luna was about to betray her had been a shock, and the trauma of yesterday was still a little too close.

      "Where are we going now?" Owen asked with a smile, his dark hair ruffled and dangerously sexy.

      She hated it. How was this guy so upbeat? And hot? She had treated him like crap, ignored him for hours, and now he was all smiles. What was wrong with him?

      "I guess you'll find out."

      They didn't speak any more. Stasia had been talking to patients for hours and it was tiring. She didn't need to spar with the guy she was about to get rid of.

      Their stop came up fast and Owen followed her off the train without a word. Men and women in suits crowded the Midtown sidewalks and Stasia kept a wary eye out, certain one of these people meant her harm.

      No one accosted them and they made it safely to the Selby Building, its signature door surrounded by twisting crimson sculpted lines almost as familiar as home after all these years.

      She already had her badge ready and waved it across the sensor to get into the elevator to go to the executive floor. Her father's office was the biggest, of course, with windows that wrapped around the corner and allowed him to look out over all of Manhattan.

      When she was little, she used to think looking out of these windows let her see the entire world.

      Her father wasn't sitting behind his desk, and the surface of the desk was completely empty, a sign that he wasn't coming back for the day.

      One of his assistants, Melody, if Stasia recalled the name correctly, came in. She wore a lavender pant suit and had her blonde hair held back in a tight bun. "He flew out for a meeting this morning. Is there something I can help you with, Dr. Nichols?"

      Stasia liked Melody. She hoped her father didn't end up marrying her when he got bored with Riley. "My brother?" she asked. AR was a decent substitute.

      "I'll get him." Melody hurried out of the office.

      Owen stood quietly beside her as they waited, swaying a little as if he couldn't quite manage to keep still. She wanted to reach a hand out to stop him from moving, but she feared a part of that was just because she wanted an excuse to touch him.

      No. She wasn't doing that.

      Thankfully, AR walked in before Stasia's baser instincts could take over. At forty-four, AR was ten years older than her and the heir apparent to their father's empire. He was the oldest, the only child from her father's first marriage, and the man she and her siblings turned to when they couldn't get ahold of Armand Selby.

      It didn't mean they were close. Stasia tried to think of the last time she'd seen her brother. Thanksgiving? Christmas? No, he'd skipped the holidays because of a work event. No matter what, it had been months.

      AR took a seat behind their father's desk like he owned it and placed a leather bound folio in front of him. He gestured for her and Owen to take their seats, but Stasia remained standing. Owen followed her lead.

      Interesting.

      "I was pulled off an important call for this." AR blew out a breath in frustration.

      "I'm sure." Every call was important when billions were on the line. But she could make this easy enough. "Fire him and you can get right back to exploiting poverty-stricken nations."

      Owen's head snapped her way, mouth dropping open. "Really?"

      "Really?" Her brother was more droll.

      Stasia wanted to pace, but she focused all that energy internally and spoke. "I agreed to the detail while you looked into the issue. Surveillance at a distance. Not a full time babysitter."

      "I'm not⁠—"

      "Talking right now." She shot Owen a glare as she spoke, just to make sure he understood. Owen might have been present, but this wasn't his conversation.

      AR leaned back in their father's chair and crossed his arms. "I want you safe."

      She believed it—she and AR weren't close, but they were still family. That didn't mean he got to make decisions for her, though. "And your people can't keep me safe enough?"

      "Stas…"

      "Answer my question." Selby Group employed utterly competent people and Stasia had already made a big concession to allow them to watch her.

      But AR had clearly expected this. He opened up the folio on the desk to reveal a tablet. He swiped at the screen to wake it up and then scrolled to find what he was looking for before swiveling it around for her to take a look.

      Stasia approached the desk and looked, but she wasn't sure what she was seeing.

      "Security found evidence of surveillance in an empty condo across the street from yours," he told her as he scrolled to the next image, which showed an empty apartment. "When we scanned your phone they found spyware. They removed it. This wasn't random and it could happen again. Your best shot at safety is to let…" he looked at Owen as he trailed off and then continued, "Gibson's guy protect you."

      Stasia felt strangely offended that AR hadn't bothered to learn Owen's name. If he wanted to know something, he knew it. "His name is Owen. Who the fuck is Gibson?"

      Owen spoke up. "My boss."

      "A friend," AR added. "I knew you wouldn't trust one of my men so close to you. Owen doesn't report to me—not your comings and goings, not your job, nothing but direct threats to your safety. I know you, Stas, give me a bit of credit."

      She really didn't want to. But AR had thought this through. It wasn't like she thought this was some big conspiracy between AR and Owen to watch her every move. She appreciated that her brother had thought about her feelings.

      She pulled the tablet closer and scrolled through the pictures. There were the telltale white bricks of her building. And there was Gramercy Park. It was where she lived her life.

      A shiver threatened to overtake her and her fingers started to shake. Owen took half a step closer to her, as if he sensed her unease. Strangely, that made her feel a little better.

      "You said this will be taken care of in a week?" Her voice didn't shake. She didn't sound scared. Good.

      "I hope so. My investigators are good. If it drags on for more than a week, we reassess."

      She didn't like the thought of the investigation going longer, but it had to be acknowledged. "Is this worse than Bermeja?" She'd hoped that would be
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open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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

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

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

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

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

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

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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