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      Zasha comes from a family of cage fighters.

      There was no time for playing with dolls or painting her nails … just learning how to survive in the ring.

      When four men attack her, she’s ready for them.

      Until they break the rules … and use dark magic against her.

      They transform her into a wolf. A beast. Violating her very nature.

      The Pound is an underground fighting arena, where wolves are pitted against each other to delight the whims of the perverse elite.

      It’s where wolves are sent to fight—and to die.

      She was never meant to be a wolf … but was always meant to be a fighter.

      The ring is where she thrives.

    

  


  
    
      For the wild magic inside all of us.

      Let loose the powerful mofo that you are!

      Rawwwwr.

      

      And also for Leia Stone.

      Thank you for being a wonderful friend,

      who always has my back.

      Love you, girl.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Own your badassery.
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          ~ ZASHA ~

        

      

    

    
      Zasha predicted the day her father died would be the worst of her life.

      For years she’d observed him as he rubbed at his chest when he thought she wasn’t looking, trying to ease the pain that never fully left him. She spent her savings on consultations with medical experts he refused to see until she begged him to go, and once he did, he grumbled the entire time.

      He was old school from an old world. His life had been difficult since the moment he came into it.

      When Zasha was a young girl, her mother had snuck out in the middle of the night, never to return. She’d latched on to a man who wasn’t her husband, seeing him as her opportunity for salvation and citizenship status.

      So her papa had become her entire world.

      All her mother left behind were some serious abandonment issues, distorted memories of her laugh, and chintzy perfume. Nothing much about her seemed real anymore. She was a ghost, and it had taken most of Zasha’s life to learn not to hate her.

      In the end, it was her papa’s heart that finally killed him. Though he didn’t succumb to a heart attack like the doctors said. He died of a broken heart. Because of a woman who never deserved him.

      Zasha had expected to stumble when he died, but when her father drew his last breath, no longer suffering as his heart squeezed the last drop of life from him, she broke, shattered into a million fragments she’d be lucky to ever piece back together.

      And Zasha Volkov wasn’t lucky. Never had been. Like her papa, she’d lived a hard life in a hard city where the easy breaks always happened to other people. Scorching Arrow was a town that only the hopeless remained in for long. Anyone with a chance at a better life fled sooner or later.

      Her papa had a crew of friends who were like brothers. Big, stalwart brutes of men, they were family, more life partners to her father than the wife he never replaced. They stayed in the hospital with Zasha all night while doctors and nurses tried to save her father’s life. When they failed, her papa’s friends—brothers—thumped her awkwardly on the back and spoke rough words of comfort into her hair, calling her volchok as her father had done. They sniffled, but didn’t let a tear wrench free. They, too, were hard men who didn’t cry. Crying never solved a damn thing.

      They remained at the hospital with her father’s body when she left a while before dawn. When she couldn’t take it anymore. When she needed to scream and rage at the injustices of life.

      But she didn’t yell or punch something as she thought she would. She didn’t even cry as she feared she would. Inside her was dark, eerily silent, and devastatingly cold, like she’d never warm up again. Before dawn fully broke, Zasha allowed herself to sink into weakness as she walked the mostly abandoned downtown of Scorching Arrow. At that hour, those who still occupied the streets were mostly passed out after a night of desperate indulgence.

      As she passed dark alleys punctuated by the stench of urine, she hunched into her oversized hoodie and wondered what she’d do now. Her papa had tried to convince her to flee the city dozens of times, maybe hundreds. But she refused to abandon him, and he wouldn’t leave his brothers or their families. Their bond ran deeper than blood. They had each others' backs in a world that didn’t mind whether they lived or died.

      Zasha didn’t want to leave her uncles any more than she did the memories of her papa that would linger in this place. She had no idea yet how she’d move on without her father and his constant strength, to start all over in an unfamiliar town, where no one would know her and no one would care. Still, it might be the only way she’d make it past the emptiness inside that was eating away at her will to live like acid on metal.

      “Dammit, Papa,” Zasha moaned aloud.

      The weakness that rang through her shook her to her core. It was the one thing she was never supposed to reveal. Never. Papa and her uncles had pounded the understanding into her: Predators prey on weakness. They knew. They’d fled the deep mountains of Eastern Europe. When they’d opposed the local mafia, they’d been hunted, so they took the women they wanted to marry and left their birthplace behind.

      Zasha was a petite woman, but her papa and her uncles had taught her to fight, and she was damn good at it. Once she turned eighteen, she made her living cage fighting and kickboxing. Since she was a young girl, her family taught her the importance of always carrying herself with strength. The vibe you put off wins half your fights for you, they’d say in their thick Eastern European accents.

      At all of five feet and one-half inch, she’d had to become tougher than those larger than her to hold her own. She’d learned to surprise her opponents and dominate in the cage and ring, and when her challengers knew of her reputation, she moved faster and with more agility than they, winning more times than not.

      She couldn’t afford to lose, because when she did, the knockouts were brutal. Scrappy and determined, she practiced harder than everyone else so she could come out on top.

      So when she was attacked from behind, even though the assault surprised her, she should have been able to give her assailants the shock of their lives. She should have spun on them and punished them for taking advantage of the vulnerable.

      Except, her reactions lagged.

      Fully absorbed by her grief, muscle memory delayed by seconds before it kicked in. Not only must her attackers have singled her out because she was so evidently broken, they also didn’t play by any kind of rules despite their already significant advantage in bulk and numbers.

      Never drop your guard, Papa had told her a thousand times. Then he’d gone and died... His warning echoed sharply through her as one of her attackers grabbed her from behind.

      The man wrapped strong arms around her torso, pinning her own arms to her sides in a move she’d learned to break before puberty. Without thought, moving through motions she could carry out in her sleep, Zasha rammed her head back hard, attempting to smack the back of her skull into her attacker’s face, hopefully breaking his nose.

      He possessed some skill in defense, yanking his face back just in time … but also momentarily weakening his hold on her. She slammed her butt back into his pelvis to carve out distance between them, then whipped her arms up, bent at the elbows, breaking his hold.

      Several more men rushed to attempt to grab her from all sides, but now this was a situation she was ready for. Four tall, apparently strong men against one small woman?

      When that woman was her, she’d take those odds all day long.

      Allowing the depth of her grief to fuel her rage, she spun and struck out like a viper, jabbing one in the throat and another in the eyeballs. The first gasped violently, struggling to draw breath. The other wailed an inhuman keen, clutching at his eyes.

      Hands up in loose, open fists so she could punch or strike, Zasha protected her face and chest, spinning while bouncing on her feet to determine the next best point of attack.

      She feinted to the left, then lunged right, snapping a coiled kick and taking out another man’s knee. He crumpled to the ground with an agonized cry while she spun to take out the last man before Throat and Eyes could recover enough to come at her again. Knee wasn’t getting back up.

      Zasha circled the final man and decided she could take him down in a head-on fight—a few sharp jabs and kicks in the right places, a bone twisted beyond its breaking point, and she’d be free.

      She danced across the dark, oily asphalt, snapped her fist out to punch him in the nose, struck him in the side of the neck on the carotid artery, then latched on to the fingers he extended toward her, breaking several of them.

      A moment before her fist smashed into the man’s nose, a realization slammed into her.

      Why his fingers were extended.

      That he was mumbling words under his breath she didn’t register.

      Then she felt his attack.

      Mere moments from her victory, he hit her with the one thing she wasn’t prepared to defend against, no matter how many thousands of hours she’d spent in her family’s gym.

      Magic.

      Without any real exposure to it, she still knew exactly what it was.

      And she understood that whatever power this was, it was dark. The darkest.

      A shadow struck her square in the chest.

      And despite all the strength and resilience Zasha had, she didn’t have magic.

      Rumors of sorcery swept across the underworld of Scorching Arrow. It was difficult to entirely avoid the stories of witches and wizards who could defy the laws of nature, or of the monsters who shouldn’t exist. Those in her inner circle—her dad, her uncles, their families, the boys and a few girls who came to learn to fight—they had bigger things to worry about, like survival.

      Scorching Arrow would eat you alive and spit out your bones if you let it.

      She stared blankly up at her assailant when the pulse of power knocked the breath out of her. Gasping, she struggled to suck in air, clutching uselessly at her throat.

      But her sudden inability to fill her lungs wasn’t her most pressing problem.

      The darkness that clung to this magic was trying to consume her.

      She understood the path this cloying evil intended to take as if it spoke to her, as if it were becoming one with her. She had to halt the flow of this magic. She had to keep it from possessing her.

      Only … she didn’t know how to stop it.

      Her mouth hung open, desperation urging her to continue sucking in breath. Yet the air she pulled in didn’t make it past her throat. Tears stung the back of her eyeballs; she refused to let them fall. If she couldn’t stop these men from killing her, so be it. But she would not let them break her before she died.

      Eyes stinging, she sucked in air like she never had before, but was rewarded only with emptiness. With the promise of death. Her vision blurred and clouded around the edges.

      She’d prepared her entire life to defeat entitled assholes like these, only to have her training fail her when it mattered most.

      Wondering if she’d see her papa or if there’d be nothing after this, she tried to pull in another breath and failed. Her knees weakened and brought her to the ground. Abstractly, she sensed the asphalt cold and damp beneath her jeans. Her eyelids closed of their own accord, shutting out the blurry images of the four men crowded around her.

      At least I won’t have to mourn Papa, she thought. Though the fact that she should die the same day he did when so many of his decisions centered around giving her the best life possible only served to piss her the hell off.

      She fought for air one last time…

      And managed to suck in a ragged, wheezing breath that barely reached her lungs.

      But it wasn’t empty!

      Greedily, she breathed in deeply, filling her lungs…

      She froze.

      Darkness swirled through her, traveling along the path of her breath, taking its time, as if it already owned her entirely.

      Thrashing and clawing at her clothes, Zasha resisted. Never before had she felt her soul, but in that moment she imagined she could feel it revolting inside her, refusing the wickedness that sought to claim it.

      Once more, useless.

      In a swift moment, faster than she could accept what was happening, the dark magic overpowered her soul.

      Her soul.

      Despite its innate brightness, her soul—or whatever burned within her like a constant flame—wasn’t able to defend itself.

      Shadow wormed its way through every pulsing part of her body, consuming her like a plague. Suddenly, her survival became as alarming as what she’d believed was her impending end.

      It didn’t feel like this was their way to kill her.

      Those same arms that had encircled her before latched on to her again, dragging her upward.

      This time she couldn’t fight. Large, monolithic slabs of dark gunk weighed down her spirit, clamping down on her will to resist.

      “Shit. She’s a girl,” one of the men commented as he peered into the shadows beneath her oversized hood.

      Another of the men knocked the hood back off her head. He grunted in distaste. “Not a girl, a woman.”

      “A young woman, then,” the first said as if annoyed to be corrected.

      “Girl or woman, this isn’t good. What do we do?” the third asked while the grip that clamped her from behind tightened. She was able to move, but in a foggy, intoxicated way, like she wasn’t in true control of her body.

      Blinking hazily, she continued to focus on listening. Even though their voices were garbled as they filtered through to her, she needed to learn what was happening to her.

      “Do we let her go?” the first one, with his distinctive nasally voice, asked. “Boss doesn’t want ladies in the Pound, not unless they’re ones he asked for.”

      “That’s no lady,” said the one with magic, the only man Zasha feared.

      She blinked groggily, trying to study him.

      In a Henley shirt, its sleeves artfully pushed up above his elbows; dark skinny jeans, which looked too tight and uncomfortable to properly fight in; and flat boots, their leather shining in the dim light of a sliver of moon, he looked like the kind of person she would have discounted as posing no threat to her.

      “Look at her,” the magic man continued. “She’s got no class, no finesse. She’s dressed like a teenager who lives out on the streets. Her jeans and sneakers have holes in them, and her hoodie is huge, like she’s some ganger. She looked like a boy from behind, and your boss likes the young boys with enough spark in them to fight back but not to win. You know that. Your boss won’t care that she’s a woman. She has enough fight in her for him to like her.”

      “He’s your boss too,” said the first man, who’d since delegated her restraint to the third man, since it was obvious now that she wouldn’t resist.

      “No.” Magic Man propped his hands on his hips and stared at her. “He’s not my boss, he just thinks he is. Big difference.”

      The three other men hmphed and grunted.

      “We need one more, so we bring her,” Magic Man said. “It’s late, I want to get home, and I’m not in the mood to deal with your boss’ tantrums. Unless one of you wants to tell him we’re one short?” He looked at the other three, who didn’t say anything, one shaking his head. “Her tits won’t matter anyway. She’ll be dead within a week, just like all the rest of them. More like, she’ll be dead by tomorrow. She won’t make it out of the ring.”

      A spark of something akin to hope flared within her. The ring was the one place where she knew exactly what to do to survive.

      So long as the odds were fair and no one used magic…

      Her eyes shut again without her direction while the men dragged her from the dark, forgotten corner of Scorching Arrow to another world entirely.
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          ~ ZASHA ~

        

      

    

    
      A deep, damp, and penetrating cold woke her long before she’d rested enough to recover from whatever the magic had done to her. Zasha opened her eyes slowly, certain she wouldn’t like what she saw.

      Her surroundings weren’t all that different from what they’d been when she’d last been awake. She lay huddled on a hard, dank, and stained concrete floor.

      Groaning, she tried to control the trembling in her body before her teeth started chattering. Wherever she was, she wasn’t planning on staying, and the sooner she understood her circumstances, the sooner she could map out her escape.

      Pushing herself to sitting, she managed only to lean on her hands but not to sit upright. Weak. She felt weak in a way she’d never felt before. And it wasn’t just the thought of a world without her father in it. This was all-consuming, and she didn’t like it. Not at all.

      Gritting her teeth, she swallowed a grunt as she forced herself to sit, scooting across the disgusting floor to lean against a concrete wall, which was freezing, and she was grateful to discover herself still wrapped in the thick hoodie. Scorching Arrow wasn’t a safe place for women out on their own. Most of the girls who ended up in her dad’s gym came to learn how to defend themselves from rapists, and most of them, though young, had learned of the prevalence of rape in the worst way.

      With difficulty, Zasha stretched her legs out in front of her, but she did it. Breathing slowly to remain calm, she counted that one blessing. At least she could now breathe freely.

      Absently, she rubbed at her chest, thinking of her papa and how many times she’d seen him do the same thing. She dropped her hand, worrying at the ache deep inside her, before shoving that concern away.

      She heard her Uncle Andrei’s familiar voice echoing through her memories: Focus on what you can do, not what you can’t. Focusing on perceived weaknesses only undermines your strength. Uncle Andrei said it in the deep, thick accent that neither her father nor her uncles had ever been able to kick.

      Zasha chuffed to herself. “Look at where all their sacrifices got me,” she whispered to the cold, cavernous cell.

      She was definitely in a cell. The lack of windows anywhere in the walls, and the very small one set high in the closed door, with a small metal hatch that must slide open and closed from the other side, gave it away. Still, the second Zasha could stand up, she was trying that exit. Only the stupid and complacent operated on assumptions. She was neither. Just as soon as she could, she was going to test every lock and seam to see if she could break them.

      Arching her neck, she examined the ceiling, wondering what exactly the asshole with magic had done to her to make that slight movement a chore.

      The ceiling was plain cement as well, several droplets of moisture hanging heavily, preparing to drop. There was nothing to hang on to anywhere to gain momentum for any sort of attack against the structural integrity of the cell.

      “Damn,” she muttered softly, not much more than an exhale. If her kidnappers didn’t realize she was awake, she wasn’t about to draw their attention to her.

      At least the feeling that darkness was sweeping through her, claiming her, was gone. As she controlled her breathing and convinced her mind that cold was just an illusion, she began to roll her wrists and ankles. It might take longer than it should, but she needed her body limber if she was going to escape.

      Whenever someone came to check on her, she had to be ready. She wouldn’t allow a single opportunity to pass her by without taking advantage of it.

      Life favors the prepared.

      Well, life had mostly screwed her over, but things would have been so much worse if she hadn’t trained to gain every advantage she could. Scorching Arrow probably would have devoured her and licked its greedy chops long ago if she hadn’t transformed herself into the kind of person who didn’t go down easily.

      Only she had gone down all too easily.

      All it had taken was magic, the one thing she wasn’t prepared for, and couldn’t be. Magic didn’t run in her blood.

      The thought left a bitter taste in her mouth, which already tasted like she’d partied all night, puked, and was waking with all the regret and sourness of the previous night.

      Gradually, sensation returned to her fingers and toes, unleashing a tidal wave of tingles that made her grit her teeth against the uncomfortable sensation. But now that she was becoming more alert, she was mindful of the sounds she made, and she wouldn’t release another peep.

      In this cell, the element of surprise might be the only advantage available to her, and she was going to maximize it as much as she could.

      Slowly, and with discomfort that bordered on pain, she forced herself into a crouch. Her calves and thighs came awake with agonizing intensity, but in order to fight she had to be limber, and she currently felt like a big, heavy log.

      It wouldn’t do.

      As her thoughts became crisper, while she moved she focused on listening, hoping to pick up sounds that would give her information she could use in her defense. Feeling as if she’d been KO’d the night before in a fight by a big, ugly, muscled brute, she made herself move through her usual warm-up.

      When she lost a fight, and her opponent punished her hard, the next day everything hurt. This is no different, she told herself, even though it most certainly was. But a fight was won in the mind before it was won in the ring. That she knew without a doubt to be true.

      Still crouched, she moved into one bent thigh and then the other, shifting her body weight back and forth, forcing her limbs to awaken, to ready. After far too long, she managed to banish the cold and make her way to standing.

      She managed to remain upright, and kept moving through her usual warm-up until her movements picked up speed, and she began to feel a bit like her usual self. She swung her arms in circles, the joints complaining less; she kicked and punched into the cold air, ignoring the way her breath clouded in front of her. As she built her own heat, her kicks and strikes were slow, but she was no quitter, her actions gradually becoming elegant once more—smooth and strong, like a caged cat that knows its moment will come.

      The familiarity of her workout eased the panic that had tried to bloom inside her. This, she could do. This was what she knew. The pit of despair, which darkness had filled to the brim when the men had taken her, was moving to the background, where she’d make sure she forgot it.

      Even thoughts of her papa barely managed to infiltrate the iron will she was enveloping herself in. She pushed away his death, the hollow feel of his absence, and she shoved away thoughts of her uncles too. Surely by now they’d noticed her missing and they’d sounded the alarm. Their wives and children, who were nearly as tough as they were, would be out looking for her. As would the gym regulars.

      In Scorching Arrow, people took care of their own. Her uncles wouldn’t call the police; they’d hit the streets, muscle-bound and furious, until they found her.

      Only, would they?

      Rolling her neck, she was pleased to discover she was warming up quite nicely. Sure, she didn’t feel as limber and confident as usual, but she’d get there.

      She had to.

      A grating creak…

      She rushed to the door and pressed an ear to the cold metal. A clank, as if a door like hers had been slammed shut.

      Then nothing.

      Rising onto her tiptoes, she peeked through the small window at the top of the door. It was maybe five by seven inches; threads of steel wove through the glass. Not that breaking it would do her much good. It was too high up to allow her to squeeze an arm through and reach the handle below. And there was nothing in the cell with her that would serve as a tool. Even so, ideas of smashing the window and using her hoodie to hook the handle raced through her mind. It wasn’t a plan likely to succeed, but she’d consider all avenues that might get her out of here.

      When she didn’t see anything but a blank hallway as bleak as her cell, she pressed a cheek against the glass, turning this way and that. She could make out nothing beyond a bare bulb up the hall from her. She couldn’t even tell how long the hallway was, or how many cells like hers there might be.

      Which led her to wonder once more: Why had they taken her? What did they want with her? If anyone tried to rape her or pass her around like some plaything for men who possessed too much power and too little sense of decency, she’d go out in a blaze of mutilated penises and testicles that would ensure the “men” would never inflict their depravity on anyone else.

      They’d regret having taken her. She’d make sure of it.

      Another clank of a door, her heartbeat sped up.

      Two doors. Did that mean there were two others trapped in here like her? It could mean that, or the sound of doors opening and closing could be of just one cell, or of another room that didn’t house a person.

      The murmur of voices, too soft to make out, along with the shuffle of footsteps.

      She stilled.

      Should she attack now? Was this her one chance to get out of here? Or should she pretend to still be sleeping and bide her time while she gathered information that would help the chances of success of her breakout?

      She bit the insides of her lip while she debated, thankful her mind was working as usual, cycling rapidly through pros and cons, and cursed under her breath. It was a crapshoot. Without more awareness of her circumstances, she couldn’t make a sound decision. But once she had that information, the element of surprise might be gone…

      The decision was stolen from her.

      Without warning, fire surged through her veins, burning away any thoughts of the dank cold that had previously afflicted her. Gasping, she stumbled away from the door as the flames incinerated every part of her insides.

      Too hard, she fell to her knees. The bone of her kneecaps slammed against the concrete, sending more agony whipping through her.

      Once more, she found herself wheezing for breath. The fire—the devastating, all-consuming flame—made it impossible to do anything but struggle to survive, to make it to the other side of whatever this was.

      Was this magic again? It had to be. Was the magic setting fire to her ability to think? Would her mind melt? Would she be a useless vegetable afterward?

      A scream rang through the room, bouncing off the walls, floor, and ceiling long before she realized it was hers. Once she did, she couldn’t prevent the next one from following the first.

      Agony and desperation ripped through her, hooking into her and tearing her apart, as she begged to gods she didn’t believe in for the torment to end.

      She’d endured suffering. Hell, her whole life had been about taking the hit and getting back up.

      But this was the kind of strike no one would ever get back up from again. All she knew was hurt.

      This … wasn’t right.

      Her insides warped in ways she couldn’t entirely identify. But she recognized the extent of the damage. The pain—the burning—was ravaging her very soul.

      Every bit of her uniqueness, every part of her character that defined the woman she was, was swallowed up in one big, horrifying, damning gulp.

      She slammed back into the hard floor, writhing against the sensations that weren’t hers, that weren’t human, that no one should ever have to feel. Her head snapped back, smacking the concrete, and when she shrieked she was screaming out her humanity. Gone went the grief for the loss of her father, the one man who’d made her feel safe in an ugly world. Gone went the anger at her mother, who’d made life difficult for a man who deserved good things more than anyone else she’d ever known. Gone went fleeting wishes that her uncles and her little tribe would come rushing in to save her.

      Against her will, her hands and toes curled in on themselves, fighting what she didn’t know how to resist. Her back arched, sliding her along the grimy floor. She tried to bring her knees up toward her chest, but she only did for a few quick moments before they flung out in front of her, her entire body going rigid, clenching against the overwhelming sensations rushing through her.

      Then—respite arrived.

      Every muscle loosened, and she melted like putty onto the floor, never more grateful to be lying in filth.

      She had only time for hope to glimmer inside her before the pain returned with as much ferocity as the plunge of a sword, thrusting to pierce her heart.

      She wished for a swift death, and then a force as violent as any white-water-rapids swept away every remaining wish and thought.

      Trying to keep her sanity, a sense of herself, would be pointless. She knew it. She let go of everything that made her who she was and fell into the pain. It tore through her rabidly, bent on maximum destruction. A wail echoed off the walls as she clenched her eyes shut, bit her tongue, and swallowed blood, her invisible enemy slicing, bludgeoning, and ripping through her, tearing every organ and piece of flesh apart. The miraculous design of the human body was overcome by the same darkness as before. Hazily, she recognized it, and understood its intent.

      To destroy. To change. To transform.

      To shift.

      But to shift into what?

      From somewhere beyond her, she thought she heard someone else scream. Maybe several someones. Or it could have all been her.

      She couldn’t tell. She couldn’t think.

      She no longer knew if she could survive this.

      No longer knew if she wanted to.

      Then every muscle tensed once more. The ripping, shredding, and rending resumed.

      Whoever would

      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Books by Lucía Ashta
      


      		
        About Forged Wolf
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
        
          		
            ~ Zasha ~
          


        


      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
        
          		
            ~ Gideon ~
          


        


      


      		
        Chapter 12
        
          		
            ~ Zasha ~
          


        


      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Read the Next Book
      


      		
        Thanks for Reading
      


      		
        Sneak Peek of Beta Wolf
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Copyright


    


  


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.



OEBPS/images/forged-wolf-ebook-new.jpg









