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          MANNIX DRAGON SHIFTERS BOOK 3

        

      

    

    
      
        
        TWO DRAGONS, ONE MISCALCULATING MATE

      

      

      

      Calla has to protect herself. She doesn't have a choice. And the only way to survive a forced trip into dragon country is to go in with the scents of two powerful dragons on her already.

      Her plan? Seduce Xander and Kolz, the hottest dragons she's ever met.

      Easy peasy, right? What could possibly go wrong?

      Ha!

      The answer – EVERYTHING! Starting with the fact that the dragons don't want a woman for just one night… They want to take a mate. And they want that mate to be her.
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      ONLY READ IF: You want a steamy read about a woman and the two dragons who are determined to make her their mate.
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        Everyone thought dragons were the dangerous ones.

        Everyone was wrong.

      

      

      CALLA

      Calla Price stared at the social media page of the latest girl to go missing. Young, beautiful, innocent. Yesterday her friends had been holding vigils and setting the Internet ablaze with urgent pleas for help in finding her. Today her parents announced she was safe, but unable to make an appearance. She was in need of a bit of time to get over a recent break-up, they had said.

      On the surface, it seemed reasonable enough.

      Except that this was the fifth girl to disappear in the last several months. Once was unfortunate. Twice? Probably a coincidence. Five times? That was a big fat pattern.

      Calla scribbled the girl's name in her notebook and then took a screen capture of the post her parents had written on her page. If this worked the same as the other girls, the account would be closed before the end of the week with some fleeting farewell message, supposedly from the girl, saying she was stepping away from social media to get a little perspective.

      A quick Internet search only confirmed Calla's suspicions. The girl was the daughter of a financier. The last one had been an investor. The one before, a land developer. Then, an import-export trader. And the first… well, that's where it got really interesting. The father of the first girl was none other than Councillor Peter Quick, the chairman of the human delegation responsible for negotiating with the Dragon Council to make amendments to the Dragon Agreement.

      Calla's heart pounded. She'd only been on the council with Quick for a year, but it was long enough to know the bastard would happily sacrifice anyone and everyone if it meant he'd gain prestige, power and money. Every time she sat in a meeting with him and the other men, she came away feeling dirty.

      But they wouldn't intimidate her into quitting. She wouldn't let them.

      It'd been damned difficult to get appointed to this thankless job, but she wouldn't give it up for the world. Negotiations with the dragon shifters were critical and the old boys who made up the rest of the council—well, with the exception of Mrs. Christian, who was so muddled that she just voted with the men without thought anyway—didn't seem inclined to defend the rights of women.

      She stretched her neck from side to side, trying to loosen the tension that'd settled between her shoulders and along her spine. The situation with the dragons was challenging. She got it.

      The winged beasts were desperate. They needed energy that only human females could give. That's what balanced the clans. Without it they were losing their minds and going rogue and causing damage and blah, blah, blah. But that didn't justify ripping away basic human rights from 50 percent of the population.

      You're exaggerating again, a voice in her head said. Her inner critic showed up when she was being irrational and it sounded a lot like her dad's voice.

      "Okay, fine, less than 50 percent," she conceded.

      Dragons tended to want women between the ages of twenty and thirty-five. Maybe forty, if they had to. Oh, and they didn't really like people who were married or with kids. But that was still a sizable percentage of the population.

      And Quick and shits like him only made a bad situation worse.

      The council needed to quit trying to play God. They still hadn't recovered from that whole election fiasco in the fall when they had sacrificed—SACRIFICED!—a woman to the dragons. Just like some B-movie!

      Calla had fought that so hard… and she'd lost. Must be done for the greater good. Blah, blah, blah. That poor woman, Jasmine Gordon, had her home destroyed when a bunch of overly eager dragons invaded it to conk her on the head and drag her to their lairs.

      Well, that council decision had backfired. Big time.

      Of course, what happened? Those damned men like Quick got off in the court of public opinion. But her? The only freaking woman on the council with any common sense got annihilated. She received the brunt of the public's outrage at the arrangements with the dragons. It didn't matter that she'd tried to stop the proceedings time and again. With only one vote, she'd been outmaneuvered and vetoed at every point.

      No. The public didn't care about any of that.

      Her mere presence on the board that had agreed to give human women to the dragons had been seen as a betrayal to her sex. She'd received hundreds of angry emails and a few death threats too. In fact, she still did. Another one had just come in that morning.

      She rolled her shoulders to loosen the tension gathering there. There wasn't a thing she could do about the past, but these girls…

      A bright and smiling face stared at her from the computer screen. Calla swallowed. If what she suspected was true… this was just as bad. Worse, actually.

      Her gut twisted as she reviewed her notes again. She had to be sure before blowing the whistle. She read her file again. All of it. Slowly. Methodically. And hopefully, with a bit of objectivity. In the end, her head was throbbing and her hands were shaking.

      No, this wasn't all in her imagination. She knew it wasn't. If she had to guess, it seemed these powerful human families were bargaining their daughters… selling them to desperate dragon clans in exchange for power and wealth. And if she was right, Quick was at the heart of it. He had the means to orchestrate this. Through his position on the council, he had the necessary connections to the dragon world.

      She had to find proof… to save these poor women from being bartered like cattle. More girls could be at risk. She had to do something. Now.

      She tucked her notes in her bag and smoothed her hair with a trembling hand. She looked out her office window in the Interspecies Council Building at the city beyond. The people out there had no idea what was going on. Someone had to take action.

      Could she do it?

      Going to the human council was out of the question. Hell, going to any human would be dangerous. Dragon-related complaints or queries were always directed back to the same damned council. That was if anyone took her seriously, which was doubtful. What she was suggesting sounded like a plot from one of the late night movies she liked to watch.

      Which meant she had only one other avenue…

      She straightened her shoulders. Before she could change her mind, she clutched the meager evidence she'd collected and made her way through the labyrinth of hallways to the only elevator that went to every floor in the building.

      Sweat clung to her skin and beaded along her hairline. She fanned herself with the folder she was carrying, praying she could tamp down her anxiety before she arrived at her destination. As soon as she entered the little box, she eyed the buttons she had never used before… the ones that would take her all the way to the top of the skyscraper. To the apartments where the dragons stayed when council was in session.

      This was it. She pushed the button and prayed she was doing the right thing.

      The way she figured it, the only ones who could help her were the very beasts at the heart of the problem.
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      XANDER

      Xander Braxon ignored the soft rap. He didn't have any appointments scheduled and none of the councils were meeting today. Whoever was there would go away eventually.

      The knocking continued.

      It didn't get any louder, but it didn't go away either. He inhaled in an attempt to discern the caller's emotional state, if nothing else⁠—

      Could it be? He stilled and scented the air again. Christ, she was here.

      He bolted from his chair. By the time he reached his office door, Kolz Myx, his dragon pair, was already opening the door to their apartment.

      "Come in," Kolz said. Xander detected the smile in his voice.

      His other senses hadn't lied. Calla Price had sought them out… in their home… after hours.

      "I… oh…" Her face was bright pink as she ogled Kolz's bare torso.

      Her gaze fluttered over the wide expanse of his dragon pair's shoulders, then down his chest before lingering on his abs. Xander had no doubt that Kolz was tightening his muscles, just to give her a bit of a show. He'd been working out, so his body glistened with sweat. Most women liked that, and apparently Calla was no different.

      "I can come back," she finally blurted out as she stepped back.

      No. She wasn't getting away now.

      "But you are here now," Xander said as he shouldered Kolz out of the way. He opened the door wider and invited her inside with a wave of his arm.

      Her attention turned to him. A flash of relief crossed her face when she saw he was fully clothed.

      "I am interrupting⁠—"

      "Nonsense," Xander said. Then he turned to Kolz. "Find a shirt."

      Kolz shot a grin at Calla as he departed. Calla's gaze clung to Kolz's retreating form, as if she couldn't get her fill of his body. Xander suppressed his own smile. If she only knew the plans he and Kolz had for her…

      He stood to the side of the threshold, giving her plenty of space to enter their home. She clutched a plain manila folder so tightly that her fingers were white. He lifted an eyebrow at the package, but instead of enlightening him, she glanced over her shoulder at the empty public hallway. He and Kolz lived on the top floor of the high-rise. Theirs was the only apartment on this level, but he couldn't help but feel she was checking to see if they would be overheard by someone.

      "We can talk in the living room," he said. "It is straight ahead."

      As soon as the door clicked shut behind them, some of the tension eased from her shoulders. Very curious. He followed her deeper into the apartment, his gaze dropping to her luscious curves and the way her hips swayed back and forth as she walked. The austere business suit she was so fond of couldn't hide her form. In the council chambers, he didn't get the opportunity to watch her move very often. So he savored it now. She was poetry and romance and sex all rolled into one. Beautiful.

      "I'd always suspected you'd have an amazing view up here," she said when she reached the living room. Her wistful tone made him want to give it to her. A chance to enjoy his view was the least he could do for her… Calla… his future mate.

      He'd been raised to believe that as a Chosen, he would lead a solitary life. Judges needed to be impartial and set apart from the others. His instructors had droned on about that fact endlessly. He grinned. They had been unsettled when Kolz had demanded to be Xander's dragon pair. Luckily, few of them were still alive now to see him pursue a mate too.

      "Would you like to enjoy it from the balcony while we wait for Kolz?"

      She glanced at the folder she was still holding, then back at the city sprawling before them. She nodded. A slight smile played at her lips.

      He opened the door. Immediately the fresh spring air wrapped around them. It was early evening, so it was cool but not unbearable, even for a human. She turned her face toward the light breeze and gave a quiet hum of appreciation. The soft strands of her long brown hair caught on the air currents and fluttered about her like they were also eager to caress her cheeks and her neck. Then she stepped closer to the railing. Her gaze swept across the expanse of the city. Before them, glittering lights sparked to life like the birth of a million stars as dusk claimed the day. His eyes never left her. Watching her discover something of his life, even if it was a view that he had come to take for granted, was a treat.

      "Do you like it?" She turned to him. "Up here. Does it remind you of flying?"

      He laughed at the unexpected question. "I will take you flying one day and you can tell me what you think."

      "It must be amazing." She smiled longingly as she shivered, but she didn't move to return inside. Instead she cast her gaze toward the western horizon, where the last fingers of sunlight were making the clouds glow like burning embers in a dying fire. He stepped closer to her, his chest a mere inch from her back. He knew the moment she felt his dragon heat. She grew very still.

      Then, almost imperceptibly, she leaned ever so slightly toward him.

      He bridged the distance between them, letting their bodies meet. She didn't shrink or tell him to go to hell. He smiled at this surprising development.

      "You are cold." His lips brushed against her soft, fragrant hair as he spoke. "Let me keep you warm."

      She swallowed and her breath quickened.

      Most single females would have run for the door, shrieking the entire way, if a dragon presumed to invade their personal space like this. But not Calla. His beautiful brave Calla.

      The sound of the door opening announced Kolz's arrival. She tensed and Xander stepped away. The sudden absence of her vibrant energy punched through him like a physical force. Her cheeks were rosy as she avoided meeting his gaze.

      "Thank you for agreeing to see me," she said quickly. Then she paused to take a deep breath. "I came because I know you helped resolve the incident with Jasmine Gordon last fall. I believe you led the investigation, correct?"

      Kolz and Xander exchanged a look, but his pair didn't know where this conversation was going any more than he did.

      "Is something wrong with Kylan and Dillon's mate?" Xander asked.

      "No." The little bridge between her eyebrows wrinkled. "But because of the way you treated that situation, I think you are the only ones I can trust…"

      She trusted them. It was more than he could have hoped at this early stage. He wanted to hear her say it again, just for the sake of his ego. Instead, he waited.

      Something was bothering her. It was obvious. She never would have come to them otherwise. Kolz's fingers twitched, the only sign of his impatience for her to share her worries.

      "I think Councillor Quick is corrupt… in the worst way," she said, "and I need your help to prove it."

      As soon as the words burst from her, a noise from one of the balconies below scraped through the air. Calla's mouth dropped open and that lovely rosy color on her cheeks faded until they were obscenely pale. Damn it, they should never have talked out here on the balcony.

      Had someone else heard her suspicions? Suspicions that he could easily believe.

      Kolz ushered her inside without saying a word.

      If all that was true, she would need their help and protection now more than ever…
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      KOLZ

      When the door to the balcony was secured and they were inside the apartment again, Kolz cursed. He should have jumped over the railing and flown past the lower floors to see who may have overheard them. But it was too late now.

      He held tight to her arm, not wanting to let her go. If he kept her close, he could protect her. Keep her safe. He inhaled her scent, using it and the gentle energy she emitted to calm his agitation.

      He'd been addicted to her from the first time she'd entered the boardroom for a joint council meeting. As a new member, she'd trailed behind the other human delegates. The talks had centered, as they always did, around the dragons and their mutual problem, which was also known as "how to stop rogue dragons from attacking humans." After the meeting, when Xander had remarked on Ms. Price too, Kolz knew they'd finally found a potential mate.

      From that point, Kolz stood behind Xander's chair during the joint meetings, just like the other betas who attended the talks, but Calla was his focus, not interspecies relations. He didn't have to attend to the discussions, so he set about learning as many details as he could about her. He noticed how her lips twitched into a faint smile when she caught him watching her, how her pupils dilated when she saw them, how a delicate flush splashed over her cheeks every time he or Xander acknowledged her…

      And now, she'd come to them… And doing so had put her at risk.

      "I'm sorry," Calla said as she edged toward the door, tugging her arm away. "I shouldn't have come."

      Kolz forced his fingers to let her go.

      "Show us your file," Xander said. His tone was steady and calming. Almost bewitching. Kolz always suspected it was a side effect of the magic the council had imbued in him when he'd been selected as one of the Chosen. "You would not have come if you didn't believe it to be important."

      She stopped retreating and eyed them both, as if gauging whether or not to proceed. Whatever she saw must have appeased her, because she nodded.

      "It isn't much." Her words were barely more than a whisper.

      "Our apartment is soundproof. At least that was one thing they got right when they built this place. If it wasn't, we wouldn't be able to live here in any comfort, being this close to the others." Xander motioned toward their sofa.

      For one long moment, she stared at them, her gaze flitting between Xander and him. Then, thankfully, she dropped to the leather sofa. When she was seated, the alpha settled into his favorite chair. She glanced up at Kolz, as if expecting him to sit too, but he couldn't. Impatient energy surged through him. He needed to stand. To walk. It was useless, but it made him feel more in control. And with a potential threat dangling over her, he needed some pretense of control.

      "I don't have anything definitive." She put her folder on the coffee table and flipped it open. "But I think he is selling the daughters of his influential friends to clans in exchange for dragon treasure."

      Kolz surveyed the mess of papers and clippings. A sharper sense of restlessness rippled through his limbs and he turned to pace the room. As he followed the wall of windows from one end of the room to the other, she explained her suspicions. As her theory unfolded before him, Kolz agreed that something seemed… off.

      "What are these girls like?" Xander asked.

      "I don't understand what you're asking."

      "Do they party? Are they particularly vain? That kind of thing," Kolz expanded on Xander's question. They'd been together too long for him not to anticipate how his alpha's mind worked.

      "You think they are Dragon's Tears addicts." Her gaze darted between them.

      "No, we're trying to gather information," Xander said.

      "I had considered that," she said, "but everything I found suggests that they weren't. They all seem clean. Wholesome. They've led very sheltered lives, which is one of the reasons that the whole boyfriend excuse is so strange. There were only girls on their social media feeds. These girls don't appear to have any male friends, let alone romantic interests."

      "How old are they?" Kolz asked, although he thought he could guess the answer.

      "Between eighteen and twenty-two."

      Kolz shook his head. They should have seen this coming. He glanced at Xander and knew he'd come to the same conclusion. Then Calla's eyes widened as she realized the implication. She stared at the smiling faces of the five girls in the photos on the table.

      "They were all born after the Dragon Announcement. You think they were raised for this purpose since birth… Oh, God…" She covered her mouth with her hand.

      Xander exhaled slowly and dropped his head back to stare at the ceiling.

      "Son of a bitch." Kolz cracked his knuckles. Investigating whether or not Jasmine Gordon had been sacrificed to the dragons had been simple. This would not be as straightforward. There were fifteen recognized clans plus countless pairs who lived outside of established clans. Dragon Country covered thousands of square miles. The task would be monumental.

      He could reasonably eliminate the Mannix clan, where he and Xander spent most of their time, but that would be their only opportunity to narrow the field at this point. And hoards weren't monitored, so there was no way to track any exchange of goods on the dragon side of this sinister equation.

      Calla grabbed his hand as he walked past her again. He froze and looked at her little fingers clasped around his big hand. His body responded to her touch as if it were a caress.

      "If these arrangements are decades in the making, there has to be evidence out there, right?" Calla stared into his eyes, begging him to agree with her.

      "The best option is for us to follow the human side. Look at Quick and see what we can find," he said as he squeezed her hand. A relieved smile broke over her face.

      "Okay, what's our plan?"

      "Our plan is for you to sit back and pretend you don't suspect anything," Kolz said. "I'll make some inquiries."

      She couldn't be involved in the investigation. It was too risky. He wouldn't let anything happen to her, not when she'd finally come to them. It had to mean she was drawn to them, just like they were drawn to her. Just like a true mate would be.

      And protecting his mate would always be his first priority.
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      XANDER

      Xander dove toward the earth and inhaled sharply. Sure enough, the distinctive scent of an unfamiliar solitary dragon clung to the air.

      Damn it. Another rogue.

      He banked away from the Interspecies Council Building. As much as it bothered him to be away from Calla when she needed their protection, they weren't going back yet. It had been unusually early for them to consider returning to the ICB anyway, but neither he nor Kolz wanted to leave Calla for long.

      While in residence, each dragon pair was obliged to assist in protecting the city from wayward rogues. He could have arranged to have substitutes come in to do their duty for them, but Kolz's restlessness was driving them both insane. He hoped a flight would help. It certainly couldn't hurt. It'd been a week since Calla had arrived at their apartment, and they had put off their mandatory patrols as long as they could.

      At least she would be in the relative safety of a human council meeting tonight. Although she would be sitting with the enemy, the chances of Quick harming her in front of witnesses was remote. He was too calculating for that. He was very much the orchestrator, not the thug.

      Beside him, Kolz spiralled away from the building at the same time. They didn't need to look at one another for confirmation. They'd worked together long enough that they acted in unison by instinct.

      They may not be in the enforcer clan, but everyone knew Xander could defend human territory better than most dragons on the council, so he and Kolz typically did more patrols than the others. When he had been little more than a boy, he was selected to be a Chosen. His parents had been thrilled. He had to wonder if they had really considered the implications. Or perhaps the prestige had meant more to them than their only son's prospects for happiness. Immediately upon their approval, the surprisingly brief ceremony was performed where his blood had been infused with magic. Then he'd been removed from his clan, his parents… everything that he'd known… to undergo training. The trajectory of his life had been forever altered, although Xander couldn't deny that he enjoyed the power that came with his position.

      But tonight he needed this hunt almost as much as Kolz. He craved the exhilaration and adrenaline, and he reveled in the way his wings sliced through the night air.

      In the fading light he tracked the intruder across the sky. The rogue—there was no question of him being anything but a rogue—must have sensed them too because he was changing direction.

      Oh, no, you don't.

      He and Kolz followed. They had the advantage over the poor creature they stalked. Rogues were driven into human territory through a desperate compulsion to be near females for their balancing energy. They were not sensible, logical or healthy. Their shortcomings were accentuated when pitted against Xander and his primary, who'd at least been close to females for the months of the Dragon Agreement negotiations. The only way he and Kolz could be stronger was if they had claimed a mate.

      And soon they would do that too…

      For years he'd never allowed himself to dream of finding a dragon pair, let alone a mate. How many times had he been instructed that Chosen weren't destined for such mundane relationships? But then Kolz had come to him. The headstrong dragon had been determined to convince Xander that he could take him as a primary. And he had been right.

      And now?

      Now there was Calla. They wanted her as their mate, but getting the woman alone long enough to court her was almost impossible. The one time they'd finally achieved that feat, she'd dropped her suspicions about Quick on them. It'd rather killed the mood.

      Working with her could only improve their chances of spending time with her. And soon they would talk to her about being their mate. Soon. But not yet.

      However this wasn't the time to think about her. He and Kolz couldn't afford to be distracted. When they finally captured the wayward dragon, things would get dicey. They always did. Desperation did strange things to a psyche.

      Although the dragon they chased was faster than the others they'd captured lately, it wouldn't be long before they caught him. Xander worked his wings harder. The force of the effort hurtled him through the air. The distance shortened between him and the rogue.

      Almost got you.

      Below them, the lights became more sporadic and spread out as they flew from the city into rural lands. Good. The last thing they needed were hundreds of videos of their fight posted on the Internet. Then again, another dragon attack could strengthen their negotiating power. Humans tended to forget how vulnerable they were... or, more importantly, who the superior species was.

      In his peripheral vision, Kolz was spiralling away. Xander tucked his wings tight and charged for the dragon, knowing Kolz would be circling around to attack from the other side.

      With practiced precision, they whirled around the dark figure. Their quarry jerked in a zigzag pattern through the air, eyeing them with wide eyes as they followed. A sharp cry ripped through the otherwise peaceful twilight.

      Golden dragon fire shot across the darkening sky, as if the sun were exploding as it hit the horizon. Xander spun to avoid the blaze of heat. Too late. He cursed as the flames blistered the underside of his belly.

      Son of a bitch.

      Rage seethed through his blood. Xander dove toward the rogue. In front of him, Kolz was already on their quarry. He'd grabbed the back of the bastard's wings in his talons. Their quarry's head swung from side to side as he tried to bite at Kolz, but this wasn't his primary's first rodeo. Kolz knew what he was doing.

      He forced the wayward dragon toward an empty field. Xander landed and waited for them. The
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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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