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        Book Description

      

      

      Faith is on the cusp of having it all. She made it through the last of her college finals and is looking forward to starting her career. If only her twin would answer her damned phone. After three days of no word, she's forced to drive to Devils Point and search for her. As her luck goes, things go south the minute she hits creepy island. Starting with a wolf attack that lands her in hot water with her sister's bad ass boss.

      

      Damien just wants to get through Mating Season and get back to normal. His would be mate is not at all what he expected and not exactly his type. Not to mention off limits. Until she shows up smelling like another wolf. Now all bets are off and this Alpha will do anything to protect her--including claim her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Faith Harris stared down the unlit two lane road that would take her across the bay to Devils Point. The creepiest place on earth and current home of her insane twin sister.

      Maybe she wasn't clinically insane, but there had to be something going wrong in that brain of hers to move out here in what felt like the middle of nowhere despite being in relative close proximity to a city the size of Tacoma.

      The Pacific Northwest had a lot going for it with fresh air and lots of mountains and water, but these foggy islands were really not her thing. She preferred the creature comforts that came with living in Seattle just an hour or so away.

      Restaurants galore, a coffee shop on every corner to feed her caffeine addiction, and a safe, secure apartment building only a few blocks away from the college campus.

      When she reached the bridge and looked over the water she saw nothing. The low lying white fog had rolled in and reduced visibility to barely a few feet in front of her car.

      Faith continued slowly, hoping against hope that if any other cars were on the bridge with her, that they would stay the heck on their side of the road.

      As soon as she found her sister, Rebel and was assured she was not dead lying in a ditch somewhere, she was going to kill her.

      Kill her.

      Ever since the death of their parents four years ago, she'd been forced to become the mother figure to her minutes younger sister whether she liked it or not. Unfortunately, with a name like Rebel, her twin did everything she could to live up to her name and then some.

      And like her name, she was the polar opposite. Faith the good girl.

      Just thinking it made her cringe. Did anyone ever stop to consider maybe she didn't want to be the angel sister? Maybe she wanted to get a job in a strip club literally called Club Diablo on a creepy, foggy island and meet man after man without a care in the world.

      She laughed. It was the most absurd thought she'd had to date. Unlike Rebel, she tried everything to hide her curvy body instead of flaunt it. Even the few times she had sex, she did everything she could to keep the lights off.

      So yeah, stripping had to be her dumbest thought. And lately these crazy thoughts were hitting her on a too frequent basis. Not that it surprised her. Her stress levels had gone through the roof as she went through the last of her finals and the fact her sister was not answering any of her calls didn't help.

      Faith frowned. This is exactly why she drove to this God forsaken island in the first place. So she could give Rebel a piece of her mind in person. She only hoped it ended up as another false alarm and she'd find her sister shacked up with some new guy screwing like rabbits.

      Before her mind could spiral out of control with worry once again, something moved in her peripheral vision. Automatically her head jerked to the right and saw nothing but fog. A chill ran up her spine as she turned to face the road again only to find a giant animal in the road directly in her path.

      She white knuckled the steering wheel and slammed on the brakes, hoping to God they didn't lock up before she got the car stopped. But the road was wet and the animal a little too close. Her brakes squealed and the scent of burning rubber hit her hard as her car screamed to a stop with a last minute thud as she struck something with her front tire.

      She slowly peeled her numb fingers from the wheel and with one hand quickly shoved the gear into park. The rest of her body shook as equal parts fear and adrenaline coursed through her.

      That animal had shown up in the road out of nowhere in a matter of seconds. What the heck was it anyway? A really big dog? Maybe a deer? She strained to see something—anything through the fog, but after a few moments collapsed against the seat in frustration.

      She was going to have to get out and look. Her stomach lurched. The idea of finding one of God's beautiful creatures had become road kill because her reflexes weren't fast enough made her sick.

      Why in hell had she driven all the way out here after dark? She could have waited until morning to come.

      Because she had a bad feeling and she couldn’t shake it, that’s why.

      With only one option to discover what happened, Faith unbuckled her seat belt and turned on her hazard lights before easing from the car. The one and only indulgence she allowed herself in the last four and a half years was the dark green mini cooper that she splurged on with money she saved and scrimped on from multiple jobs and a little of the life insurance money left to her from her parents.

      Her steps dragged as she made her way around the front end and looked down at the road. And found nothing. What the hell?

      She walked around the entire length of the car and squatted by the hood and searched underneath with no results. Relieved that she hadn't killed whatever animal that had appeared in the road, she blew out a hard breath and pushed her hand through her long hair.

      A quick glance over her car didn’t reveal any damage to her mini either. Thank God. Although she’d have to wait until morning to be sure. Visibility sucked out here.

      A loud snap from behind made her jump. She whirled around and found a wolf not ten feet from her. Not just a wolf, this thing was massive. It probably stood to her waist. With her heart beating wildly, she took several steps back.

      She glanced at her car realizing the path to her door was now blocked by a creature whose lips were now curled up, baring his teeth.

      Now what?

      She could run, but her every instinct told her if she did it would only encourage an attack. Didn't animals like to chase their prey?

      "Hey there, sweet doggie,” she cooed with a shaky voice. "I didn't mean to hit you. I didn't see you. Are you okay?“ She kept her tone light hoping that he'd sense she meant no harm.

      He growled in response and took a few steps closer. Faith backed up until her hip hit the corner of her car. There really was no other choice at this point than to run.

      She turned on her heel and headed around the car and sprinted toward the woods. As she feared, she probably got less than a hundred feet before she felt the wolf at her back pushing her with his big front paws into the dirt face first.

      Tears burned at her eyes as she rolled, wriggling free from the legs pressing down on her back.

      "I am not about to die at the hands of some mangy wolf." She bared her own teeth in defense. "I have a sister that needs me to take care of her."

      The wolf stared at her and for a moment she'd almost swear it understood her. His head cocked to the side and his eyes focused in on her. For a few seconds she got her hopes up there might be a way out of this.

      Then he bared his teeth again and dove at her. This time his mouth locked on her wrist and its teeth dug through her flesh. Faith screamed and fought with her free hand, digging her fingers into the animal's neck. Pain streaked up her arm as she fought for her life. She even lifted her leg and tried to kick the wolf in the backside. But nothing shook him free of the hold he now had on her arm.

      "Help!" she screamed, knowing full well no one was out here to bother with her.

      To her surprise a loud bang came from somewhere deep inside the fog. The wolf flinched and his mouth popped open, releasing her arm.

      Faith had no idea what was going on but she didn't care. She spun around and raced around the back end of her car and jumped inside, hitting the lock button as soon as it closed. She tried to twist the keys and get the engine started but her hands shook uncontrollably.

      "Shit. Fuck. Damn." Tears streamed down her face as fear consumed her. She had no idea where the wolf was or where that mysterious shot came from. At least she assumed it was a gun shot. Nothing else made sense.

      "Calm down and breath. As long as I stay in the car, he can’t get to me,” she told herself.

      Her heart raced, beating so damn hard her chest ached. But she managed to take a deep breath and blow it out slowly, giving her just enough focus to turn the keys. To her surprise ,the engine started immediately and she wasted no time throwing it into gear and stomping her foot on the gas as hard as she could.

      The car lurched forward and shot into the fog, visibility be damned. She no longer cared what she hit or what might pop out of the dense moisture. The bar where her sister worked wasn't far past the bridge and she only had to get there before anyone shot at her again.
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      Damien peered through the smoke filled room to the woman standing just inside the door. Long blonde hair nearly to her ass, pale porcelain skin, curvy compact body, and without seeing them, crystal blue eyes. They weren't hard to imagine when every time he closed his eyes they haunted him. As did everything about her. 

      Her curves alone were enough to drive a man wild...

      Faith Harris, the thorn in his side, the woman of his dreams and a fragile human who had no idea what he really was, had stepped into his bar uninvited. Looked like his night was about to go sideways.

      At the moment he was plotting his escape, she spotted him at the bar and with a subtle fling of her silky hair, she headed his way. She wasn't the type to flaunt her body, but each step she took in his direction teased him mercilessly. His body tightened the closer she got and he had to adjust himself to save his poor manhood.

      As the sister to one of his employees, he'd only met her a couple of times, so his immediate and undeniable reaction frustrated him. Although in his defense there had also been more than a few phone calls where he’d spoken to her since she did check up on her sister all the damn time. Each one of those instances had left him aching to go after her.

      Unfortunately for him, he could smell the innocence on her and he wanted no part of that. He preferred his women more experienced and with low expectations no matter how good they smelled.

      He wasn't the settling down type, and the last thing he wanted to do was lead her on--or hurt her.

      Of course she'd arrive in the throes of mating season when it made good choices a lot harder when it came to the ladies. Especially ripe-for-the-picking human ones with a mother figure complex. It made her a perfect candidate to bear pack pups.

      Just then his nose caught a different scent and the wolf inside him went on high alert. The sweet coppery smell of blood filled his head and the closer Faith got to him the stronger it got. Was she injured? Had someone dared to hurt her? 

      With his anger swiftly rising, this time he looked closer, beyond his memories and his sense of smell. There was a smudge of dirt on her face and what looked like leaves scattered through her hair. But it was the bare arm with a bandage wrapped around her wrist that made him growl.

      "Easy brother. You're going to scare her away if you jump her now."

      Diego, his brother and one of the three co owners of Club Diablo with him, eased behind the bar next to him.

      "She's hurt."

      "Yes, she is. That's what I came to talk to you about. Dante found her outside sobbing in her car. She was scared witless and terrified to step outside. He calmed her down, but we have a problem.“

      He jerked, turning to his brother. "What happened? Tell me quick."

      A small smile quirked at the edges of Diego's mouth before he turned serious again. "Says she was attacked by an abnormally large wolf out on the bridge. Apparently, she thought she hit him with her car and when she got out to investigate, he attacked her."

      The wolf inside Damien pushed at his control. He wanted out and he wanted out right now. The beast would avenge her. "Who?" he asked.

      "Don't know yet. Doesn't smell familiar at all. Definitely shifter though."

      He didn't like the sound of that. "Rogue? Here on the island?”

      Diego nodded. "Appears so. Just what we need right now."

      "No shit." He turned back around and watched Faith wind her way through the crowd. Her usually pale skin looked even more pale and he detected a slight tremble at her lower lip. Her fear washed over him and caused his stomach to tighten. She had no business being in here right now. Not with this randy crowd.

      As of the new moon, Club Diablo had temporarily changed over to a different clientele for mating season. Instead of the usual female dancers, this week they had all male dancers, which drew in a lot of women from neighboring towns and every non-mated wolf within scenting distance came in right behind them.

      Which meant the club was an overload of pheremones at the moment and Faith's fear wasn't going to be much of a deterrent.

      "We need to get her the hell out of here," Damien said, gaze still glued on the approaching woman. Each lush inch of her pulling at his wolf as well as the man. At least what he could see of her.

      He had no idea why she hid her lush figure under baggy clothes making it almost impossible for him to track the curve of her hips or the swell of her high and full breasts. 

      Although for once he was grateful. Diablo clientele had plenty of flesh to ogle at the moment between the men on the stage and the over active women vying for attention in the crowd.

      "Where's my sister?" Faith stopped in front of him, keeping a comfortable distance between them when she did. It struck him that her strong instincts told her he wasn’t someone to trifle with. And yet when she opened her mouth…

      Damien raised his brow, amused by her demanding tone. "You're hurt." He ignored her question and nodded toward the bandage at her wrist.

      She quickly swung her arm behind her back. "I'm fine. It's my sister I'm worried about. She hasn't returned any of my calls in days. So where is she?“

      "Rebel has the night off. As you can see we've got a different group of dancers in."

      Faith turned her head and curled her lip at the men and women near the stage. "So I see."

      "You don't approve?" He couldn't resist the question. For some reason he couldn't pass up an opportunity into goading this woman. Considering how much her mere presence taunted him it only seemed fair.

      She shrugged. "Doesn't matter whether I approve or not. People do what people do. It's human nature."

      He swallowed a laugh. She might think she knew about human nature from her studies in Forensic Science and Sociology at the University of Washington, but she had no idea what really lurked in the world. At least not yet. It seemed his young temptress was headed for a rude awakening in the worst way.

      "Did you try the motel? If anyone knows where she is I'd bet Mavis or Bud would have the answer. She stays with them.“

      Faith jerked her gaze from the stage and focused her big blue eyes directly on him. "I came here first. It was closest. Plus I assumed my sister would be working tonight. She loves to dance."

      The scent of fear surrounding Faith deepened. Damien reached out and covered her hand, fighting the need to pull her tight against him so that he could feel her heart beat against his skin. She didn't know it yet, but the wolf inside him would kill to protect her. "You're scared. Tell me why?" He needed to hear the story in her own words.

      She pulled her hand free and shifted her gaze toward the floor. "It doesn't matter anymore. It's over. Now I just need to find my sister so I can go home. This place freaks me out.”

      Again her instincts were spot on. “Then I will take you to the motel and together we will find her." Rebel was probably sleeping off her bender. Dante had reported in on her earlier and mentioned a half empty bottle of Tequila. She was not taking the news about shifters and mating season very well at all. And if she couldn't cope with it, how in the hell would this one?

      "It would be great to find her tonight. The sooner I do, the sooner I can get away from here."

      She was definitely scared. He hated that he was going to be the one to break the news of her current predicament. Specifically, that she wouldn't be leaving the island anytime soon.
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      Faith didn't want to look at Damien right now. The attack had left her feeling vulnerable and the strange way he treated her left her even more unsettled. One minute he looked at her like she was something special and the next like something he couldn't get off his shoe. The mixed signals from him drove her nuts on a good day. Today? She couldn't handle it.

      Right now all she could think about was being back in the safety of her secure apartment building where there was no reason for her to drive through fog and certainly no wild animals to run in front of her car and then attack her when she tried to help them.

      Except getting back to said apartment involved climbing back in her car and returning the way she came. As far as she knew there was only one way on or off this stupid island.

      When she didn't say anything else, Damien frowned. "Come with me," he said as he turned, and walked toward the door. She got the distinct impression he just assumed she'd follow him.

      Every bone in her body wanted to stay put and not follow him anywhere, but her worry for her sister took precedence over her trivial discomfort.

      She grabbed her wrist and rubbed it a few times, trying to dull the burning pain that continued to flare up around her wound. The first thing she needed to do when she got back to the mainland would be rabies shots. No telling what kind of diseases these wild animals carried around.

      Damien led her out of the bar and directly to a big, black SUV with dark tinted windows that loomed in front of her. A Hummer in fact that had to be three times the size of her little car. He held the door open for her and even offered her a hand climbing in.

      "I'm surprised you don't have a ladder to get into this thing. We could just take my car."

      "I need a vehicle that I actually fit inside. Unlike that thing." He purposely pointed to her mini knowing full well it belonged to her.

      He was probably right. Of course his reference to his size inevitably led her brain down an entirely different path. He was the first man she'd ever met who actually made her feel like a small sized woman. As she buckled her belt she watched him walk around the car, admiring every step he took.

      They didn't make men like him and his two brothers in Seattle that's for sure. At six foot something (a lot of something for sure), broad shoulders, narrow hips and thick thighs, currently encased in black pants obviously tailored to fit him like a glove, he was certainly a sight to behold. And if that wasn't enough there was the rest of him. Thick, dark hair he kept combed back from his face, chiseled jaw covered with enough hair to be sexy but not so much to be lumberjacky. Even his bushy eyebrows looked sexy where on anyone else they would make her think unibrow.

      She didn't even want to get started on the green eyes she currently couldn't see. Not when she couldn't tear her eyes off the shape of his ass as he walked in front of the vehicle. Jesus. What was wrong with her? She was acting like some sort of sex starved idiot.

      Well...

      Maybe she wasn't exactly starving but she certainly had a nice dry spell going when it came to all things sex. Because who had time for that when school consumed ninety-eight percent of her time and the other two percent were taken up with things like sleep, food and sister troubles?

      When they reached the small downtown area she looked around marveling how adorable it seemed. There was a small coffeeshop/bakery sandwiched between an auto mechanic shop and a tiny police station with honey buns in the window that made her mouth water, reminding her she’d forgotten to eat both lunch and dinner today.

      She stared an unmarked building that kind of looked like it might be an apartment building based on the balconies at each unit. Some of them held portable grills while others were teeming with plants. Why hadn’t Rebel moved into one of those instead of insisting on the local motel as a more comfortable choice?

      As they moved beyond the apartments, they passed a teeny tiny library that also seemed to serve as some sort of town hall according to the signs outside.

      At the very end of the main drive sat the one and only motel that served the island and was little more than a row of rooms and a blinking soda machine sitting outside the front office.

      Damien pulled into the lot and parked in front of the room marked #7, coincidentally her sister's favorite number. Rebel put faith in all things odd and had a real thing about making your own luck by following her little rituals.

      There were no cars parked out front and she wasn't sure whether that was a good sign or not. Her sister didn't have a car at the moment after selling her last one. Claimed she didn't need one here on the island and said her boss let her borrow one if she needed to go off island.

      As soon as Damien got the car parked, Faith opened the door and jumped down, ignoring the pain shooting up her arm. She ran to the door and knocked while trying the knob at the same time only to discover the darn thing locked.

      "Rebel, open up. It's me." She waited a few heart beats hoping her sister would answer her before knocking again. This time she put her ear to the door and listened. She heard something… Was that snoring?

      "I think I hear her." She banged harder on the door and yelled. "Rebel, open the door already!"

      Damien looked a little annoyed standing next to her, which must have gotten old quick as he walked to the office and disappeared inside. Moments later he reappeared and held up a key.

      "They just gave you a key?"

      "Of course. Everyone knows everyone on this island. In fact, Billy said he saw her a few hours ago all alone and drunk as a skunk. His words by the way. He thinks she’s probably sleeping it off by now.”

      This news did not comfort her at all. Rebel had a wild streak a mile wide and certainly was no stranger to alcohol. But drinking alone in a motel room instead of at a party? That didn't sound like her at all.

      "Then something’s wrong." She grabbed the key from him and shoved it in the lock. "My sister does not party alone. Ever."

      She shouldered the door open and gasped at the sight that greeted her. Her sister was indeed passed out on the bed, snoring, and the room not only reeked of alcohol it looked like it had exploded.

      There were clothes, shoes, pictures, pretty much everything in the world her sister owned thrown all over the room. Not a single clear surface.

      "What the hell? Rebel, wake up." Faith went straight for her sister and shook her shoulders. When she got nothing more than a mumble she turned back to Damien. "What happened to her? Why is she like this?" She pointed at the lump still lying in the bed not moving. She feared the worst. "My beautiful, vibrant sister does not drink herself to a stupor. Ever. She takes things in stride and keeps going. She has more will and strength than anyone I know. Not even when our parents died. While I was falling apart she took care of everything." She could feel the hysteria rising or maybe it was the lack of food or the wolf bite. But she was about to fall apart.

      "We really should talk." He touched her shoulder and she flinched before whirling on him.

      "We need to talk? About what? Does that have something to do with her? What the heck is going on?" There were so many unanswered questions she didn’t know where to begin.

      He grabbed her hand again and gently touched the bandage at her wrist. "It has to do with this mostly? And yes, your sister too. Once you understand what is going on then it will all make sense.”

      "You know why she is like this don’t you? You need to spit it out because I literally cannot imagine what you could say that would make me understand this."

      "Faaiitthh, is that you?" her sister slurred.

      "Yes, Bel, it's me.” She used her favorite old nickname from when they were little hoping it would get through all the alcohol soaked brain cells. “What's going on? Are you okay?"

      "Youuu realllly shouldn't be heeerree. Not safffe."

      Faith's body tensed, the hair on the back of her neck bristling. "What do you mean not safe? What are you talking about?" She brushed her sister's usually gorgeous, but now matted and sticky hair out of her eyes. "Talk to me, Bel."

      "Werewolves on the island. Not safffe," Rebel repeated.

      Faith shook her head. "You've definitely had too much to drink, sis. You’re kind of right though. There are wolves on the island. I had a bit of a run in with one earlier." She held up her bandaged wrist. “Got the bite to prove it. Guess this means I’ll need those lovely rabies shots.”

      Her sister's eyes widened. "Faith, you're not listening," she whispered. "Not just wolves. Men who change. I saw it with my own eyes."

      "I'm sure you did." She patted Rebel on the shoulder and then rounded the bed to go to the bathroom. Her sister needed some water to drink and a cold rag. Under other circumstances she might suggest coffee to sober her up, but this was extreme. The best thing for her at this point would be sleep.

      Out of sight of both her sister and the man who made her feel off kilter whenever she was around him, Faith grabbed her head and winced at the throbbing pain. She wasn't feeling too hot either and didn't even get to blame it on an alcohol binge like her sister.

      While she dug through the bathroom drawers searching for some aspirin to go along with the glass of water, Damien

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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/dpwseebook.jpg






