
  
    [image: Code Wolf]
  


  
    
      CODE WOLF

      A Macconwood Pack Novel

    

    
      
        C.D. GORRI

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: C.D. Gorri]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        P.S

      

      
        Have you met my Dragons?

      

      
        Connect with C.D. Gorri

      

      
        Excerpt from Code Wolf by C.D. Gorri:

      

      
        Other Titles by C.D. Gorri

      

      
        Excerpt from The Enforcer

      

      
        Excerpt from Grizzly Lover by C.D. Gorri:

      

      
        Excerpt from Breaking Sass by C.D. Gorri

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Code Wolf

      

      

      
        
        A Macconwood Pack Novel #3

      

      

      
        
        by C.D. Gorri

        The Macconwood Pack Novel Series

        Copyright 2017, 2021 C.D. Gorri, NJ

      

      

      This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, places, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either part of the author’s imagination and/or used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to person, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights are reserved. No part of this book is to be reproduced, scanned, downloaded, printed, or distributed in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of any materials in violation of the author’s rights. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

    

  


  
    
      To my husband, yours forever. And To Teresa Bowen, thank you for entering my contest!

      

      STOP! Before you go on, sign up for my newsletter here and never miss another sale, giveaway, freebie, or new release: https://www.cdgorri.com/newsletter/

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      He never thought of himself as a family man, but sometimes things changed.

      

      Randall Graves spends most of his time writing lines of code in his air-conditioned office at Macconwood Manor. He’d rather be alone than risk involvement of any kind. Everything was going fine, until his Alpha sends him on a forced vacation.

      

      It's all good with Randall, as long as there's WI-FI at the small, beachfront Bed & Breakfast in Bloody Point, South Carolina. What he wasn't counting on was Tulla Nirvelli. The young, single mother and her seven-year-old son, own and operate the small B &B on the island alone.

      

      Charmed by the young family, Randall finds himself enjoying his time at The Sea Mist Bed & Breakfast. When trouble strikes the young mother, Randall is set to help, but that means revealing his secret. Will she accept the truth about him?
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      “Goddammit! Son of a bitch!” Randall ran a hand through his chest-length beard and growled in frustration. Someone was trying to hack into the Pack’s secure files. And he was getting close.

      Randall regretted the recent update to the system’s firewall. He added an actual alarm sound, similar to that of a fire alarm, to the mountain of alerts he’d get if someone got close to breaching their system. But he never expected to hear it.

      The alarm was currently screaming in the background, annoying the hell out of his supernatural hearing. He narrowed his eyes and focused. This had gone on too long, but he had yet to shut down the SOB completely.

      Randall oversaw all of the Pack’s technology, software and security included. No one should have gotten this far into his system.  Of course, tonight was his night off. He’d been down in the music room tuning his guitar when the “intruder alert” went off on his cell phone. He got a kick out of all things Star Trek, but this was serious business.

      “Fucking POS!” He slammed the keyboard down as the bastard hacker froze him out of his own machine. He stood up and raced to the next station where Dib Lowell, his fellow Wolf Guard and Packmate, sat desperately trying to double up on their security like Randall had taught him. But he just wasn’t fast enough.

      “Crap, Randall! This guy is getting’ around everything, man!” Dib’s pale skin looked green in the reflection of the monitor. He was a pretty decent developer, but Randall had no patience. He needed to end this. Now.

      “Dib, will you just give me the damn keyboard already!”

      “Alright, man, sheesh,” the redheaded giant rolled his chair aside as Randall leaned forward and took control of his computer. He exhaled and went to work.

      “Oh, he’s good! But I am better. Ha! Here you are, you bastard,” Randall growled as he clicked away furiously on the keyboard with his long fingers.

      He moved at incredible speed. Screen after screen flashed in front of his deep brown eyes. The hacker tried diverting his attention a few times. The traps he set were good, but Randall was too smart for that. He managed to focus on the lines of code that scrolled down the forty-inch screen like lightning despite the loud noise and thick tension in the air.

      He was known for his bad temper. Especially when things were out of his control. What could he say? In his eighty plus years on this Earth, he’d become a control freak. Came from being alone so much, but he didn’t care what anyone said about him needing to get out more. His world was online. He didn’t need anybody else.

      “Goodbye, fucker!” He punched a few more keys, then he clicked enter. The high-pitched squeal of the alarm stopped, leaving a sudden and almost unbearable lack of noise in the Pack’s control room.

      He turned around and sat back down in his neon green Herman Miller aluminum executive chair and let out the breath he’d been holding since his smartphone alerted him to the attempted break-in. The posh chair cradled his six-foot three frame. It made no noise as he pushed back and exhaled loudly.

      Nothing but the best for Randall Graves, computer extraordinaire. The others had joked about him spending almost two-grand on a fucking chair, but it was his ass that sat in the damn thing for more hours than he liked, making sure Pack business was running nice and smooth. Hell, he might as well be comfortable.

      He rolled his neck and shoulders. Five hours. He’d been tracking this fucker for five hours straight. The last thirty minutes had been the worst of it. The hacker had gotten past some of his more sophisticated locks. That’s what set off the alarm, but he overlooked simpler ways of getting in. Various backdoors and such Randall had built into the system. He wondered why that was.

      Like most of the newer computer nerds, this hacker lacked the skill Randall had honed over sixty-years of programming innovation. Perks of being a Werewolf. The fact he’d been around for quite a long time meant Randall was there from the beginning. He started out in the field of computers when no one took it seriously.

      Hell, that was a long time. But he’d found solace in technology long before his Change. His father had worked at a Naval Air Station in Jacksonville, Florida during the Korean War. He was a mechanical engineer, a contractor not to be confused with a Navy man. Stanton Graves had no place for his own son in his heart, never mind home and country. He was a cold, solitary man, and an even worse Werewolf, forsaking his Pack for the bottle.

      Sometimes when he worked overtime, Randall would go with him to the base. It was there that he met Dr. Grace Hopper. She had developed a compiler for computer languages and took a shine to the young Randall. She gave him a book that she was writing about computer code and he had devoured the pages, eager to try his hand.

      Randall was no more than ten at the time, but he considered that to be when his love for technology had taken root in his heart. Now, he was an expert in the field, accomplished and learned. Some would even call him a genius, but he hated the term. But, before any of those things, Randall was a Wolf. He was on the Alpha’s Wolf Guard and was ranked third in the Macconwood Pack.

      Normally, he loved his work. He was a fan of technology. Overseeing the Manor’s security system was a huge job. It included regular sweeps of all the in-house computers, their internet services, and the servers that held vital Pack information.

      He took care of the Wolf Guard’s smartphones and made sure everyone was outfitted with secure lines. He also wrote several Pack-only apps that were encrypted with software that only allowed Pack members access. Keeping the Werewolf secret was important and much harder to do nowadays with cell phones and the internet everywhere.

      He also ran his personal business, Graves Enterprises, of which he gave the Pack back twenty percent as per his agreement with his Alpha who was a major investor in the firm. Rafe had wanted only five percent, but Randall wouldn’t hear of it. He owed Rafe Maccon.

      Randall had spent a great part of his youth consumed with Werewolf legends and stories. Rafe was the one who suggested he use it. More than that, the guy wrote an actual decree, stating Randall had permission to use Wolf legends in his work. Anyway, that was how he created the online role-playing game, WolfMoon.

      The endeavor proved to be worth it. He initially began programming WolfMoon as a means for the supernatural world to communicate incognito as it were, but normals loved it. Role-playing was a huge and lucrative business.

      The whole thing was an enormous undertaking, and it required a lot of time. He now had over a dozen people, Werewolves of course, on his team and they handled a lot of the day-to-day dealings. He was a success.

      WolfMoon generated a lot of money for himself and the Pack via in-app upgrades and advertisements, not to mention merchandising deals. He should be ecstatic or at the very least, satisfied, but lately Randall felt restless.

      “Fuck, I need a run!” Dib stood up and stretched, interrupting Randall’s wandering thoughts.

      “Yeah, I hear you. A long run through the backwoods and a big ass steak sounds about right. Look man, I didn’t mean to snap at you,” he said.

      “It’s cool. But, uh, we gotta talk to the boss first. You know? Come on man, don’t leave me hanging!” Dib offered him a high five which he met with a loud resounding smack.

      He was good at what he did. Hell, he was the best, but this hacker fuck, well, he was pretty damn good too. Too good to be working for the enemy.

      Skoll’s cronies were getting more sophisticated. He discovered the source of this latest attack on the Pack’s system. The guy entered with a silent cloning virus, designed to duplicate information on the closed-circuit inter-Pack communication software Randall had personally developed. It was used by the entire Pack, but the section targeted was reserved for his Alpha, Rafe Maccon, and his Wolf Guard only.

      The bastard shouldn’t have even known of its existence. He knew how he got the information almost as soon as he realized what he was after. Liam, the youngest of the Guard, had misplaced his cell over the weekend at The Thirsty Dog. He informed Randall by way of Dib after the alarm started.

      The Thirsty Dog was a local bar and favorite of Pack members. Probably because the owner was a Werewolf and catered to the supernatural crowd with ease and competence. Randall ventured out rarely, but on occasion he did enjoy the collection of local brewed and distilled beers and liquors.

      It didn’t hurt that their buffalo wings were killer. But still, he was more a homebody. He didn’t like crowds and he didn’t like groupies. The normals who went there, or their females anyway, were pretty much willing to bed any Wolf in the joint. He wasn’t calling them out for it, but he had little use for women these days.

      Anyway, he ripped Liam a new one for losing his damn cell and for not reporting it immediately as was their protocol. The kid needed to be more careful. Couldn’t let a pretty face distract you when the fate of the whole Pack was in your hands. And as a Wolf Guard, it was their job to protect the Pack, be ready when the Alpha called, and heed his word.

      “Come on, man. Rafe’s gonna want an update like ten minutes ago.” Dib was staring at him as if he sprouted another head. Randall figured he was wasting too much time anyway.

      Randall understood Liam’s difficulty. The pup had succumbed to the wiles of a short, red head with a tattoo of a heart between her perfectly supple breasts. She went by the name Trixie. Randall had intimate knowledge of said tattoo, but he didn’t have the heart to tell Liam.

      Trixie was a normal. And as with most human women, she was indescribably attracted to Werewolves without knowing exactly why. She’d made her way around the Pack Wolves pretty damn quickly. As Liam later learned without Randall’s direct interference.

      It was no skin off Randall’s nose. He was not in love with the girl. She was a groupie of sorts, a user, and he took what she offered once. Only once, to her profound befuddlement. Randall had repeatedly said no thanks the next few times around and she now made it a point to snub him whenever he ran into her. Which was, unfortunately, any time he went to The Thirsty Dog. Hence his new habit of staying home all the time.

      Women. Randall had one use for them and lately that had been less frequent than he’d have liked. He was losing his taste for meaningless encounters, but there had never been anything other than that in his life. Love was simply not in his cards. Except for Cat, Rafe’s sister and a fellow Wolf Guard, and Charley, Rafe’s wife, he could do without the entire female race.

      “You coming or what?” Randall looked up at the sound of Dib’s annoyed voice. He forgot the man was waiting for him. Fuck. He needed a nap or a coffee, or maybe he should get Trixie to give him another go. Nah. She was used goods and he no longer had the taste for it.

      “Yeah, yeah. Let me install this new firewall I’ve been working on and tell everyone to turn in their phones. I’ll have a new batch ready by tonight,” Randall glared at his redheaded Packmate.

      “Randall, come on man.”

      “I said I need a minute. You go ahead and tell the big man to stay calm. Those bastards should have never gotten this far into my system. Fucking hardware support asshats assured me these phones were impenetrable. Fuck ‘em. I’m going with the new prototype from Japan. My contact there said the new phones are outfitted with a titanium core. They can’t be hacked or cloned.”

      “Dude, I got no idea what the hell you’re saying,” Dib backed away from an increasingly annoyed Randall. An annoyed Randall soon became an angry Randall, and no one wanted that.

      Homeboy was gonna blow a gasket if he didn’t learn to relax. Dib shook his head, his unruly red mane stuck up in odd places as he walked away hands up in mock surrender. He wondered what the Alpha would say if he suggested a little vacay for the badass super geek. Hmmm…
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      “Are you fuckin’ with me?”

      “No, Randall, I assure you I am not fuckin’ with you,” Rafe Maccon eased his immense frame back into his oversized, black leather chair and narrowed his ice blue eyes at his Third and one of his oldest friends.

      How long had he known the man sitting in front of him? Randall had come to Maccon City when Rafe was about ten, he looked the same then as he did now. Tall at six foot three inches, muscular, and more than a little intimidating to the Wolves under him with his long beard and equally long deep brown hair. Rafe, however, was the Alpha. He was more amused than intimidated by his surly friend.

      “A vacation?! What the fuck am I gonna do on a vacation? Come on, Rafe, this is bullshit!”

      The door to Rafe’s private office flew open and in strolled a very happy, very pregnant Charley Maccon, Rafe’s wife. The Alpha’s eyes glowed as they landed on his positively glowing mate. She wore a long, flowy dress. The shade was a pale-yellow color that, Randall admitted to himself, looked damn good with her creamy complexion and curly dark hair. Their Alpha Female was quite something. There wasn’t a Wolf Guard in the place who wouldn’t lay down his/her life for her.

      “Well, maybe you should consider a vacation to be a relaxing experience, Randy,” she dropped a kiss on Randall’s cheek and walked past him, over to her husband whom she kissed full on the mouth.

      The way his Alpha’s eyes homed in on her when she opened the door was nothing compared to the hungry gaze that followed her across the room. Randall had noticed it took a while for Rafe to get used to his mate’s habit of greeting everyone with a kiss or hug. Wolves were protective of their mates, but Randall thought his Alpha was doing an exceedingly decent job of hiding his tension.

      Werewolves did not share very well. Charley; however, had stood firm. That was the way she was raised, and she wasn’t going to change for any, how had she put it? Neanderthal brow-beating husband regardless of how cute his ass was! Randall had no direct knowledge if the “cute ass” statement was true or not. And he didn’t want to know.

      He liked Charley though, had from the beginning. He was musically inclined and often took to one of the common rooms to strum his guitar or play a few keys on the piano. Charley liked music too. In fact, they bonded over it. She had a good voice, and he made her an open invitation to sing with him whenever she felt like it.

      Yes sir, he liked his Alpha’s wife. She was one hell of a woman. He felt like a voyeur as he watched his Alpha place a large hand over her swollen belly and rub it in small slow circles, a gesture that was as loving as it was intimate. He felt Rafe’s joy in their Pack bonds and couldn’t help, but smile. Regardless of his own profound emptiness.

      Randall had thought himself in love once, a long time ago. He was young and full of lust and promise, and of course one pretty big secret. She was a normal, she knew nothing of his world, and he liked it that way. When he suggested they marry she laughed saying that she never wanted a husband or a family. She did not want him or his children. Not ever.

      Her rejection was brutal, permanently damaging something inside of him. His tale was sad, but not uncommon. His experience with love was short-lived, but there it was. He vowed then to stay away from it and any attempt at anything resembling family.

      The emptiness lingered in his mind like a disease. He wondered if it would ever go away. Nowadays, his Pack was his family. It was all he needed. Randall didn’t believe in happily ever after for anyone. Except maybe these two. He wished a long healthy life for them both. He sat quietly as Charley perched on her husband’s lap. She smiled as she turned to face him.

      “It’ll be fun, Randall. Warm sand, cool water, a couple of weeks to unwind, all by yourself with no one around to bug you. You could get room service day and night, a deep tissue massage, new movies on demand, and some real privacy! I mean, wow! I’d kill for a vacation like that!”

      “What do you mean you’d kill for a vacation like that? Are you unhappy? Is something wrong?” Rafe looked mildly insulted and Charley rolled her eyes before swatting him on his huge bicep.

      “Oh shush, I didn’t mean that!” She giggled like a schoolgirl, her big brown eyes laughing, as she turned and kissed her husband on his nose before looking back at Randall, “Well, where are you going?”

      “How the heck do I know? Excuse me, Charley, I didn’t mean to snap, but shi-, I mean, I don’t need this, Rafe. I’m fine!”

      Rafe leaned over carefully so as not to disturb his wife in her delicate condition. He picked up an envelope and tossed it to Randall, a small smile played at the corner of his mouth. Uh oh, thought Randall. He got the joke when he opened the envelope.

      “Oh yeah, this looks relaxing!”

      “Well? Where to?” asked Charley.

      “Bloody Point, South Carolina!”

      “Daufuskie Island is the southernmost sea island in South Carolina. The history of Bloody Point begins in 1715, when the native Yemassee tribe clashed with the European settlers over a variety of reasons, such as unfair trading terms, ending in battle which ran the waters red with blood,” Randall read the brochure to himself as he squeezed into the too-small coach seat on the airplane. He’d thank Dib later for conveniently forgetting to book him first class.

      He stretched as discreetly as he could, but his six-foot three-inch frame and his two hundred-fifty pounds of solid muscle simply didn’t fit. The older woman beside him gave him hard looks as he jostled her elbow for the tenth time since they took off from Newark International Airport. He smiled and mumbled an apology, but she only widened her large blue eyes under almost non-existent white eyebrows and looked away.

      He forgot he could be sort of intimidating to normals. After all, he was a beast of a man. Literally. Even in the best situation, Randall hated planes. It was too close, too crowded, and too damned bumpy. His Wolf was restless and unhappy with the conditions.

      He felt his Wolf closer nowadays. Ever since the curse that kept Werewolves from Changing and even hearing their Wolves until the full moon was losing power, Randall was still savoring the unpolluted joy of feeling whole. But that meant he had to work harder at keeping his Wolf in check.

      He imagined how he looked smiling at the lady next to him and grimaced, maybe it was time he trimmed the beard. Or the hair. Or both. He looked like a damned lumberjack out of a fairytale in his worn jeans, brown leather boots, and flannel shirt. It was April, but in New Jersey the weather was unpredictable at best.

      Besides that, Randall worked in an office with servers and computers. It was vital to keep the temperature at a steady fifty degrees for the health of the equipment. Werewolves ran hotter than most normals, but fifty degrees was still only fifty degrees. His clothes were practical and comfortable.

      It had been a long time since he paid attention to his appearance. Maybe he’d do some shopping on the island. He looked back down at the travel brochure Charley gave to him before he took off that morning. She kissed his cheek goodbye and stuffed it into his travel bag before he could protest. He only brought a duffle bag and his carry on with him. Some shorts, t-shirts, running shoes, and a ukulele.

      The guys had hidden his laptop and his tablet, but he still had a Chromebook. And his phone. And if he got really desperate, he’d buy a damn computer. Lord knew, he had enough money.

      WolfMoon was the most significant source of his income, but he also developed various bits of code and patch-ins that he sold to big name corporations under a sub-branch of Graves Enterprises called Upward Compatible. He wondered how long he’d be able to list his name there before he needed to change it.

      He was older than he looked. Some Werewolves were, not his Alpha though. Rafe was young, but he was also strong and good. Wise beyond his years and a much better man and Alpha than his father, Zev Maccon. He shook his head at the difference in them and silently thanked the universe for it. It was a long time since Randall had thought of that old bastard. Must be the plane.

      “Excuse me, would you like a drink?” Randall looked up at the steward and shook his head. He was not in the mood to talk. He was too anxious. The young blonde man almost dropped the can of soda he was holding when he looked at Randall.

      He felt his cheeks burn at the blatant interest in the man’s eyes. Under the beard, Randall was good looking. It was a fact that most Werewolves were attractive and prime physical specimens. He was used to getting looks by men and women alike, though it had been a while since he had left his “coding cave” as the guys called it. The older woman next to him ordered a soda and the flustered steward almost dropped the plastic cup right on Randall’s lap. Good thing for fast reflexes or he’d be soaked.

      “I am so sorry, sir, did you need a napkin?”

      “No harm done, son,” Randall smiled kindly. The steward couldn’t have been more than twenty-four years old. Probably just out of college. His name tag read Brian.

      “Brian?”

      “Um, yes, sir? I am so sorry-”

      “No worries, I was wondering if you had a bag of peanuts?”

      “Actually, we no longer carry peanuts because of allergies, you know? But I do have a few organic cranberry acai granola bars if you are interested?”

      “That’ll be fine, thanks,” Randall took three granola bars from the basket Brian held out to him. He had just about as much interest in eating the overpriced rabbit food as he did in eating the biodegradable wrapper, they came in.

      What was the world coming to? No more peanuts on airplanes? He shook his head and bumped the woman next to him with his elbow again. Damn these coach seats!

      “Sorry,” he mumbled and ate the first granola bar. It tasted like sawdust, but he chewed until it was swallow able. He chased it with a bottle of spring water that he accepted from Brian who assured him he’d need it. The kid was right.

      Randall needed to consume a lot of calories during the day to satisfy the beast within him. A hungry Werewolf was not a friendly one. And wasn’t that the understatement of the year? Ha! He closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind for the rest of the flight.

      Okay Randall, he told himself, only two hours left in this flying tin can. Fuck me.
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      “Mama! Look here, mama!”

      “What honey?” Tulla Nirvelli turned around on the small outlook where she stood waiting for their first guest of the spring season. The wooden dock was old, and the paint was chipped off in most places, but it was sturdy just the same.

      Her eyes found the small blonde whirlwind that was her seven-year-old son and she felt that familiar pang in her chest. She pushed all bad thoughts out of her mind as she listened to his excited chatter. Danny loved guest day! That’s what he called it when the small Bed & Breakfast she owned and operated got new arrivals.

      Her Daniel was always getting into something. Right then, he was perched on top of the rickety wooden railing, staring out at the big blue sea. His left hand still had the slightest impression of a dimple from his chubby little toddler days. Was that really so long ago?

      “Mama, I think my dog is coming today!”

      “No, love, no dogs today. Just a new guest!”

      He giggled and spun in a circle shouting about his dog! He’d had a dream about some dog saving his life or some such, she couldn’t keep up. He was into so many fantasy themed games and online activities it was difficult to determine which one had a dog in it this week. Oh, my sweet Danny.

      Any day now, he’d be a man. And that was something Tulla was simply not ready for. Her baby was special, and not just to her. Eight years, Tulla thought to herself. Her heart squeezed painfully in her chest. The cold, abiding fear was ever present in her heart. Ever since she had found out just who, or rather what, her late husband was and what he had promised to those who were used to having their way. The knowledge plagued her every day since he died.

      The man said they’d come back in eight years to see if the child, her child, was their anointed one. Time was almost up. She shivered as she recalled the man’s low, eerie voice over the phone.

      It was rainy and dark that night, just a few hours after the police had knocked on her door to tell her the unimaginable. Her husband of under a year had died in a boating accident. She was alone in the world with her newborn son and terrified of her uncertain future. Little did she know there was so much more to fear.

      The phone rang as she sat at the counter with her hand on her still swollen belly. She had just come home from the hospital with her newborn son to discover Tom was gone. She’d called for him during the two days she was in labor and the two days she spent in recovery.

      He never answered, never came to see her or his boy. That was when she alerted the police. After they investigated, they informed her that Tom had been killed in what appeared to be an accident.

      “It was no accident, Mrs. Nirvelli, I killed your husband and now it is you who bears the weight of his promise. I will come to visit the child in his eighth year.”

      “No. who are you?”

      “Who I am is of no consequence. If the boy is the chosen one, he will return with me to be trained. Consider yourself lucky, Mrs. Nirvelli.”

      “Lucky? You want to steal my baby, how am I lucky?” She asked him, the true horror of his words not penetrating the fog that clouded her brain. Tom was dead, a stranger wanted her son, and she was lucky? How could this be happening to her?

      “You’re still alive. The child needs his mother right now, otherwise I would have sent you to meet your husband already. Enjoy the next few years while you can, Mrs. Nirvelli. We will be watching you.”

      After the call, Tulla packed up her few material belongings. She let the landlord keep the security deposit on the house she and Tom rented, and she left. With the mainland town she had lived with her husband, Tom Nirvelli, for a little under nine months in her rearview mirror, she and Danny headed to Daufuskie Island. To the small cottage her great-aunt owned on Bloody Point.

      She was grateful for the warm welcome Great-Aunt Mildred had given her. They lived together for two years until the old woman had
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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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