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      Being a forty-something, newly divorced, single mom comes with its challenges. Finding out I’m a witch is just another one of them. As a new practitioner of tru-craft, I’ve been told that every witch is called to a single element, and they are sent down one of two paths, the Fade or the Bright.

      Of course, every rule has an exception, and in this case, it’s me.

      My grimoire has revealed a new element I have to learn, and I am walking the ditch between the two paths. I’m going to need the help of a grouchy gnome, a cuddly imp, a fiery ifrit, and a hottie druid to keep me from burning down my life and everything around it.

      My new reality is nature's cruel midlife trick. Surviving Earth magic without blowing up my entire world has been hard enough. If I don’t master Fire, I’ll go down in flames.

      Literally.
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      “Pick it up, woman. Muscle memory isn’t developed overnight. It’s hard work. Keep going. One. Two. Three,” my ovary-busting sister Rose barked at me. “The only person you fail by quitting is yourself. Is that what you want to be, Iris? A failure?”

      “I want to survive this torture,” I muttered.

      “And you thought Linda was tough,” my friend Luanne whispered. I watched the druid warrior doing kettle bell lunges next to my tricolor sage plants as if she were bored.

      I rolled my eyes. “I’m seriously regretting asking Rose to help me get in shape.”

      Rose, my youngest sister, had devoted her adult life to being the best wife, mom, daughter, and sibling humanly possible. She’d been Room Mother for both her children. On top of that task, she ran numerous committees at their school and was the PTO president. To help Rose cope with stress, she’d taken up Cross-Fit a few years back. She was always trying to get me to train with her. Now that she was getting her wish, I was paying the price with burning quads and low back pain I was sure would last me into my eighties. At least we were doing it in the privacy of my backyard garden and not a public gym.

      “Last set,” Rose announced like a drill sergeant hopped up on a vat of caffeine. “Let’s get those knees in the air.”

      “And wave ‘em like we just don’t care,” Lu added out the side of her mouth.

      I snickered, then groaned as each high step felt as if I were climbing the mountain that our town of Southill Village had been built upon.

      “Three more. Two more. One more,” Rose shouted triumphantly. “And shake it out.” She shook her arms and legs one at a time to loosen her muscles.

      I, however, collapsed to the ground. Linda, my garden gnome, stared in my direction. Now that my sister was here, she was completely stone, but I knew she’d laugh about this later. I could hear her now. Lazy, Kleinkind. You need to be strong as the mighty oak, not squishy as the mud it grows in. Do better.

      I grimaced as I got to my feet. I shook my head at Rose. “I can’t believe you do this every day.”

      “For five years.” My sister proudly flexed her muscles. “I’m in the best shape of my life.”

      “I’ll say.” Luanne admired my sister’s physique. “I’ve had squad leaders who couldn’t keep up with you. Iris could definitely use some of your discipline.” Lu had been in the army for a while, and after she’d gotten out, she’d worked for a secret black ops group. The last part was all hush-hush, but since she was one of my druid protectors and the older sister to my soul’s companion, Keir Quinn, she’d confided her past to me. Her brother Keir had been born two hours before me, and the way he’d explained it, he’d felt my birth the instant I drew air. He’d devoted most of his adult years to preparing himself to walk life’s path with me. His words, not mine. The idea that there was a magical bond between us had scared me at first because I don’t want blind devotion. Not from anyone. But Keir assured me he had free will when it came to me. I hoped he was right.

      I rolled my eyes at Luanne. “Some people are built for strength and some for agility.”

      The druid warrior gave me an appraising glance. “And some are built for donuts.” She wiped some powdered sugar from my tank top.

      “Powdered donuts are the breakfast of champions.”

      Rose snorted on a laugh. “Only if you’re in a couch potato competition.”

      I peered at her. “Do they have those? Because I would enter in a heartbeat. Besides, I’m very agile.” I bent over and touched my toes to prove my point, even going so far as to put my palms flat on the ground. “See?”

      “I do see,” a masculine voice said from behind me. “And it’s an interesting view from here.”

      I shot up and turned around. My head swam from the effort. “Uhm, Keir.” The man was tall with dark brown hair that he wore slicked back when working but messier the rest of the time. Right now, it was messy and incredibly yummy. I straightened my top and glanced at my fitness watch. It was nine in the morning. “I wasn’t expecting you until later. I thought you had a class?”

      Keir was a professor at Darling University. He taught classes on the supernatural and occult out of the theology department. It was late July, and the summer semester was winding down.  He wore suits to work, but he was wearing jeans, a blue flannel shirt, and a pair of round-toed leather boots this morning.

      He smiled, and the effort lit up his piercing gray eyes. “I put my TA in charge today of handling finals today. So, I thought I’d stop by early and see how you’re doing.” He gave me a meaningful look that I interpreted as more than social.

      “Sweaty, but okay.” I gave him a what now? look back. It couldn’t be my magic. I’d mostly had it under control lately.

      “Has anything…strange happened this morning?” he asked.

      “She exercised,” said Lu.

      “She means I almost died in pursuit of better health,” I said. “Why?”

      “Perhaps we could have a private conversation?”

      Hoo boy. “I do like a private conversation.” I gave him a wink.

      He grinned. “Not the fun kind.”

      “Bummer.” I gestured to the house. “Lead the way.”

      I looked over at Rose and Luanne. The pair of them were huddled together by my garden bench, laughing. The past couple of weeks, the two of them had bonded over their love of torturing me.

      “I’ll be back,” I called out.

      Rose wiggled her brows. “Please do stuff I wouldn’t do.” She giggled as my cheeks flared with heat.

      I flipped her the middle finger.

      Keir and I had put the kibosh on physical intimacy since the Fire symbol had appeared on my grimoire. Tru-craft was unpredictable in its wild form. As a result, Keir had been afraid that taking our relationship further might produce some unintended and possibly catastrophic consequences. Since I’d cracked the community pool open from a mile away while trying to break a pebble in my backyard when I’d first started learning terra-craft, I’d allowed that he might be right.

      However, when we’d decided to put whatever was happening between us on hold, I hadn’t expected the break to last longer than a week or so. After all, the Earth stuff had only taken four days to resolve.

      “Get you some,” I heard my sister call out as I followed Keir into the kitchen. It was deeply unsettling.

      Honestly, I wished I was getting me some. After six weeks of unrequited fantasies and cold showers, I’d yet to produce even a hint of flame. Even so, I hadn’t wanted to go through another magic trial again. Getting control over terra-craft had nearly turned me to dust. The wild Earth magic had stripped my body of all liquid. I’d been minutes away from shattering into a gazillion minute particles that could be snorted up by a party of wannabe-die Hexenmeister, aka sorcerer assholes, who’d wanted to absorb my powers for themselves. The idea of what Fire might do to me if I couldn’t manage its magic was terrifying.

      Keir had narrow hips, a long torso, long arms, and broad shoulders. A classic swimmers’ build. Extremely sexy. I followed him into the house, admiring the way his jeans hugged his cute derriere.

      “Shake it, don’t break it,” I said as I closed the backdoor.

      He turned and met my gaze, his gray eyes alight with humor and an amused smile playing on his lips. I’d only gotten to kiss those sweet lips a few times, but hot damn, I missed them.

      “You’re bad,” he said with a hint of a smile and a soft chuckle.

      I leaned against the kitchen counter. “Isn’t that what you like about me?”

      “One of the many, many things,” he agreed. He glanced over my shoulder and out the kitchen window. I turned to look as well. Rose and Luanne were still engrossed in whatever muscle-building conversation they were having.

      I gave Keir a curious stare. “Tell me why you’re worried.”

      “I felt an…event.” He held up his hands and moved them slightly back and forth. “A shift of some kind. It happened about an hour ago.” He peered at me as he ran his fingers through his dark, loose curls. “You didn’t feel anything?”

      “An hour ago, I was taking two ibuprofens with a cup of coffee in preparation for my sister’s morning torture session.”

      “Nothing else?” I could see the disappointment in his eyes.

      Lately, I’d felt like a complete failure in the soul’s companion department. Keir had equated our relationship to that of Merlin and King Arthur. But I worried that if I had to yank a sword from a stone to prove my worth, I would end up with a pulled calf muscle, a dislocated shoulder, and a bulged disc in my back. I was definitely no Arthur Pendragon. Keir had trained for over twenty years to be the companion of a magical dud.

      Tru-craft witches were usually only called by one element. Having two of them in my arsenal and the fact that I carried both Fade and Bright magic in me made me a rarity—something special. However, as far as ignis-craft went, nothing had happened in either category. I couldn’t even make a candle flicker at five paces.

      “I’m sorry,” I told him. “I wish the magic would either shit or get off the pot, too. Maybe I’m not special after all. I’m just a simple Earth witch, and that has to be good enough for you.”

      His brows dipped, and he narrowed his gaze. “What are you talking about?”

      Keir’s magic was in the art of prognostication. In other words, he could see the future. My future, to be exact. Only, he saw all the possible futures. It was as if someone was holding onto the television remote and scrolling past every channel. His ability allowed only a glimpse at each station.

      I couldn’t meet his eyes, so I stared at the checkered tiles on my floor. “You put all your bets on me. You turned your life inside out, made yourself into a shapeshifter to protect me, and it turns out, I’m pretty ordinary.” I hadn’t been enough for my ex-husband, who’d found love with someone else, and now I felt like I wasn’t enough for Keir. “I know that’s frustrating. Hell, I’m frustrated, so I don’t blame you one bit.”

      He closed the gap between us so quickly, a startled noise escaped me. He put his hand on my shoulders. “Iris, you are anything but ordinary.” When I didn’t look up, he let go of my shoulder and put two fingers under my chin. I raised my head. When our eyes met, he said, “I could never be disappointed or frustrated with you or my life. You have to know that.”

      I shrugged and glanced away. “I guess.”

      He stroked my cheek and did something he hadn’t done in six weeks. He kissed me. My hands slid up his chest as I leaned in. His lips moved against mine, parting slightly. I slid my tongue along the crevice and rejoiced when his arms wrapped around me. A soft groan escaped my lips as I melted against his body. With more ease than I imagined possible, he lifted me onto the counter and nudged my knees apart with his thighs. He moved in, pressing the hard bulge in his jeans against me. I wrapped my legs around his thighs and laced my fingers into his hair as our tongues intertwined in a feast of passion and desire.

      Pleasure pulsed inside me from my groin into my stomach as we rubbed against each other.

      “Oh, my gawd! Mom,” my teenage son Michael cried out in horror. “No, hell, no, no.”

      The indignant outrage of a seventeen-year-old doused our moment of passion better than any bucket of ice water could. I glimpsed Michael’s hasty retreat down the hall as Keir, and I quickly separated.

      I turned my horrified expression to Keir. He looked stunned for a moment, then he laughed. A giddiness I hadn’t expected surged inside me. A giggle rose in my throat. And then I laughed, too. I hopped down from the counter and slipped my arms around Keir’s waist. His hardness pressed against my stomach. Getting caught by my son hadn’t dulled his erection. Even so, he did nothing but hold me as we both laughed until all the weeks of frustration and denied passion eased.

      When it was over, I stepped out of his embrace. “I better go check on Michael.”

      Keir grinned. “He’ll be okay.”

      Michael had caught his father and his high school football coach, Adam Hauser, kissing in the locker room. My ex, it turned out, was bisexual. He was also a cheater. It had been the beginning of the end of our marriage and the start of a long road to finding forgiveness.

      I grinned back at Keir and nodded. “At least it’ll give him something new to talk about in therapy.”
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      While my mini make-out session with Keir had generated a lot of heat in my lady bits, it hadn’t sparked any external fires in the kitchen. Unfortunately, Rose and Lu walked in from the garden before I could do another test to see if the non-scorcher snog-fest was a fluke.

      I must have worn a strange expression because Rose asked, “Is everything okay? Did something happen?”

      “Nope.” I shook my head. “Why do you ask?”

      Michael bristled as he came out of the hall now dressed in basketball shorts and a tank top. “Going to shoot some hoops.” He wouldn’t make eye contact with me.

      “With who?” I called after him.

      “Friends,” was his sharp reply before I heard the front door slam.

      Michael had been in a bit of a mood since his father had told him that he and Adam might be moving to St. Louis. My ex-husband Evan Callahan was following the new love in his life to get a fresh start away from Southhill Village. I think Evan had thought Michael would be relieved that he was going. Or at least Evan had hoped so. But that hadn’t been the case. For our teenage son, Evan’s bombshell that he was leaving our small Arkansas town in the Ozark mountains had felt like another betrayal. We’d stopped seeing the therapist as a family once the divorce was final. After the family sessions ended, Michael had kept up his one-on-one appointments with Dr. Riker. My kid was at an age where he wasn’t sharing his deepest, personal feelings with me, so I was glad he had someone safe to talk to about his worries and concerns.

      I glanced at Keir. He cracked a smile, and I snickered.

      Luanne gave us both an interrogating stare. “What’s up with Teen Spirit? Did he catch you two going at it?”

      Heat, the non-ignis-craft kind, blossomed in my cheeks.

      Rose’s eyes widened. “Oh. My. Word.” She shook her head. “I hope you still had some clothes on.”

      I narrowed my gaze at her. “We had all of our clothes on, perv.”

      “Cock blocked by One Direction, huh?” Lu snapped a cooling towel at Keir’s groin and laughed as he jumped away before it could make contact.

      “My son’s name is Michael.” I snatched the damp towel from her and gave her thigh a whack. “And you know, One Direction broke up a few years back.”

      Lu laughed like a loon. “Those boys were definitely better together than apart.” With a shrug, she added, “Except for Harry.” Lu grabbed an apple from a bowl on the table. “He’s cool even on his own.” She crunched into the Golden Delicious and wiggled her brows at me.

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Back to the clothing thing,” Rose interrupted. “Just what did Michael walk in on?”

      “We were kissing, that’s all.” I pish-poshed my hand in her direction, tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear, then began clearing away the dishes.

      A large, twenty-four-pound ginger and white bobtailed cat jumped up on the counter. He rubbed his big head against my elbow. I gave him a scritch between the ears.  Instantly, I felt calm and relaxed. “Hello, Bob.”

      According to Linda, the jumbo-sized cat, who was actually an imp, was also my familiar. I wasn’t one hundred percent sure what he was supposed to do for me as far as my magic went, but having Bob around was better than an entire bottle of Xanax for my sense of well-being. Even better, I would never have to buy cat food or clean kitty litter. Imps, it turned out, didn’t have buttholes which meant they didn’t eat or poop.

      Rose’s workout tights started beeping. She blanched. “Oh crap. I have to pick up the boys from their karate lesson.” Rose’s boys, Drake and Dustin, were Irish twins. They’d been born ten months and eleven days apart, with Drake being the oldest. Right now, they were both thirteen, but Drake would be turning fourteen next week. “I’ve got to go.” She grabbed her keys and gave Lu and me brief hugs. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

      “Bright, but not too early.” I waved her out as my abused muscles protested. When she was gone, I turned to Lu. “I am not built for CrossFit.”

      The druid warrior laughed. “No one is, Iris. But keep it up, and your body will get there.”

      “What if I like my body the way it is?”

      Keir smiled. “I like it the way it is, too.”

      Lu elbowed her brother. “There are a lot of baddies headed Iris’ way. She needs to be prepared, not just magically but physically as well. She has to be ready to fight.”

      I pursed my lips. “Are they really headed my way, though? I mean, it’s been over a month, and there hasn’t even been a whisper of that Bogmall bitch around here.” Bogmall was a powerful druid who wanted to be an even more powerful sorcerer or, as Linda called them, Hexenmeister. The only way for a sorcerer to gain magic was to reap wild magic from a dead witch, and I was the witch Bogmall had set her sights on for reaping. The fact that she hadn’t returned since I’d gained control of my Earth magic made me think Bogmall had targeted me out of convenience more than anything else. “She’s probably moved on to another poor unsuspecting witch.”

      I didn’t like the idea that someone else was being hunted, but if Bogmall had moved on, it meant that not only was I safe, but my family would be safe from her as well. Another reason to be glad that I hadn’t sparked to ignis-craft.

      A clod of dirt hit me in the forehead. I glared down at the kitchen floor into the glowering eyes of an irritating garden gnome.

      “Damn it, Linda.” I wiped at the spot she’d nailed with sniper precision. “Quit throwing shit at me.”

      “That wasn’t Scheisse, Kleinkind,” she corrected me. “Next time, I will show you Scheisse.”

      I raised my hands. “You can keep your Scheisse to yourself.”

      Keir was smart enough to stay out of the way when it came to Linda and me, but Lu made the mistake of giggling.

      I grinned as a gnome-sized fist of dirt smacked her in the mouth.

      Lu sputtered as she turned her deadly gaze at Linda.

      The gnome stroked her snow-white beard. “Do you have something say, Druidin?”

      The last time the two of them had a showdown, it had been out in the garden, and they’d destroyed my gardenias and my Japanese lilac. Luckily, Linda, an actual Earth elemental, had been able to restore them back to health. However, my kitchen wouldn’t be quite so easily repaired. “Take it outside,” I told them. “No fighting in the house.”

      Lu shrugged. “Don’t start nothing, won’t be nothing, Linda.”

      The gnome flicked her beard at Lu, which was the gnome equivalent of fuck off.

      “Keir,” I said sharply, my voice an octave higher than usual.

      Keir’s eyes flashed black at the warring duo. He was giving them a glimpse of his nightmarish puca-form.

      Linda raised an impressed bushy brow. “The hare is showing his tail.”

      Lu looked decidedly contrite. “Sorry,” she said, her eyes darting away from her brother.

      Keir’s puca-form might have the ears of a bunny, but it had the strength of a werewolf and the teeth of a nosferatu. His long, razor-sharp claws were made of diamond crystals, and they could cut through just about anything. Not that long ago, he’d ripped out the heart of an attacking gargoyle to protect me. In other words, he turned into a creature that other creatures went out of their way not to mess with. I was surprisingly cool with that.

      I put my hand on Keir’s chest to shift his focus back to me. “Tell me about this event you said you felt.”

      “What event?” Lu asked.

      “The ground shook under my home this morning, and when it stopped, a geothermal event had taken place.”

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “Geothermal?”

      “The pool under my waterfall heated to over a hundred degrees.”

      “Are you sure it’s not just the heat?” Luanne said. “It’s been a scorcher this summer.”

      “That pool isn’t stagnant,” Keir countered. “It fills up from the waterfall, and the excess runs over into a stream that cycles down the mountain.”

      “Is the water coming over the waterfall hot?” I asked.

      Keir shook his head. “It’s sixty-five degrees. Of course, the water warms up the farther it flows down the mountain, but I temped the stream at mile intervals on my way down, and it didn’t reach above seventy-two degrees. The pool is an anomaly.”

      “It might be natural,” I said. “Eureka Springs is about an hour northwest of us, and they have hot springs.”

      “Maybe.” The worry lines on Keir’s brow deepened. “I know someone who could tell us if this is natural or magical. I just need to take her a sample.”

      “Ugh. Not her,” Luanne said.

      “Her?” I asked.

      Lu’s expression soured. “Malfeasant.”

      Keir rolled his eyes at his sister and sighed. “Malphista,” he said to me. “She’s a sea witch.”

      “Hag, you mean.” Lu spit as if warding off evil. “If I never see her stupid face again it will be too soon.”

      Keir elbowed his sister. “Good thing you’re not coming with me then.”

      “Can I go? I don’t know any other witches. Does she do Nero-craft?” Nero-craft was Water magic.

      “More like bitch-craft,” Lu said on a snort.

      Keir ignored her. “She’s not that kind of witch.”

      “A Hexenmeister?”

      “Not that kind either. Sea witch is more a species than a vocation. She is an elemental, much like Linda.”

      I glanced to the floor where Linda had been, but the gnome had disappeared.

      Keir gave me a look of apology. “And I’m afraid she lives in a place that you can’t go.”

      “And where is that? The lost city of Atlantis?”

      Lu choked on a snort.

      Keir ignored her. “Lake Superior.”

      Lake Superior was the biggest lake in the Midwest, and it extended into Michigan, Wisconsin, Minnesota, and Canada. “Which state?”

      “She doesn’t live in any state.”

      “The sea witch is Canadian? I can go to Canada. I have my passport.”

      “Where she lives, you need more than a passport to enter.” Keir chuckled. “Malphista doesn’t live around the lake. She lives in the lake.”
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      My sister Marigold stopped by my house the next day. She wore a pale-yellow shift dress with braided hemp sandals and a braided raffia tote. Her black hair was piled on her head in a loose bun. Two large vintage jewel-encrusted hair sticks held the mess-terpiece in place. The jewels were cut glass, but still, my older sister looked like Bohemian royalty.

      I’d always envied her thick, zero-frizz locks. If my hair wasn’t wrapped with a hair tie and held down with several bobby pins, it fell out of whatever style I put it in.

      The afternoon had warmed up to the high eighties, so I had my windows open and my ceiling fans on to keep the house cooled. The temperature at our elevation was usually mild. I mean, it warmed up enough to go swimming in the summer, but the thermometer rarely reached ninety degrees. I had a window air conditioner, but I’d probably only ran it a couple times a year.

      “Well, this is unexpected,” I said, stretching the very sore muscles in my arms. Rose had shown up at dawn’s buttcrack for another workout. I was learning fast that a kettlebell was not my friend. But all things considered—like me being over forty and the fact that I hadn’t exercised since my mid-thirties—I’d expected to be in a lot more pain today. There were definitely some benefits to this tru-craft business. “What brings you to my neck of the woods?”

      Marigold had a house outside of town. She was only about ten minutes away by car, but she didn’t usually visit without reason.

      My sister collapsed on my sofa, a slight sheen on her forehead as she fanned herself. “It’s so muggy today. It feels like the world’s sweating all over us.”

      “It’s not so bad in a breeze,” I said.

      “Okay, Mom,” she teased. Our mother used to say that whenever we kids would complain about the humidity. I guess I’d picked it up from her.

      I smiled at Marigold. “Do you want a cold cloth for your neck?”

      “Would you be a dear?” She batted her naturally thick eyelashes at me.

      I rolled my eyes. “And how about a glass of lemonade, too?”

      “Yes, please,” she called after me as I went into the kitchen. I got a dishtowel from the top drawer below my convection oven, dropped it in the sink, and turned on the water. After I got a glass down from the cabinet to the left of the microwave, I put some ice in it from the freezer.

      Bob rubbed his fat body against my calves. He was making a trilling sound that was a mixture of purr and alarm. “Just a minute, Bob. I’ll get you next.” He usually acted this way when he wanted something to drink. Linda told me imps drank vodka, but Bob was good with anything, including tap water. The floofy, chonky cuddle muffin was the most stress-free being in my life. Sooo easy to please. I loved that about him.

      I set the glass on the counter and grabbed the lemonade from the fridge. I’d made it yesterday, and Michael had drank all but one serving. Lucky for Marigold, there was enough to top off the glass. Absently, I reached over to the sink to grab the dishrag, and Bob did something he’d never done before.

      He sunk a claw in me. I jumped away from him. “Ow, Bob. That really hurt.” I spilled some lemonade on the counter, so I looked at the sink to grab a washcloth, and I noticed the shimmer of steam coming from the water. Yikes! I’d thought I’d turned on cold water. I cranked the hot water knob, but it was all the way off already.

      “What the hell?” I turned off the cold tap next, and the water stopped. I frowned. Hot water was coming out of the cold side. Had someone switched the lines when I hadn’t been looking?

      I looked under the sink. Both lines were hooked up correctly. I turned on the hot and checked the temp with the meat thermometer. 116 degrees Fahrenheit. Next, I turned on the cold. Steam rose again. The temperature was 152 degrees.

      Bob had saved me from getting second, possibly, third-degree burns on my hand. I cast the imp a thankful glance. This wasn’t good, though. Why was my cold water hot? Was this like Keir’s waterfall? Was this a magical event or faulty plumbing?

      “You coming back anytime soon with that lemonade?” Marigold shouted. “I’m wilting away to nothing in here.”

      “Drama queen,” I hollered back. “Give me two seconds.”

      I got under the sink again and turned the cold-water valve off. Michael was spending the day with his father. Still, it was better to be safe than sorry. Once I got Marigold out of the house, I made a mental note to do the same with the bathroom faucets

      I took the drink into the living room and handed it to my sister.

      “No cold cloth?” she pouted.

      “There’s something wrong with the water pipes,” I told her as I sat down on the opposite end of the couch. “I’ll call a plumber in a bit. But first, tell me what’s going on.”

      She managed to look offended. “Does something have to be going on for me to visit my favorite sister?”

      I arched a brow at her. “Without giving me some notice? Yes. Most definitely.” Bob jumped up onto my lap, and I stroked his fur as I waited for Marigold’s answer.

      She sat up and harrumphed. “Fine. I have some stuff I want to talk to you about.”

      “Here we go?” I said, grateful for Bob’s calming influence. “What do you need?”

      Marigold smirked. “Well, if you’re going to be that way about it….”

      I rolled my eyes again. “Just tell me.”

      Before she could pose her request, my doorbell rang.

      I gave Marigold a look of accusation. “Doesn’t anybody use a phone anymore?”

      She raised her hands. “I swear I tried to call you.”

      The doorbell rang again. “I’m coming!” I said loud enough for whoever it was to hear.

      I peered out the window to get a look at my uninvited guest—a tall man with a heavyweight boxer’s build. His long hair was a mixture of black and red, creating the darkest auburn I’d ever seen. I couldn’t see his eyes because he wore mirrored aviator glasses. As I was sizing him up, he pivoted his head. Even though I couldn’t see his gaze, I knew it was locked onto mine. A smirk drew up the corners of his lips as he pushed the doorbell again.





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/firespells.jpg





OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-abc-screen.png






