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      I feel like a part of my soul has loved you since the beginning of everything. Maybe we’re from the same star.

      – Emery Allen
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      A torrent of pain jerked me out of unconsciousness, red hot agony in my belly, silvery zings of pain at every nerve ending, my back aching as if layered with angry purple and sickly yellow bruises. The bed beneath me was hard and cold. Maybe it wasn’t a bed at all. Maybe I was still lying on a concrete floor where I’d passed out after seeing Detrand.

      I struggled to open my eyes, the thought of my former mentor giving me the determination to survive. I had so many questions.

      The most important being — was Mateo alive?

      My heart pounded, making my chest ache. A wave of emotions rushed through me, suffocating me. I feared the truth. My sacrifice would mean nothing if Mateo was dead.

      Tears sprang to my eyes and a moan escaped my throat, then it became a sob. I clutched my hands to my chest, trying to contain the flood of emotions filling my mind, but everything bubbled out like a storm unleashed.

      A hand touched my side, and I jumped, forcing my eyes open and wiping the tears from my cheeks. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the faint light burning from a slightly swaying bulb above me.

      “You’re alive.” A familiar face leaned over me. Detrand’s intense, dark brown eyes stared into mine, his brows furrowed.

      “Detrand.” I choked on new sensations, relief and comfort. A warm glow washed over me and a grin stretched my dry lips, making me wince.

      “Here.” Detrand quickly pushed something to my lips, and I parted them, the smell of blood filling my nose. “Drink. It will help.”

      The first drop of blood coated my tongue, and I struggled to sit up to drink more. Detrand helped me sit more comfortably, and I tossed the straw to the bed, then drank greedily from the large thermos. The movement created a tugging at my flesh. I paused drinking to stare at thin tubing leading from the crook of my arm to a nearby pole.

      “Careful or you’ll rip out your IV.”

      “Whose?” I croaked, my throat still scratchy, pointing at the blood flowing through the IV.

      His eyes darkened. “Samira, you should know I would never allow anyone else’s blood to enter your system except my own.”

      “Thank you.” Tears began to stream down my face again, and I tipped the cup to hide them, embarrassed at my show of emotion. After finally gaining some semblance of control, I rested my head against the back of a wooden headboard. I stared at the man who’d saved me, literally and figuratively, on more than one occasion.

      True to form, he still wore a custom tailored suit, and it looked strangely elegant in the dingy basement. Olive skin and dark brown hair and eyes reflected his Italian ancestry. Men usually cowered when they looked into those dark orbs, but I knew they were the eyes of the strigoi vampire who would do anything in his power to protect those he loved.

      And the fact that he was here with me, even now, showed the true depth of his compassion, reserved only for those he deemed worthy. He took in my skinny frame, my eyes still rimmed with unspent tears, and my chest that struggled for every breath. His eyes simmered with determination and anger.

      As if he would kill the very men who’d tried to kill me.

      I tried to distract him. “How long have I been out?”

      “This time, a few days.”

      “And total?”

      “Two weeks.”

      I groaned. It was too long. “Is Mateo alive?”

      The room was silent for a moment, and then he spoke, his voice gruff. “Focus on healing first.” He raised a sharp eyebrow at me. “Your emotions seem to have broken.”

      I choked out a laugh, unable to stop the sound from bubbling out. He was right, they’d been repressed for so long, I didn’t know how to control them now that they had been freed. The small smile on his lips told me he’d gotten the desired response, which was also to distract me, making my stomach churn.

      Had something terrible happened to Mateo?

      The last time I saw him, he had been close to death. A sharp pain cracked my heart, and my lips began to tremble again. What if he hadn’t made it? Fatigue covered me like a weighted blanket, but I fought off the urge to close my eyes. It might be awhile before they opened again, and I needed to know the truth.

      Pressing my palms to the bed and bending my legs, I used all my strength to push upward. My arms trembled at the effort it took.

      “I need to know if Mateo lives. Tell me.”

      “Careful,” Detrand said and looped his arm behind me. With one quick tug, he slid me into a sitting position at the edge of the bed. “Take your time.”

      “Detrand,” I breathed. “I’ve never known you to delay the truth.”

      His eyes finally met mine, his expression full of sharp lines and angles. “Mateo might live.”

      “Might?” My heart beat so fast, I thought it would explode from my chest. “What does that mean?”

      “Calm down, Samira.” He touched my shoulder. I suddenly felt a warmth infuse my body, and my breath caught. It felt like the sun, sparking and shining down on me, heating my skin. I closed my eyes, enjoying his touch. Detrand was a strigoi, vampire royalty, and had abilities most vampires did not. He could reach into people’s minds, make them see and feel things that were not there.

      When I opened my eyes, I smiled affectionately at him, feeling much calmer. “Thank you.”

      He only grunted, glancing toward the door, and his hard expression softened. There was only one person in the world who could make that happen.

      Adelade appeared in the open doorway wearing a long, flowing dress. She looked as radiant as the first day I’d met her all those years ago. Her dark, black hair fell down in soft waves, and the emerald green of the dress brought out the bright blue in her eyes. They took in my badly repaired body. “I sensed you had awoken,” she said, smiling kindly. “There’s someone here to see you.”

      She left but returned a second later, pushing a wheelchair. Mateo sat within it, barely sitting up. He leaned awkwardly to the side, as if his spine was bent. His face was swollen and purple, despite the time that had passed. He could only see out one eye, but the look of agony that filled it broke my heart.

      Adelade pushed him to the side of my bed. My hand trembled as I reached for him. His fingers lifted and curled around mine.

      “I feared you were dead,” I said.

      His lips parted open. Even that motion seemed to cause him pain, and he winced. I couldn’t imagine how hard it must’ve been to get him into the wheelchair.

      “Vivo per te.” I live for you. Each of his words were full of raw emotion.

      I nodded, tears stinging my eyes. I lived for him also.

      “Why is he not healing faster?” I asked Adelade, but I kept my eyes locked with Mateo’s.

      She lightly rested her hand on his shoulder. “It wasn’t just the cutting he received. I believe they injected him with something beforehand that made his body humanlike. His vampirism has been returning, but it’s taking time.”

      Mateo’s eyes widened suddenly, and his whole countenance twisted into one experiencing great pain.

      “My magic’s wearing off,” Adelade gasped. “I should get him back.”

      My eyebrows lifted. “He’s in that much pain he needed magic just to get him here?”

      She nodded grimly. “I’ll return him when I can.”

      “No.” I jumped up, nearly toppling over, but Detrand steadied me. “I want him with me.” There was plenty of room in the bed for both of us.

      Adelade glanced at Detrand, who nodded.

      “Yes.” Mateo’s voice was weak, but firm.

      Detrand guided me to sit in his chair, then he bent over, and in one swoop carefully pulled Mateo’s body into his arms. Mateo looked so weak compared to Detrand’s tall and muscular form. It made my heart ache at seeing all over again what Korin had done to Mateo.

      The ache turned to fire, and the rage spread throughout me as Detrand slowly lowered Mateo to my bed. Mateo cried out in agony, and his tortured sounds filled the basement, shattering my heart into a thousand pieces. My chest heaved with a sob as I imagined all the things I was going to do to Korin when I had regained my strength.

      When Adelade held her hand out to me, I forced myself to calm down and accepted her help to climb back into bed next to Mateo. I slid under the covers so softly that Mateo barely moved with it. I held his hand gently, honing all of my focus on him. No matter how long it took, I would help him return to his former strength. Then we could get our retribution.

      “I love you,” I whispered.

      A slight twitch of his fingers around mine was all the response he could manage.

      “We’ll let you rest,” Adelade said, and they quietly left the room, leaving me with my pain, anger, and the love of my life.

      A few hours passed. He slept on and off with me watching over him. I felt the sun rise deep inside my bones but fought against its pull. Eventually, it was too much, and I dozed off. It couldn’t have been for long because when I jerked awake the ache of full daylight still plagued my body.

      Mateo lay next to me, his eyes staring into mine, and my hand trembled as I reached forward to touch his face, to feel his skin under mine. I had to know for certain he was truly alive and that this wasn’t a dream.

      His skin was cool, and he blinked, his eyes heavy, as my fingers caressed his cheeks, nose, and lips, then down to his chest. I pressed my palm close, feeling his beating heart patter across my palm. He struggled to move his hand, ignoring my protests, as he placed it at the nape of my neck, tugging on me. I squirmed closer, until our breaths mixed, until I could see every ounce of pain etched into his gaze. Until we were so close, we were almost one.

      He caressed my cheek with his thumb and softly cleared his throat to find his voice. “I never want to stop looking at you, passerotto mio.” My little bird.

      I swallowed down the knot in my throat, not wanting to cry again. It would only upset him. “I thought I might not ever see your beautiful face again.”

      He nodded. “I fought to live, for you.”

      I closed my eyes, the knowledge that he endured through so much pain just to live with me again nearly broke my heart. Tears streamed down my face, the agony I felt inside spilling out.

      He caught them with his thumb. “No, no, don’t cry. Hai dato un senso alla mia vita.” You have given sense to my life. “I am here now, and we are together.”

      I clasped his hand. “But you suffered for me.”

      His eyes darkened. “Do not think for one second that it is not worth every bit of pain, every drop of blood in my body to live for you. Tesoro mio, you give me life. It is because of my love for you that I have strength to breathe. You are my life, mi anima gemella. I would rip the world apart for you, to be with you. And if I died, I would do all in my power to return to you. Do not doubt what my love would do for you, because, passerotto mio, you are worth it.”

      The tears came faster now, and his arm encircled me, pulling me with all his strength into the warmth of his embrace. I cried in his arms until I had no more tears left to spend. And then we lay in silence, listening to the other’s breaths, each other’s heartbeat, until we both slipped under and slept.
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      It took another week before Mateo could get out of bed without help, and the whole time was spent in each other’s embrace, talking, sleeping, just being together again. It was like when we first met, and could never leave each other’s arms. We knew the time was coming when Cassandra would force us to leave. She may have saved us from death inside that church, but that didn’t mean she wanted us to stay. I didn’t know what Cassandra wanted.

      Mateo was laying on his back, his arms behind his head, a thoughtful look on his face. My eyes were only for him. I lay on my side, studying the way his skin didn’t look so pale, the way his muscles were forming again. He turned to his side, facing me. His hand reached out, cupping my face in his tender hands. “Before we leave, there is something we must do, something that should’ve been done the moment I saw you again.”

      The desperation in his eyes, and the way they bored into me, left me speechless. My lips parted.

      “Mio amore, ti amo. I love you, and cannot live without you by my side. Sei la mia vita.” You are my life. “Will you share your blood with me once more, as we have in the past?”

      The blood bond. It was something done only with those you trusted a hundred percent, as your feelings, thoughts, and even dreams mingled with the other’s. When one was in pain, the other could feel it. You could hone in on their locations, if necessary.

      “I never want to be so far from you again,” he whispered.

      I gripped his hand, nodding, eyes wide, feeling so treasured and loved that he wanted this bond with me again. “If we had let go of the past earlier, I could have come to you the minute you needed me.”

      He shook his head. “I do not want you to unnecessarily risk your life for mine.”

      I scowled. “You think my life is worth more than yours? I would fight hell itself to save you, Mateo. I am yours, just as you are mine. I will complete the bond to you, but only on one condition.”

      His troubled eyes searched mine. “Whatever it is, I agree.”

      “That if you are ever in trouble, you will call through the bond to me. No matter if you believe it will threaten my life.”

      He was silent, considering my words. Then he nodded. “I swear it, if you will do the same.”

      “I will.” I sealed my promise with a kiss. His hands clasped my back, pulling me to him and the world around me muted as I reveled in his lips on mine, his hands touching me, his chest pressed against mine.

      His mouth lowered, and his hungry tongue caressed my flesh as he traveled to the delicate skin on the nape of my neck. His teeth bit into it, making me moan as he sucked my blood into his mouth. Reacting on instinct, I rolled over on top of him and bit into his neck.

      My world blurred as Mateo’s blood pooled into my mouth, then down my throat, until I was drowning in his emotions. I felt his considerable physical pain and how hard he tried to hide it from me. I felt his regrets of not going to me sooner, of not killing Korin when he’d had the chance so many years ago, and of not watching over Faithe better. And yet, there was something else deep inside him, something that pounded and beat like a deep drum. It filled my whole body with its rhythm, pulsing and throbbing. It was so deeply entwined with his whole being that there was no beginning and no end. It was a fundamental part of him.

      And that was his love for me.

      It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever felt, and it brought tears to my eyes. It was magical, the deep devotion and heartfelt longing he felt for me.

      I would never question him again.

      He was a part of me now, just as I was a part of him.

      And I was never letting him go.

      A hunger sparked inside me, as I delved deeper into him. I could feel his own passion alight, his own need to be with me in every way. His hands wrapped around my back, holding me tightly to him. He quickly shifted so he was on top of me, even though it was painful for him to even move. His lips roamed down my neck, licking my skin, and I arched my back, urging him on.

      I ran my hand up Mateo’s hips, digging into his side, my palm hot and tingly at the contact. The feel of my blood flowing into him felt celestial, as if we were beings beyond this world, powerful and eternal. I moved my hand further up, needing to feel him under my palm, but just as it crested his lower back, my eyes fluttered open. My hand was so hot, searing hot as if it were on fire.

      Staring at it, it began to shimmer then disappear altogether. I gasped, but then Matteo was lowering to my breasts, making me forget all about my hand. The sudden want from him sent a wave of raw pleasure from my head to my toes, and I moaned my delight.

      “Do you think you can separate for just a few minutes before my eyes melt off my face?” a clipped voice said at the door behind him.

      I froze, my gaze dropping to my hand on Mateo’s shoulder. It had returned to normal. Maybe I’d imagined the odd occurrence.

      Mateo growled and rolled off me to stare at Cassandra. “What do you want?”

      She ignored him and looked us both over. “You’ve healed enough by now.”

      Mateo looked from me to her. “Yes, and as I told you yesterday, I am in your debt for saving us.”

      “A debt I will collect one day soon.” Her gaze shifted to me. “Since you’re well enough to,” her hand gestured at us, “do all that, you’re ready to return to the land of the living. Well, as much as you can, anyway.” She smirked at her own joke. “But we need to discuss something very important first.”

      “Does Detrand need to be here for this?” I asked. I only trusted him when it came to Cassandra. I wanted him to hear everything she said in case it was bullshit.

      “He knows what I’m about to say, but if you feel you need to hide behind his shadow to have a conversation with me, then by all means, go grab him.”

      My jaw flexed, and I puffed air out my flared nostrils.

      Mateo squeezed my hand. “Speak, Cassandra.”

      She adjusted her white, business suit jacket. “First, I saved your lives. I don’t want you to ever forget it.”

      Mateo’s chest rose and fell, his face darkening. “We’ve established that.”

      “Second, you are not to tell anyone what I did for you.”

      “Where do we say we’ve been?” The night we’d nearly died, I had texted Briar where I was going. When I didn’t return, she probably went there and saw all the damage and blood. She probably thought we were dead, especially since neither I nor Mateo had been well enough to contact anyone.

      “That’s your problem, but I expect you to obey this rule. If I’ve found you’ve broken it, there will be severe consequences. And trust me, I can be ruthless.”

      “Why did you save us?” I asked.

      “Because a prophecy needs to be fulfilled.”

      Mateo looked at me. “Prophecy?”

      My mouth fell open with words I had to quickly sort through before they escaped. “You want Trianus to come back? Do you and the Phoenix have an agreement where you and Korin will rule alongside the great demon? Because if so, you’re dumber than I thought. Trianus does not share power.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “Since you are ignorant to my plans, I’ll forgive your insult this once. But just know that I’m the only chance you have at stopping Trianus from rising.”

      “Are you speaking for the Ministry?” Mateo asked. “Are they feeling threatened by the idea of Trianus ruling again?”

      She stared at him and blinked. “Sure. Let’s go with that.”

      Inwardly, I groaned. I didn’t understand this woman but based on her past, her motives were purely self-serving. Whatever game she was playing, she wanted to win for herself.

      “Anything else?” I asked, wanting her to leave so I could return to being alone with Mateo.

      “Yes. One more very important thing. You, Samira, can’t return to society as you are.”

      “But I’m better.”

      “No, you’re broken, a fragment of your former self and it won’t do.” She withdrew a small, silver flask from within her breast pocket.

      My blood began to chill. Something about that flask made me nervous. “I don’t understand.”

      “The Kiss of Eternal Night. It’s yours to control.” She held it toward me. “Now drink this so you can do what you do best. Kill.”
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      I stared at the shiny flask in her hand, a shiver of dread running over my whole body. All that I hated, the thing that had kept me trapped in my own body from experiencing true happiness, she offered me, as if it were some sort of trophy.

      She shoved it closer. “Snap out of it and drink this. You have a father to murder.”

      I shot up in the bed, backing up, knees trembling in agony at the movement until I hit the wall behind me. “I won’t take it.”

      Mateo moved so that his body was between Cassandra’s and mine, as if he was afraid she would try to force it upon me.

      She frowned. “But you must. It’s the only way you’ll defeat Korin, and we need him out of the picture.”

      My heart thundered until it hurt. I tried to relax, hating how I’d already shown my fear of it by moving away. I wasn’t used to showing others my weaknesses. “What makes you think that will even work? I had to go through several trials just to get the blood to fuse with mine before. It could be the same way again.”

      “It’s not. You’ve already won it. The Kiss is yours and no one else’s.”

      “Korin and the Phoenix don’t know you have this, do they?” I vaguely remembered when I was hanging upside down, Cassandra filling a small bottle of my blood just before grabbing the bucket and carrying it away.

      “Do you want them to know?” she asked, her eyes suddenly innocent-looking. She glanced behind her as if she might leave. “I’m happy to tell them.”

      “Destroy it.” The words left my mouth before I could take them back. I never wanted to feel that darkness inside of me again.

      “I’ll do no such thing,” she snapped. “You must take it or everything I’ve done has been in vain.”

      “That’s your problem,” Mateo said. “Samira said no.”

      Detrand appeared just then in the doorway with Adelade by his side, his hand around her waist possessively. Detrand looked from me to Cassandra, contemplating a conversation he probably overheard. His cool gaze settled on the flask in Cassandra’s hand. “Put that away. It’s not time.”

      I frowned at him. “It will never be time, Detrand. I don’t want that sliver of Hell inside me ever again.”

      “That will be determined later. You know as well as I that at times, fate may have something else in store for us.” His gaze settled on me, taking in the way I was hugging the wall behind me, and I was embarrassed of my fear. And yet, I was determined to never allow the Kiss back into me.

      Detrand spoke again, his voice softer. “If it is necessary, we must embrace our fate or live a life fighting against our very soul.”

      “I don’t believe in fate.”

      Detrand’s gaze flickered to Mateo. “You are soul mates, are you not? Did fate not have something to do with that?”

      I opened my mouth to counter his logic but closed it again. I had no doubt we were soul mates, especially after almost losing him, but if that were true, did I choose it or was our union predestined somehow?

      “Samira has a right to choose what she wants inside her body,” Adelade interjected. “No one’s going to make her do anything.”

      Cassandra snorted. “Then she’ll die along with the rest of us.”

      Detrand held out his hand. “Give it to me. I will take care of it, until,” he glanced at me, “or if, it is necessary for her to partake of it again.”

      Cassandra looked at me and I nodded, trusting Detrand with it. She obeyed and as soon as she was free of it, she turned and walked toward the door. Over her shoulder, she said, “Now get out of my house. And remember, don’t say a word to anyone about where you’ve been. Oh, and new cell phones are upstairs by a back door for each of you should you want to contact anyone. Exit through the back kitchen. I have guests in the front parlor.”

      I didn’t watch her go. My eyes were tracking the flask into Detrand’s pocket. He caught me watching. “I would never force this on you. You know that.”

      Nodding, I exhaled a tight breath. “What about you? Where will you go now?”

      Adelade leaned into him. “We’re going to stick around here for a while. I have a feeling we’re going to be needed.”

      “There’s room for you at the Balario Hotel,” Mateo offered.

      Detrand wrapped his arm around Adelade. “Not necessary. I have a place in Rouen.”

      My eyebrows lifted. “Since when?”

      Adelade smiled. “Since I made him purchase one two days ago. I knew we’d be here for some time. Plus, I love this old city with its rich history and diversity. I think we’ll really like it here.”

      Detrand’s jaw ticked as if he wasn’t sure he agreed with her. “You two are welcome to stay with us for as long as you’re in hiding.”

      Mateo and I glanced at each other. As much as I wanted to stay with Detrand, I also wanted to see my friends and show them that I not only lived, but I was my true self. I could feel, laugh, cry, all freely without fear of losing control.

      “I’d rather return to Lynx’s home, for now.” I gave him a pleading look, hoping he wouldn’t feel offended. “I feel as if it’s almost like my own home, now.”

      “I understand.” Detrand nodded, not offended in the slightest. “Oh, I almost forgot.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of glasses. “These are yours.”

      I stared down at the wire rims in his palm, memories of another life, another person, crowding my mind. I used to wear glasses to remind myself of my humanity. The Kiss had made it too easy to forget. “How did you get them?”

      “I discovered them in your apartment. I know you keep several pairs.”

      Reaching up, I curled his finger over the top of the glasses and his palm. “I don’t need those anymore.”

      He nodded thoughtfully, slightly smiling as if he had hoped I would say that. “I’m confident you will do well in your new life, Samira.”

      Adelade smiled. “We’ll wait for you upstairs.”

      As soon as they said their goodbyes and left, Mateo turned to me. “What happened in that church can’t happen ever again. I couldn’t endure it.”

      I nodded, feeling his determination flow through me. “We won’t let it. We will be smarter than Korin. Stronger. We have the upper hand now.”

      He drew his brows together. “How so?”

      “He believes us dead. We will use it to our advantage.”

      “That’s a big secret to keep, especially with how many people depend upon us.”

      “We’ll attack as soon as we are well enough.”

      He nodded, running his thumb across my lips. “I must admit, I’ve enjoyed this private time with you.”

      His lips found mine again, and he pulled me to him. I melted into his arms, giving in to every emotion he invoked in me. It was the most freeing feeling in the world, and I couldn’t get enough of it. I had no idea how much I missed emotions until I could finally feel them without having to worry about the Kiss feeding from them.

      After a moment, with Cassandra’s words pressing upon us, Mateo carefully tugged me towards the end of the bed. He clutched my hand in his and energy flowed between us, strong and powerful. “Nothing will ever separate us again. I’ll make sure of it.”

      After carefully walking up the basement steps hand in hand, Mateo opened the door, bringing with him a gust of warm air that smelled of bread and cinnamon. It must be for Cassandra’s guests. She hosted parties for her friends frequently. Members of the Ministry, their friends, and others of the Principes Noctis. I wondered what they’d do to Cassandra if they knew who she had harbored in her basement. I still didn’t understand her motives, but who was I to complain? She’d saved my life. More importantly, she’d saved Mateo’s.

      As I stepped onto the landing, I had the chance to study the home without a Morgan’s witchy eyes on me. The antique china displayed in walnut Chippendale-style cabinets appeared to be hundreds of years old. Even the rugs that lined the floor were originals from Persia and cost a fortune. It felt strange to leave the mostly bare basement and walk upstairs into a mansion full of every luxury possible.

      By the way my body felt, it was nearly midnight and yet dozens of voices came from the other side of the house. We followed Detrand through a maze of halls until we reached the kitchen. On the counter, just like Cassandra said, two cell phones sat side by side. We picked them up and walked outside.

      I inhaled my first breath of fresh air in three weeks. With the full moon shining down on me, I was instantly invigorated.

      “My car’s over here,” Detrand said.

      As soon as we were settled inside, I turned to Mateo. “Should we call anyone?”

      He was already typing into his phone. “I’m afraid of what Angel might’ve done looking for me. He would’ve sensed I was alive.”

      “How?”

      He glanced up from the phone. “Angel is very intuitive. It scares me sometimes.”

      I stared down at my own phone as Detrand pulled away from the curb. “Do you think he’s returned to the city?”

      “Possibly. I’m telling him I’ll be at Fire Ridge for the time being, as I assume you will want to go see Briar? Lynx is probably with her.”

      He was right, of course. I wanted to see them both. So much it hurt. I had no idea how deep my love for my friends was until the Kiss left me. I would die for them.

      I entered Briar’s number and hesitated knowing what to say when her voice mail answered. I decided to keep it simple. “This is Samira. I’ll meet you at Fire Ridge in twenty minutes.”

      I wanted to add a little joke or sarcastic comment, but I was afraid she wouldn’t believe it was me. A thought came to me as I ended the connection. “How do we explain where we were?”

      Detrand eyed me from the rearview mirror, his dark brown eyes practically glowing in the darkness. “I’ve already thought of a solution. Tell them I saved you and you’ve been recuperating at my place.”

      “That could work,” Mateo said. “No one knows either of you.”

      “I’m excited,” Adelade said unexpectedly. “I feel really good about this.”

      “About what?” Detrand asked.

      She rubbed at her arms as if she had goosebumps. “This city. This is where we are supposed to be.”

      Detrand reached over and took hold of her hand. They’d been together for a little over a hundred and fifty years. Not just together, but blissfully happy. I hoped Mateo and I would be in the same place a hundred years from now.

      Mateo gave directions to Fire Ridge, and as we drew close, Detrand said to me, “I’ll just drop you two off with my address. Do you need me to return to take you home?”

      Mateo was about to agree, but Adelade interrupted him, staring at Detrand in shock. “We will do no such thing! We are going to go inside and meet everyone, and you are going to enjoy yourself. These people are our friends.”

      He snorted. “They are no such thing.”

      “But they will be.” She smiled. “And they are going to love you.”

      I laughed out loud at this. No one loved Detrand right away, or possibly ever. He was not the lovable type unless he wanted to be. Adelade joined in on the laughter; she knew the truth too, but loved to tease him.

      Detrand scowled, but the corners of his mouth twitched upward. He turned the steering wheel down the long lane to Fire Ridge. “Fine, but let’s make it quick.”

      My stomach knotted in excitement the closer we came, a feeling I would’ve stifled before. My knee bounced up and down. It felt like I’d been gone for years.

      Fire Ridge with its many windows full of soft light came into view. It rose sharply into the dark sky, large and intimidating to most, but to me, it had become a second home.

      “I love seeing you like this,” Mateo said.

      I glanced over, realizing he had been staring at me the whole time.

      “You’re glowing with happiness.”

      “I feel happy, and I love it.” I paused, trying to articulate how I felt. “I love to be able to feel this happiness.”

      He brushed hair away from my neck, sending a line of heat through my veins. “You deserve it.”

      Detrand stopped at the front of the sidewalk, not caring that it wasn’t a parking spot. Before anyone could object, he opened his door and hurried around to open Adelade’s.

      Mateo looked at me. “Are you ready for this?”

      I exhaled a laugh. “I can’t wait. I’ve missed everyone so much.”

      Detrand waited for us at the door before going inside. “A quick circle around the room, then we’re out.”

      “Maybe.” Adelade nudged him. “We’ll stay as long as we need to.”

      I smiled and opened the door to walk inside. Mateo came with me holding my hand.

      I don’t know what I had been expecting when I walked in, but not an almost empty house. This place was never empty. The living room lights were off, as was the big screen television. I didn’t think I’d ever seen that. Even Mateo was frowning.

      “The kitchen,” he said and nodded me forward.

      That’s when I heard it too. The faint sounds of water boiling. “Hello?” I wandered into the living room and around several couches.

      The sound of footsteps left the kitchen and a familiar face froze in shock at the sight of us. She finally recovered, squealing out loud. “Well, slap my ass and call me momma! Samira? Is it really you?”

      I grinned at Marge, all six feet of her. She looked the same as always, plaid red shirt, high waisted jeans and a long, dark braid.

      “I’m back. Where is everyone?”

      “Out looking for you.” She stared at me as if she couldn’t believe I was actually there. “Briar’s had the whole pack searching every night since you disappeared. Witches, too. Plus, the Nocturnas, of course.”

      I swallowed the guilt creeping up my throat, but Mateo’s reassuring squeeze relaxed me. “We didn’t mean to worry anyone.”

      “Where have you been?” Her gaze slid over to Detrand and Adelade. She took them in with equal measure. Mistaking her intent, Detrand stiffened, staring back at her boldly, but she didn’t return his hard gaze. She had no desire to challenge the old vampire.

      Just then, the sound of the front door flying open and crashing into the wall made me jump.

      “Where is the sneaky little bitch?”

      I stepped into the living room at the sound of Briar’s voice. Our eyes locked, and a smile split my whole face, but her expression twisted into anger. “I’m going to kill you.”

      She rushed me at full speed.

      “Be careful, she’s injured,” Mateo interjected as she tackled me. She managed to wrap her arms around me to lessen the blow before we hit the ground. I fell backwards, landing softly, still grinning.

      “Where the hell have you been?” She rolled to land on top of me. “I’ve been searching everywhere! Ever hear of a text or a phone call? Hell, I would’ve taken a damn letter!” She paused. “Why the hell are you smiling?” She looked up at Mateo. “Is she possessed?”

      I sat up and wrapped my arms around her tightly, surprising her. “I missed you!”

      She jumped to her feet and backed away, eyes narrowed. “Definitely possessed. Or high. Which is it?”

      Luke came to Briar’s side, linking his hand through hers, and behind them, Lynx and Loxley left their places by the door, both dressed in black as if they’d been on a stakeout.

      Lynx grinned. “It’s her, but she’s different. Don’t you see it?”

      My gaze shifted to Lynx, and I hitched a breath at the sight of her. I had worried after seeing her use such powerful dark magic, but seeing her now, I could see she wasn’t lost. Light radiated from her as much as her untapped power. I came to my feet.

      “See what?” Briar asked.

      “The darkness. It’s gone.”

      Briar studied me, even coming close to me to stare into my eyes. “Okay, what happened? I want to know everything. Tell me right now.”

      “And I want to tell you, but where is everyone else? Aris?”

      Her face fell, and her gaze shifted to Mateo. “Aris is with Angel.”

      “He came back?” Mateo and I said at the same time.

      “For you, Mateo. He and Aris having been searching for you and … Oz. He came up missing the same night as you guys.”

      “Oz?” Mateo groaned and dropped onto the armrest of the sofa. “I thought I saved him.”

      “Saved him from what?” Briar asked.

      “Korin,” I answered for him. Mateo had exchanged his life for Oz’s, but clearly Korin had lied all so he could capture Mateo to use him as bait for me. I couldn’t imagine what Aris might be feeling right now. Oz was his best friend.

      I looked at Mateo. “We’ll get him back. I swear it.” My gaze shifted to Briar and Lynx. “We’re going to get them all back. It’s time.”
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      “Are you sure Korin has him?” Briar asked. “Both Angel and Aris went to Winter’s Cove. Not only does Korin deny it, but no one has seen him there.”

      Mateo rubbed at his forehead. “He’s probably being kept with Korin’s other humans. It’s behind a secret wall. Only a few know about it.”

      His head lowered, his grief flowing through me. Oz had saved Mateo’s life. It was the first time any human had tried to help him, and the event had changed Mateo. Finally he had seen the worth of humans and how both species could help each other. They bonded briefly before Korin had kidnapped Oz.

      I rested my hand on Mateo’s shoulder. “I meant what I said. We’ll get him back.”

      He looked up at me, fire in his eyes, and nodded.

      “Mateo?”

      All heads turned toward the front door. Angel stood in the doorway, Aris standing behind him. Mateo slowly rose to his feet.

      Angel was across the room and embracing him before Mateo had fully straightened. “Where the hell have you been?”

      “We’ll explain everything,” I said. “There is a lot we need to talk about.”

      “There sure is,” Aris said, walking toward me. “Come here, you.” He pulled me into a tight hug and exhaled a long breath. “It’s so good to see you.”

      The pain etched into his voice tore at my heart. I melted into his warm, friendly embrace, happy to see him again, too.

      “Maybe you should introduce us to your visitors?” Briar said, interrupting the moment.

      I turned around. She was eyeing Detrand and Adelade suspiciously. Aris followed her gaze and began to do the same.

      Adelade stepped forward and extended her hand. “My name is Adelade and this is Detrand.” She glanced at him as if waiting for him to say hello but when he didn’t, she continued. “We came to help.”

      “They saved my life,” I said, my voice soft and appreciative. I would be forever grateful to them for coming and being with me at Cassandra’s, a place I would never have stayed at otherwise.

      “You’re a vampire,” Aris said to Detrand. “An old one, too. Why have I not heard of you? I’m on the Ministry.”

      Detrand gave him a stark look. “Good for you.”

      “I like him,” Briar blurted. She stepped toward him. “Do you hug?”

      “Never.”

      “Bump knuckles?”

      He gave her a confused look.

      “Fuck?”

      This made him stutter, an action I rarely saw from him.

      Smiling mischievously, Adelade sauntered up to him. “You have no idea.”

      He turned towards her, eyes heated, then clasped his arms around her. Leaning down, he kissed her.

      Angel groaned. “Can we move on, please? I want to know what happened.”

      “Me too,” Luke added.

      Their kiss broke, and Detrand looked down at her like she was everything in his world. Adelade’s cheeks turned a soft shade of pink.

      Something caught Adelade’s eye and she stepped out of his embrace, her eyes shifting behind Briar. “Who’s this?”

      I followed her line of sight. Loxley stood, staring wide-eyed back at her. She took a step forward, seemingly unaware of the motion.

      “Adelade,” I said, “this is Loxley. She’s a shifter with the Silver Claws pack and a very skilled fighter.”

      Loxley cast her a suspicious look. “You look familiar, or rather … feel familiar.”

      Adelade grinned. “I think I know why.”

      “Have we met?”

      “Not in the sense you are thinking of.”

      Detrand glanced between them, concern etching the lines on his face. “Everything okay?”

      “It will be.” Adelade leaned toward Loxley and whispered, “Let’s go talk.”

      Loxley tugged at her long brown hair, eyes still narrowed in on Adelade. “Okay.”

      Detrand wrapped his arm around Adelade’s side and led the two of them out of the room. Adelade glanced back at me, flashing a warm smile. “We’ll let you have some time to your friends.”

      As soon as they were gone, Briar spun to face me. “So, spill it, woman.”

      Her gaze assessed me, taking in the way I was leaning into Mateo, the way he clutched me to his side. It was almost as if we were keeping each other up. Parts of me still ached.

      I glanced back at Marge, who had returned to the kitchen and was shoving a chicken leg in her mouth. “Can we go somewhere private?”

      “Of course.” Briar motioned her head back down the hall. “Let’s go to my office.”

      It didn’t take long for everyone to get settled into Briar’s office, but just before anyone could speak, the door flew open, bringing with it a gust of air that lifted papers and an empty potato chip bag on top of Briar’s desk.

      Roma stood in the entryway, her clothes wrinkled and hair a tangled mess loosely held back by a long, thin silk scarf. She searched the room, her gaze finally settling on me. She looked me up and down, scrutinizing every inch of me. “You’re really alive.”

      I nodded.

      She moved into the room and wrapped her arms around me, smelling like jasmine and sweet tea. She pulled back. “I knew you were. Every spell I performed confirmed it and yet, I couldn’t track you. It was very frustrating.”

      I inhaled a heavy breath and looked at everyone in the room. “Let me tell you what happened, what Korin and the Phoenix did to us.”

      I glanced back at Mateo on the couch and flinched, remembering the horrific condition he’d been in. He came to my side and linked his fingers into mine for support. Just feeling him this close to me gave me the support I needed.

      And so I began. I told them about going to the church. About finding Mateo beaten and bloody, near death. I explained how Korin had shown up with Naburus, threatening to kill Mateo by burning him alive. I swallowed hard at the part where I admitted to unleashing the Kiss of Eternal Night and killing Naburus. I explained how they’d almost killed us. How they drained my body of all my blood. Voice wavering, I spoke the truth when I said I thought I would be joining Mateo in the afterlife that night.

      The room fell deathly silent.

      Lynx jumped up, leaving Aris’s side, and gave me a gentle hug. “I’m so sorry you went through that.”

      Tears stained her cheeks, sparking my own. I inhaled several hitched breaths, trying to control my emotions, but when I looked at Briar and saw the heartbreak in her eyes, it made it impossible. Tears spilled over the rims. I stared upward and forced myself to breathe steady. I hated that they were seeing this side of me. I needed to get my emotions under control!

      Mateo caressed my side with slow, deliberate strokes. His touch helped me to relax.

      Sensing my discomfort, Briar schooled her expression and quickly said, “What happened to Korin?”

      After a deep breath, I said, “I almost killed him as well, but the Phoenix stopped me.”

      Lynx paled and lowered onto the top of Briar’s desk. “The Phoenix was there, too?”

      “What did that bitch-man want?” Roma snapped, her hands fisting.

      “He wanted me to give up the Kiss.”

      “Why?” Angel and Briar asked at the same time.

      I paused. Mateo nodded at me encouragingly to continue, to tell the one secret I’d been keeping from Lynx and Briar since the day I met them.

      I looked back at Briar and Lynx. “There’s something I need to tell you. Something I probably should’ve told you before now, but I honestly believed I could stop it.”

      “Stop what?” Briar asked.

      “The prophesy.”

      A cold and weighted silence settled over us, until Briar broke it.

      “Are you for real? Prophecies are for shit. We make our own destiny.”

      Angel rapped his knuckles against the wall, startling us all with the loud sound. “Listen to her, Briar. This is real.”

      I looked over at him in surprise. Did Angel know about the prophecy, too? I didn’t know how that could be possible. I glanced back at Mateo for some kind of confirmation. He shrugged a little, just as surprised.

      Briar scoffed, eyes wide. “Fine. Whatever.” She swirled her hand through the air. “Continue.”

      I began by explaining how Detrand had discovered it, then passed it along to me, believing it was about me.

      “I think,” I glanced back and forth between Lynx and Briar, “that its words are about us three. It took me decades of deciphering it, and searching the globe, but then I met you two.”

      Briar snorted. “You mean you weaseled your way into Lynx’s house, flashing your bling and good looks and body.”

      “I don’t know what bling is, but I’m impressed you were checking me out.”

      Briar blinked quickly, as if her brain was having a hard time processing my last comment. “Like, how are you the same person? I feel like I don’t even know you anymore.”

      Lynx grinned. “Well, whatever. I’m happy that you found us.”

      “What does the prophecy say?” Roma blurted. She was sitting on the edge of the sofa, twisting her hands together.

      “Yes,” Lynx added, returning to her seat next to Aris, who had been oddly quiet. “Tell us.”

      I cleared my throat and all eyes were on me again. “The prophecy, handed down for centuries from those who lived during Trianus’s first awakening, reads: When the crimson moon rises on the eve of Litha, three dark souls will give their blood to bring forth the great Trianus, Lord of the Underworld, from the dark abyss. A Komira, sealed by the blood of three Alphas, a vampire who abandoned the Kiss of the Eternal Night, and a witch blessed by the sun and the moon. Bonded by fire and ice, the three will bend a knee and bow to the new Prince of Darkness, true and faithful servants, as he takes his place as ruler over mortal lands once again.”

      The room fell silent. I glanced at Briar and Lynx and waited for their reaction. Briar rubbed at her mouth, deep in thought. Lynx only stared straight ahead, her expression unreadable.

      “I could’ve stopped it,” Briar said, looking at me, “if you’d told me. I could’ve prevented this prophecy.”

      “I thought about telling you many times, but I couldn’t.” I shook my head. “Those Alphas needed to be killed. They were evil, and trying to bring more evil into the world. Besides, I felt the strength inside you. I knew you had to become a Komira.” She scoffed at this, but I continued. “The world needs you as a Komira. You’re one of the good ones.”

      “She’s right,” Angel said. “You had to become what you were meant to be.”

      Luke snarled at him from across the room. “What do you know?”

      Briar lifted her hand to silence him. “So now what? You gave up the Kiss, which I get. I would’ve done the same to save the person I loved.” She didn’t look at Luke or Angel when she said it.

      “It’s up to me,” Lynx whispered softly. Her eyes met mine. “But are you sure the prophecy is about me specifically? I mean, I get the blessed by the moon part because of who my parents are, but what does it mean to be blessed by the sun?”

      I shifted my gaze to Briar, unsure how to answer. I knew the answer lied in her real father’s heritage, but I knew nothing about his identity.

      Briar answered for me. “Maybe that’s a question for your mother.”

      Lynx stared at Briar, her eyes widening. “Do you think there is something she’s holding back from me?”

      Briar turned back to me, an awkward silence in the air. “I think there are many things your mother has not told you. You will find the truth there.”

      She nodded, biting her lip.

      “What about the Abydos?” Briar asked. “Doesn’t the Phoenix need the blood to perform the spell?”

      “She does and for now it’s protected, but as the prophesy comes closer to fruition, she grows in power. Look what she could do after you killed three Alphas. She could become anyone.” I looked around nervously. Sometimes I forgot how dangerous that was. Maybe she was here now among us. I studied my friends, looking at each of them, but nothing felt off.

      Lynx frowned. “What power did she gain by taking the Kiss from you?”

      “I’m not sure. Maybe nothing, or maybe everything. Time will tell the consequences of my actions.”

      I could feel Mateo’s protective eyes on me, warming me with a fierce heat. “Now is the time to strike,” he said. “We’re in a prime position to get rid of Korin and the Phoenix.”

      “How so?” Lynx asked.

      “Because he believes we’re dead,” I answered. “We can use that to our advantage.”

      “First up,” Mateo said, “save Oz.”

      “And Rocky and the others that were taken to the cathedral,” I added.

      Briar groaned. “I don’t know what you see in that human piece of shit. Hell’s Peak is literally a hell hole because of him.”

      “He’s an important ally,” I explained. “He’s our connection to the human world, specifically humans who don’t mind getting their hands dirty and who aren’t afraid of supernaturals.”

      “Where do we start?” Aris asked. His hands were curled into fists, like he was itching for a fight.

      I turned to Mateo. “Are you sure Oz is at Winter’s Cove? Could he be with the rest of the prisoners at the cathedral?”

      He thought about this, rubbing at the back of his neck. “I guess Korin could’ve moved him. It’s possible.”

      I set my jaw. “Then we start there. We hit the cathedral and take back what’s ours.”
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      No one said anything for what felt like a very long time. I knew what I was asking was extremely dangerous, but we had to start moving forward in this war, otherwise we were playing into the Phoenix’s hands. Besides, no war was ever won by doing nothing.

      “What do you suggest?” Aris asked.

      “That’s what I want us to figure out together.” I looked deliberately at Briar. “Last time we went in there, I was reckless and nearly got us killed. We have to have a plan that works for all of us.”

      “Damn straight,” Briar mumbled, then gave me a meaningful look. “I want to bring Loxley in here for this, don’t you think, Samira?”

      I nodded my head, remembering it was Loxley’s blood that got us through the magical barriers to the cathedral. Briar stood and left to get her. I took this quick moment for some much needed deep breathing and schooling of emotions.

      When Briar returned, she was explaining everything, not only to Loxley, but Detrand and Adelade too, who followed not far behind them. The room grew crowded as they joined us.

      Roma, who was in the middle of re-tying back her stray hair with her scarf, said, “I can make more of that potion that got you guys through the barrier.”

      I locked eyes with Loxley, whose face reddened. No matter what, I wouldn’t disclose her secret. Without her blood, we would never have made it into the cathedral. Roma’s potion had been useless. Not only was it useless, it was probably dangerous to ingest. Maybe we could make her think we were using it again.

      “Barrier?” Adelade asked.

      “It’s invisible, and it’s protecting the cathedral,” Briar explained. “This crazy huge place that belongs to the ancient fae witch, Ivona aka the Phoenix. It’s where all the supernaturals and humans are being held and turned into her special Hyde army.”

      Detrand frowned. “Can’t a fae get you across the barrier?”

      I shook my head. I’d told Detrand almost everything of what had been happening in Rouen the last year, but I hadn’t told him about the barrier impermeable to most creatures, except for those descendants of the Red Tree Witches. I wanted to keep Loxley’s secret as long as possible.

      “Nope.” Briar shook her head. “Their magic doesn’t work even though it’s fae created.”

      “That’s pretty powerful magic,” he said more to himself than anyone else.

      Aris looked down at Roma. “Do you think you can make enough to get several of us in?”

      She cringed. “I don’t know about that. It was a hard spell and took a lot out of Owen and me for just that small sample, but I could try.”

      “I can help,” Lynx blurted.

      Roma frowned. “I don’t know, dear. It’s powerful magic bordering on the dark side. I don’t know if I want you to dabble in things like that when you are so young.”

      Her mouth fell open. “Are you serious? Do you not remember where I was a several weeks ago? I was surrounded by that stuff and did just fine.”

      Aris snorted. “I wouldn’t say that.”

      She snapped her head his direction, her long red hair whipping around her shoulders. “Shut it. You don’t know anything about what I’m capable of.”

      He looked back at her with equal venom. “I know what I see.”

      “What about the Ministry?” Briar asked him sharply.

      He waited a long breath before he tore his gaze away from Lynx’s. “What about them?”

      “Do you think they might help us get into the cathedral? They have to have an interest in what we are doing here because if Trianus rises, they’re toast like the rest of us.”

      He sighed. “I wish it were that easy. The Ministry is still torn on whether to fight Korin and the Phoenix or join them.”

      Mateo leaned back against the wall. “I wish there was a way we could go in during the day and take them off guard. Korin and the Phoenix would never suspect it.”

      Roma looked up at him sadly. “If only that were possible.”

      Briar cleared her throat. “Um, hello? I could do it. Take a few shifters with me. Loxley, Gerald.”

      Luke rested his hand on her shoulder. “I’d go too.”

      “No,” I blurted. “I must be there, and Lynx too. We may need her magic.”

      “Should this really be our focus?” Roma asked. “I mean, I know saving those people is important, but we still have to deal with two very powerful supernatural beings.”

      “What are you suggesting?” I asked.

      “I think we need to focus on severing whatever power the Phoenix gave to Korin.”

      “I think so too, but maybe we can do both.”

      Roma leaned back and folded her arms over her lacy blouse. “We have our hands in too many pots.”

      Loxley cleared her throat. “I think I can help with getting vampires into the cathedral during the day.”

      “Oh yeah?” Briar looked from me to her, probably thinking the same thing I was. Was her blood powerful enough to do that, and was she about to reveal herself to the entire group that she was a Red Tree Witch?

      Angel’s brow furrowed. “And how do you think you can do that?”

      “I, um, well—”

      Adelade stepped forward out of the comfort of Detrand’s chest. “Whatever she’s about to say, I can top it. Let me help.”

      “What?” Detrand said, pushing off the wall. “You are not getting involved with something like this. And besides, there is nothing you can do to help vampires walk in the day. Do you hear me? Nothing.”

      The way he was staring at her with such intensity made me think he was trying to stop her from revealing something terribly important.

      Briar pursed her lips and looked from Adelaide to Loxley. “Right, well, one of you seems to think you can help. I’d love to hear your ideas.”

      Detrand straightened. “Samira, I need to have a word with you. Now.” He flashed a cold gaze toward Adelade. “And you, too.”

      She tapped at her chin. “Actually, I want Loxley too. And Briar and Lynx.”

      “Absolutely not!” His voice thundered, the voice of a great commander, a warrior, a killer. Very few ever went against him. Only Adelade dared.

      She smiled at him kindly and pressed her palm to her chest while the rest of us squirmed uncomfortably. “I am a powerful fae, and I might have some tricks up my sleeves to help them. That’s all.”

      “Only Samira,” he insisted.

      His eyes blazed, but she stared him down obstinately before turning to me. “Samira, do you trust Briar and Lynx with your life?”

      I swallowed hard, not understanding what was going on but knowing with absolute certainty that I did. I nodded firmly. “Yes.”

      She turned back to Detrand who, after some hesitation, nodded.

      “And Loxley,” she said, hands on her hips.

      He sighed in frustration.

      What was going on?

      Aris lifted off the sofa. “Let’s go folks, and leave these guys to talk.”

      He glanced back at Lynx before he left, a spark in his eye. Before I’d nearly died, I thought there had been something between them. Looked like it was still there, but getting them to admit it would be the hard part.

      Aris walked out the door with the others behind him. Roma was the last one out, glancing back at Adelade and Loxley with narrowed eyes and a furrowed brow. Like me, she still believed someone close to us wasn’t who they said they were. She closed the door behind her with a soft click.

      Briar moved her chair around the desk while Loxley and I sat on the sofa. Lynx joined us and looked up at Detrand and Adelade, who watched Loxley closely.





OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/a-rouen-novel-bird-logo.jpg
A ROUEN NOVEL






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/book-6---a-vampires-battle.jpg
RAVENSTEELE
AVA MASON






OEBPS/images/rouen-raven-bird-logo-plain.jpg





