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            An unedited, rambling Author’s Note to you:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book has been on quite a journey. It was the first novel I wrote, or even attempted to write, and I began my feverous ramblings in 2011 and finished up several months later. The entirety of it was written by hand in purple pen in a three-ring binder. It was quite a mess, to say the least. But after a lifetime of consuming books on a ravenous level, I felt like I’d finally found my passion. (Full disclosure: I am neuro-spicy, so I have attempted and discarded quite a few ‘career passions’ over the years. But books—books have stuck with me through thick and thin so I hoped this time would be different. Spoiler: It was and still is.)

      Because I lack patience, I self-published this novel under the title of “Enemy through the Gates” in 2012. Shortly, after that, it was picked up by Dragonfairy Press and republished under the title “Hidden Gates” in 2013. The next book ‘Broken Gates’ was published the following year. Then I left Dragonfairy Press and was once again on my own. Without bothering to query (again with the lack of patience) I republished the first two books in the trilogy, along with the conclusion “Open Gates” under my own imprint “Tik Tok Press”. (Yeah, I picked that imprint name before TikTok existed sooo… it was kind of like being named Karen after that became a thing. Bad timing, for sure.) I re-released them with new covers a few years later and there they sat, largely unnoticed by the world as I continued my writing journey.

      Fast forward to after the pandemic, which is when I made the decision to take up a pen name instead of continuing to use my legal name. I had to temporarily leave behind my backlist as I began publishing my new material under Ava Wixx and the imprint ‘Wicked Wixx Press’. (Why? Because publishing is expensive and I couldn’t re-publish everything under Ava Wixx all at once.)

      

      This brings me back to Hidden Gates— This book holds an extra special place in my heart, plus, you, know, it has dragons … and I felt it was time to put it back into the world. (Also, I sold a whole bunch of my jewelry and purses on Poshmark to raise the extra money. Heh.) Even if Hidden Gates and the rest of the trilogy once again sits largely unnoticed, I will at least have the joy of knowing that they’re out there, and that’s enough for me when it comes to my first book babies. Because, yes, my storytelling and prose wasn’t quite what it is today, (I like to think I’ve improved over the years. Please lie to me if it hasn’t.) but none of that matters in the end to me. This series is perfectly imperfect and I wanted to leave it largely untouched in this edition. I did go over it for any glaring errors but I wanted to leave these books as is for, I guess, a sense of personal nostalgia. As for the rest of my books, well, I’m a bit more practical when it comes to them. Make of that what you want. *winky face*

      

      Also, added sidenote: I wrote this book in 2011 and it’s set in that time frame. That means no widespread use of smartphones with accompanying cameras, social media was in its infancy etc. So please keep that in mind when reading. I hope you enjoy P.J.’s story as much as I enjoyed writing it. She is such a flawed character, and I will always love her for all her imperfections … for they are many. (Even if I wanted to throttle her quite a few times when I was creating her because she really did like to do her own thing and ruin my plans. *facepalm*)

      Anywho … Happy reading! I’ll let you get to it without any more of my neuro-spicy babbling. ;)

      ~Ava

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      Attempted rape, coerced sex, attempted suicide, gun violence, attempted murder, murder, teenage dumbassery, and probably a few other things I forgot about because it’s been over a decade since I wrote this book.
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      Always be yourself …

      Unless you can be a dragon,

      then

      always be a dragon.
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      “Hey P.J.” Evan’s raspy voice commanded my attention, and I glanced over to meet his deep brown eyes, mine widening with surprise. “I was wondering what you were doing this weekend?”

      “Me?” I squeaked. Evan Thompson was actually speaking to me, and he knew my name.

      “Yeah, you. I don’t see anyone else around, do you?”

      My eyes traveled the length of the empty hallway and back. When did that happen? “No, I just—” I was silenced when Evan caressed the side of my face, his fingers slipping into my hair. The contact of his skin on mine made me tingle with awareness, his powers invading my system.

      “How have I never noticed you before?” His voice had dropped down into a more intimate tone, his eyes flashing with lust just before he pushed me back against the wall, capturing my lips with his. I groaned with pleasure as his tongue slid into my mouth to intertwine with mine, his muscled body pushing firmly against me. The hand that wasn’t holding me captive by my hair moved down to⁠—

      “What?” I was startled back to reality when someone pinched the fleshy part of my arm.

      Bryn’s azure eyes glittered with amusement. “Daydreaming again? Who was it this time? Let me guess.” He leaned back in his seat, scanning the room around us. His head tilted in Evan Thompson’s direction, who happened to be sitting in the exact spot my vacant gaze had been fixated on for the past half hour. Bryn snorted, his eyes rolling. “Really? Evan Thompson? Like you have any chance at all with him.”

      I shot Bryn a death glare. “Hey! I might not have had a shot with him in high school, but we’re in college now so it’s different.”

      Bryn interrupted me with another eye roll. “Here we go again. Nobody changes on an intrinsic level just because they’re older. Ageing up doesn’t make a someone like Evan any wiser. And as for the rest—” Bryn swiped his hand in my general direction. “Well, to put it bluntly, your tits growing about half a cup size isn’t gonna change anything either. Trust me when I say you’re probably the only one who can tell the difference.”

      I brought my arms up over my—fine—less than ample bosom, to protect them from his hurtful words. “You noticed,” I grumbled.

      He snorted. “I’ll tell you what I noticed, you prancing around like they’re suddenly D cups.”

      “Okay, this is just weird. Can we please not talk about my cup size, or lack thereof anymore? You may be my best friend, but you’re still a guy. Besides, I have plenty of other qualities that might interest someone like Evan Thompson.” Bryn gave me a pitying look before going back to doodling in his notebook. He obviously thought our conversation wasn’t worth his time anymore.

      “Fine. Whatever, Bryn Aries O’Bannon,” I hissed. “Nobody asked you anyways.”

      Bryn clutched the sides of his desk, turning to deliver me a death glare of his own. “Quiet, Paige Joplin Stone. You wanna use my middle name for everyone to hear, then two can play at that game.”

      “Shut up!” I cringed at hearing my middle name said out loud. “My name is P.J.”

      His lips curved up slightly at the corners. “What was that, Paige Joplin Stone? I couldn’t quite hear you.”

      A few people turned around in their seats, their interest piqued by my and Bryn’s exchange. Not that I could blame them, there usually wasn’t much excitement in Creative Writing 1. More than half the time our professor, if you wanted to call him that, gave us a topic to write about and left us to our own devices. The only reason why everyone didn’t immediately clear out was because he checked attendance at the end of class. So why does my conversation have to suddenly catch everyone’s attention? Realizing I could be blown out of the water and my entire chance of having a new cooler reputation ruined, I shot Bryn a pleading look. “Okay. Fine. I’ll shut up if you do. Just please don’t say that name out loud ever again.”

      Running his hand through his thick black hair, Bryn gave me his patented lopsided grin, complete with dimples. “Well, I don’t know. What are you willing to give me for my silence?”

      Anger bubbled up within me. Most of the time, Bryn was great, my partner in crime since we were five, but lately he was becoming relentless in his harassment of yours truly. Truth be told, he knew way too much about me for it to be even the tiniest bit amusing, case in point with my middle name. Bryn was the only person, outside of family, staff at our school, and my doctor, who was privy to such top-secret information. It was hard enough making it through community college relatively unscathed, without such handicaps as everyone knowing my middle name is Joplin because my quirky mother’s favorite singer is Janis Joplin. Because even after such a short time I’d discovered community college, unlike university, was basically high school 2.0. People liked to latch on to the stupidest shit to tease someone about and I refused to be another casualty. Honestly, I should have matured past the point of caring, but unfortunately when you wade into the marsh, you eventually become one with the creatures there.

      “I swear to God, Bryn, if you don’t shut up right now, I’m never gonna talk to you again.”

      Bryn barked a sharp laugh. “Please. You’d never be able to find someone who puts up with you the way I do, and you’d come crawling back to me in less than a day.”

      “I hate you,” I grated through clenched teeth.

      “You love me.” His eyes twinkled brighter, which only made me want to scratch them out.

      “No, I hate you,” I repeated with more vehemence.

      “Whatever you say.” He focused back on his stupid drawing.

      I sat and stewed for the rest of the class until our professor returned to release us from our torment. Thank the heavens. I gathered my stuff, jamming it all into my bag, and bolted for the door. I usually waited for Bryn since we always grabbed lunch together in between our shared class schedule, but since I was still mad at him, I didn’t bother.

      I made it about halfway down the hall before he caught up with me. “Awe, come on, I was only kidding. Don’t be so touchy.”

      I turned my head to avoid eye contact with him, speeding up my pace. He matched my gait with ease on his longer legs. Damn Guardian genetics. It seems like only yesterday I was almost as tall as him. Now he towers over my 5'9", which isn’t exactly short for a girl.

      “Okay, I’m sorry. Is that what you want? An official apology?” When I didn’t respond, he continued, “Someone like Evan Thompson would never notice you because you would never even blip on his radar. You’ve seen the trashy girls he’s with all the time. You’re too good for him. It was kind of a compliment, what I said before—in a backhanded sort of way.”

      “Very backhanded,” I grumbled. “And I’m not going to comment on the use of trashy to insinuate something that sounds suspiciously close to slut-shaming, even if you are trying to make me feel better.” I sighed heavily. “Whatever way you describe them though—it’s not like he can really be with any of those girls—not in the long run anyways—he’s a Gatekeeper.”

      No, Evan couldn’t be with a regular human, or Regs as we referred to them, at least not settle down with one, because our world had rules. Our world—my world—was very different from the one most people knew. In my world, there were portals, gates if you will, that linked our dimension to thousands of other dimensions. Living close to these gates were small groups of people with special gifts. These people have existed as far back as recorded time.

      These people—my people—existed to protect our dimension from any outside threats. We passed down our genetic gifts from generation to generation, which ensured the future safety of the earth. So it was kind of important to keep our bloodlines strong.

      Evan, as a Gatekeeper, would be expected to choose a Seer as a future mate. Technically, we could go out and date whoever we wanted, we could also have kids with whoever we desired, but it’d been ingrained since childhood that it was our duty to pass on our DNA for the protection of the planet. Talk about pressure.

      I, being a Seer, can only reproduce another Seer if I have a child with a Gatekeeper, or a male descendent from a Seer line. An anomaly of Guardians is that they only produce male children, so if I were to have a kid with one, I would put a halt to the possibility of another Seer being born, as only girls possess active Seer powers. Seers are the most important group among our people. No one else can really do their job if there aren’t any Seers around. Therefore, a lot of work goes into perpetuating our lines. Thankfully, my kind existed all over the world, so we hadn’t run into any dicey line crossing like blue bloods of days gone by. Although our intermingling was carefully planned since it was expected of us to remain close to our chosen clan and specific areas of power throughout our lives. Yeah, being a member of my world, specifically a Seer, kind of puts a kink in my love life.

      “Evan being a Gatekeeper doesn’t matter. You deserve someone better. Someone who can appreciate you for who you really are.”

      “I don’t think that guy exists, Bryn. My choices are kind of limited.” I expelled a long breath. “You’re right when you said no one else would put up with me. At least when I’m forced into a marriage one day with someone that repulses me, I’ll still have you to comfort me as I cry myself to sleep every night.”

      “Awe, come on, I was just giving you a hard time, and you know it.” He ducked to bump my shoulder with his. “We both know it’s the other way around. Who would put up with me and my⁠—”

      “Dark and broody moods?” I interjected. “You’re quite right. Me and only me. You shouldn’t antagonize me, Bryn. What you really should be doing is kissing my feet.” I bit my lower lip, trying not to laugh. “Kissing my toes and massaging my feet for putting up with you all these years. How Tammie did for an entire year is beyond me.”

      He scowled. “I broke up with her, remember? Not the other way around.”

      “And I don’t understand why.” I studied his face for some kind of clue. Tammie Masterson had been Bryn’s girlfriend for well over a year. I’d never really liked her because he was way too good for her, but that aside, they had seemed pretty happy together. Although she was constantly jealous of all the inside jokes Bryn and me shared. But whoever dated Bryn was going to have to deal with that because I was there to stay. One day Bryn would be my personal Guardian, and there was no interfering with that relationship. Everyone knows a Guardian’s most important job is protecting his Seer. As it should be.

      “I really don’t wanna talk about this right now.”

      “But I do. Why won’t you tell me why you guys broke up? You used to tell me everything. It’s been almost a whole month, and I still have no clue what happened between you guys. Aren’t I your best friend anymore?”

      Bryn’s eyes darkened. “You know you’ll always be my best friend. There are just some things I can’t talk to you about.” When my lower lip stuck out at him, his face softened. “At least not right now.”

      I took his hand in mine, giving him my best puppy dog eyes. “Please, Bryn. Please tell me. I’ll do anything you want. Pah-leeeeeezzze.”

      He stared at me, his brows drawing together. “Be careful what you say,” –he turned and started walking again– “what I want might be more than you’re willing to give me,” he muttered under his breath.

      What could he possibly want from me that he would think I wouldn’t give him? He was my best friend in the world, and there was nothing I wouldn’t do for him—nothing.

      I scurried to catch up to him. “Bryn, what are you talking about? I hope you know I would do anything for you. You know that, right?”

      “Just drop it. I told you I don’t wanna talk about it.” We walked a few moments in silence before he spoke again, “So what time did your mom say for us to come over tomorrow night again?”

      Bryn and my birthdays were a day apart. Mine was today, and his was tomorrow. Somehow we ended up having a joint sixth birthday party, and it just kind of stuck. It had become a tradition with our families to combine our celebrations, and since our families were so close, no one objected—in fact, quite the contrary. “I don’t know, seven-ish I guess. You know”—I interlaced my fingers with his– “I’m still older than you for a few more hours. Older and wiser.”

      You know that saying…speak of the devil and he shall appear? Well, in this case, the devil was a she because Tammie chose that exact moment to walk out of a classroom just as we were passing it. She stopped abruptly, looking up at Bryn like a deer caught in headlights, the two of us dwarfing her small five-foot-something frame. She self-consciously ran her fingers through her long blonde curls. “Hey, Bryn. I was hoping I’d see you today. I wanted to wish you Happy Birthday, and I was hoping that maybe…” Her voice trailed off as she took in the sight of Bryn holding my hand. “Oh, I see,” she said. “I can’t say that I’m surprised.” She whirled on her heel, heading off at a dead sprint.

      Realization dawned on me. I dropped Bryn’s hand. “Really? Is that what you don’t wanna tell me? Does she really think something is going on between us? Is that why she was always so jealous of me?” I laughed. “That’s ridiculous, absolutely ridiculous.”

      Bryn’s eyes clouded over, darkening his entire countenance. “Yeah, absolutely ridiculous,” he said through clenched teeth. “Look, I forgot I have some math work to finish up before class. You go ahead and have lunch without me, and I’ll see you later.” Bryn jogged off in the opposite direction of where Tammie had gone, before I could argue with him.

      “Weird,” I muttered to myself. I’m in the same class and I don’t remember an assignment. What the hell just happened. I had a sinking feeling that I really didn’t want to know.

      Ugh. See. Community college really was like high school 2.0. All the same stupid people I’d been forced to be around almost my entire life. And I had such high hopes. Why? A deep-seated denial of my reality, I supposed. If only I didn’t have to stay close to home because I was a Seer I could have jettisoned off to a university in Paris, Milan, or I don’t know, somewhere—anywhere as long as it was far away from our podunk Pittsburgh suburb where my entire life was basically already planned out for me.
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      “Do you think Bryn’s been acting weird lately?” I asked Jenna between bites of pizza. Another thing our local community college had in common with high school was crappy cafeteria food. Although, bad pizza was still better than no pizza no matter the situation, in my opinion.

      Jenna gazed over my shoulder, twirling a purple piece of hair around her finger, her eyes shining with adoration. “How am I supposed to know? You guys have your own language, one that even I’ve never been able to understand.”

      I frowned. “I don’t have time for your stupid Speaker jokes. I’m being serious here.”

      Jenna turned her dark brown eyes on me, a smile stretching her olive-toned cheeks wide. “So am I—being serious, that is. You guys are a mystery even to me.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I so wasn’t in the mood for one of Jenna’s cryptic conversations. Speakers had their own unique brand of humor, one that I had a hard time getting on board with, mostly because I didn’t get it. As a Speaker, everything in Jenna’s world revolved around language because she had the ability to understand any language of any species. For her to say that Bryn and me had a language of our own, one that she didn’t even understand, was only something she would find amusing.

      Jenna’s gaze slid back over my shoulder, her eyes glazing over again as her skin flushed. “Evan Thompson really is hot. All that lean golden muscle, topped with his golden-brown hair, and chocolate eyes that I could melt into—Mmm Mmm Mmm—tasty. I would love to feel more than just his Gatekeeper magic sliding into me, if you know what I mean.”

      “Hey,” I snapped. “You can pretty much date whoever you want. Don’t dip into my shallow pool.” I sighed, letting go of my hostility. “Not that it matters anyways. I have about as much of a chance with him as you do.”

      Jenna raised one dark eyebrow at me. “Actually I do have a chance with him. At least if I’m only interested in getting into his pants.” She paused to flip her purple hair over her shoulder. “And darling, I most certainly am.”

      I groaned. “Jenna, come on. You’re not gonna sleep with him.”

      “Who said anything about sleeping with him?” She giggled. “If I have my way with him, there definitely won’t be any sleeping involved.”

      “Whatever,” I mumbled. And she would, Jenna was the type of person who could just go up to a guy like Evan and offer him sex. Me…not so much. I was beginning to think I was the last card-carrying member of The V Club locally in my age bracket. Hell, I’d barely gotten to second base. I was definitely way behind my peers in the sexual experience department, even though it was by choice. I still had the same hormones pressuring me on a daily basis that my friends did, but I wanted something more than just the physical. Call me crazy. And even though I daydreamed about a lot of guys, when it got down to it, I wasn’t really interested.

      Some days I envied Jenna, with her constantly changing hair color and brazen attitude towards life. She did whatever she felt like whenever the whim hit—again, me…not so much. I seemed to always fall victim to over-analyzing everything. I couldn’t do anything without dissecting it twenty different ways, and by that time, the opportunity to be spontaneous had passed me by.

      “Oh, why don’t you just do it with Bryn and get it over with?” Jenna asked, breaking into my mental pity party.

      “What? You can’t be serious!”

      “I never kid about sex and…well, sex. Sure, he’s not long-term material with him being a Guardian and all—yours to be specific—but why not at least do it for the first time with someone you trust? And you do trust him, don’t you?” She eyed me speculatively, as if trying to decode something in my expression.

      I flushed under her scrutiny. Yes, Bryn was hot, but he was my best friend, and one simply didn’t do those kinds of things with their best friend. Besides, there could be no future between us, so what would be the point really? “Umm…I can’t sleep with him, especially because he’s gonna be my Guardian. I won’t even bother ticking off the rest of the reasons because there’s only one that’s really important. He’s my best friend, and even if I wanted to, which I don’t, he’s not interested in me like that.”

      “Sure he’s not. Because him being a guy, if you offered him sex, he’d turn it down,” Jenna deadpanned.

      “I’m not doing that, and he wouldn’t be interested anyways. Don’t be ridiculous,” I snapped. First Tammie and now Jenna, when were people going to get it through their thick heads that nothing had or would happen between me and Bryn?

      “Speaking of Bryn,” Jenna murmured.

      I turned just in time to see Bryn enter the cafeteria. His blue eyes scanned the room, lighting up when they landed on me. As he headed our way, I couldn’t help but notice again how much he’d grown recently. Since coming into his powers, he’d sprung up to almost 6'4". Instead of being long and lanky like most boys our age, he had already filled out quite nicely. I smiled at him as he pulled out a chair beside me, curling gracefully into it. He ran his hand through his thick black hair, giving me his lopsided grin, complete with dimples.

      My smile widened in response. “Hey. I thought you had some work to do or something?”

      “Yeah. I guess I got stuff mixed up, because as it turns out, we didn’t have an assignment.” Huh. Maybe I was reading too much into things, as usual, and Bryn had simply gotten confused. It happened to the best of us sometimes. “So what were you guys talking about?”

      “You,” Jenna said.

      “Nothing,” I said at the same time. I shot her a dirty look before turning back to Bryn. “Well⁠—“

      “What about me?” Bryn’s eyes sparked with curiosity, and I knew I had to work fast. If I didn’t change the subject immediately, Jenna would tell him exactly what our topic of discussion had been about.

      “Our dear friend Jenna actually thinks she has a chance with Evan Thompson,” I blurted out in a Hail Mary effort.

      Bryn tilted his head at me, signaling that he knew I was changing the subject, but then he turned to Jenna and grinned. “What, you just gonna walk over and offer to do him?”

      “How’d you guess?” Jenna laughed.

      “Gee, I don’t know.” Bryn chuckled into his sandwich. “Because maybe that’s what you always do.”

      Jenna pretended to turn pensive, twirling a purple piece of hair around her finger again. “Huh. Well, I guess you’re right, I do always do that.”

      Whew. Crisis averted. No need to put any ideas about sex with me into Bryn’s head. I was fully confident that he didn’t think about me in that way, but he was still a guy; Jenna was right about that part. Then again, better safe than sorry. Time to bring up a new topic completely off sex.

      “Sooo … how’s your badass in training stuff coming along?” I directed my question at Bryn.

      “Fine, I guess.”

      “What about you?” Jenna interjected. “Any premonitions” —From the corner of my eye I could see Bryn furiously waving his hand at her in a slashing motion—“…yet?” Jenna finished up hesitantly.

      I scowled. Damnit. Just when I’d gotten my mind off of one problem, I had to be reminded of another. “Nothing. I’ve got nothing. So maybe I won’t have to worry about you dipping into my shallow pool after all because maybe I can date whoever, too.” Most Seers my age had at least gotten some small premonitions. Me—not even a blip on my premonition radar. Maybe I was some weird Seer anomaly that was born without powers. If that was the case…well, at least my dating worries would be over. Hooray?

      Bryn sighed loudly. “Some Speaker you are. Do you not know what this means?” He waved his hand in front of his neck in a slashing motion again.

      Jenna scrunched up her face. “Obviously not.”

      I placed my hand on top of Bryn’s. “It’s okay. I might as well face the truth. Something went wrong with me, and I’m never gonna actually see anything.”

      Bryn interlaced his fingers with mine, giving my hand a squeeze in an effort to comfort me. “Maybe the problem is you’re putting too much pressure on yourself. Just relax.”

      “And you know what’s a great thing for relaxation? Sex,” Jenna added.

      I groaned. “Come on, Jenna—seriously—enough already.”

      “Fine. Oh, hey, you gonna go to Ryan’s party tonight? It’s gonna be aaawe-some,” Jenna said, finally changing the subject on her own. Thank God.

      “I don’t know. Maybe. Our birthday celebration isn’t until tomorrow night, but I’m just not sure if I feel like dealing with another of Ryan’s parties.” I slumped back into my seat, withdrawing my hand from Bryn’s, causing him to frown slightly.

      Normally I’d be all gung-ho about going to one of Ryan’s parties to scope out the place for any eligible guys I could actually date, but at the moment, the thought was just depressing. I mean, Ryan graduated with us and here we all were still going through the motions a year later. Ugh. Who am I kidding anyways? I wouldn’t find anyone but the usual drunk fools interested only in sex and nothing more, just like in high school. “You going, Bryn?”

      He shrugged. “I am if you are. Could be fun.”

      “Pleeeaase.” Jenna clasped her hands in front of her. “You can get ready at my place, and we can go together.”

      I sighed. “I don’t know why you always beg me to come to these things since you ditch me for some rando practically before we’re even in the door.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll be there,” Bryn chimed in.

      “Fine,” I agreed, even though I was sure to regret my decision. At least I’d get to hang out with Bryn and have a few beers.

      Jenna gathered up her things, beaming. “Good. Just come over to my house after dinner, and we can get ready.” And with that, she headed off in Evan’s direction, but not before pausing to adjust her v-neck T-shirt to better show her cleavage—which I admitted with envy, was much more impressive than mine probably ever would be.

      “Should I just meet you guys there?” Bryn asked, causing me to drag my eyes away from Jenna and her soon to be spectacle with Evan.

      “Yeah, I guess. By the way, you ever gonna tell me what happened with you and Tammie?”

      Bryn’s jaw ticked with sudden tension. “Why won’t you just let it go, Peej?”

      My insides warmed. Despite Bryn changing so much on the outside, most of the time he still said my name so it sounded like one syllable, something he’d been doing since we were kids.

      “You know I can’t do that. It’s just not possible. You might as well just get it over with and tell me now so you can save us both all the trouble.”

      Bryn stood abruptly, pushing his chair back with enough force for it to hit the wall behind us. “Let. It. Go. There are just some things that I can’t talk to you about. You better get used to it now.” He stalked out of the cafeteria without finishing his lunch.

      Huh. Then again, maybe I wasn’t reading too much into things. Bryn is definitely acting weird.
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      “I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” I hissed.

      Yanking at the hem of my dress, I attempted to stretch the fabric which was lacking in length. Of course, when I managed to make any headway at all, my lackluster cleavage was exposed to the point of scandal, and I was right back at the drawing board with too much skin being showcased. Little black dress, my ass! How about too little black dress.

      “Oh hush. I would kill for your stems. Instead, I have to make do with these stubby little things.” Jenna motioned briefly to her legs. “And it’s too late now. We’re almost there.”

      I gulped as Ryan’s house came into view, framed in the window of Jenna’s bright yellow Volkswagen bug. She parked at the curb, turning to me with a serious expression. “So…what do you think of the new hair color? Too much?”

      She had gone from a dark purple color to a shade of red that matched most fire trucks. It would definitely turn heads. I just wasn’t sure it would be in the way she wanted. I tried to remain tactful though. “If attention is what you crave, then you definitely chose the right color.”

      She frowned, her eyes narrowing. “You don’t like it, do you?”

      “It’s not that I don’t like it—it’s just—well, I liked the purple better.” And that was very true. I liked the purple a whole lot better.

      “But now we both get to be redheads.” Her peach glossed lips curled upwards. She really didn’t care much that I didn’t like her new hair color. Besides, it would probably change by next week. It’s a wonder all of her hair hasn’t fallen out yet, seriously.

      “Yeah, but only my shade of red can be found in nature.” I smirked.

      Why anyone would purposely dye their hair red was beyond me. My natural color was a bright strawberry blonde, which I had managed to darken to a nice auburn shade through the use of frequent Henna applications. I was still stuck as a redhead, but at least the current darker hue was less traumatizing to my retinas whenever I caught a glimpse of myself in any shiny surface.

      We exited Jenna’s car, heading up Ryan’s walkway. All the while I fidgeted with my borrowed dress. I felt like an adult trying to squeeze into little kids’ clothes, and I suddenly wanted to go home very badly. “I don’t think I should be wearing this in public,” I grumbled under my breath.

      Jenna whipped her head in my direction. “Okay. I’m done. You look super hot, so stop complaining. I don’t wanna hear another word about it.” She turned the knob on Ryan’s front door, and boisterous voices accompanied by loud music slammed into my chest. When I balked, Jenna took my arm, yanking me over the threshold.

      We barely made it a half dozen steps inside before she spotted Evan. “It looks like I have a date with destiny.” She dropped my arm, heading towards Evan with a huge grin on her face. When he saw her approach, he let his gaze travel over her from head to toe, a grin of his own spreading across his face. I guess he liked what he saw and was going to take her up on her offer from earlier. I turned away abruptly, not wanting to witness any more.

      “Hey.” Bryn was standing nearby, his gaze sliding over my teeny tiny dress. “Did you let Jenna dress you?”

      A sharp laugh escaped my chest. “Is it that obvious?”

      He grunted, a slight smile tipping up the corners of his full lips. “To me it is.” He snagged my hand in his. “Let’s get you a beer. It’ll help.”

      “What would really help is pants because this dress is so small it could be a shirt. I really don’t know how she talks me into these things sometimes.” I grimaced self-consciously as we passed by a group of guys who I didn’t know, all of them eyeing my bare flesh. Thanks, Jenna.

      I attempted to adjust my dress again while Bryn filled up two plastic cups with beer from the keg. He handed me one and I took a sip, crinkling my nose in disdain. “What is this? Some crap light beer? Ugh. At least get a decent light beer, if there is such a thing.”

      Bryn took a swig of his beer, chuckling at my still scrunched up face. “Underage beggars can’t be choosers.”

      “Yeah, yeah,” I grumbled. I tipped the cup up, chugging down the rest of the subpar beverage. I decided I would make up for in volume what was lacking in quality.

      Bryn quirked one dark eyebrow, raising his own cup to his lips again. I glared in response. “Don’t you give me that eyebrow, Mr. O’Bannon.” I began pumping the keg for a refill.

      Bryn’s eyes met mine over the rim of his cup. “What? I didn’t say a word.” His lips curled up, showing his dimples.

      “You didn’t have to, your eyebrow said it all.” It was then I remembered what Jenna said earlier about Bryn and me having our own language. Maybe I could see her point. “It’s a party. I’m just trying to have fun.” Bryn still didn’t say anything. He simply looked at me with his way too expressive eyes. They currently were asking me if I thought getting completely smashed was the answer to my problems. I narrowed my eyes and scrunched up my nose. Yes, yes, it is.

      As I polished off beer number two within five minutes, Bryn decided I was temporarily cut off. I knew he was worried that I would get too chatty, like I sometimes did when I was drunk, and start complaining to the wrong person about my lack of premonitions or something. I had one little incident in the girls’ room at one little mixed party like this one, and Bryn had been paranoid ever since. It wasn’t like any of the Regs believed me anyways. They just thought I was completely smashed and probably on drugs to boot.

      Bryn snagged my empty cup, setting it down near the keg. He took my hand again, tugging me back into the other room. I giggled. Lookout! Lightweight coming through! I scanned the room for any signs of Jenna and Evan. Just as I suspected—they were both conspicuously absent. “It looks like Evan took Jenna up on her offer,” I called to Bryn over the music.

      Ignoring me, Bryn practically pushed me down on the couch. “Sit,” he ordered. “I’m gonna get you some water. Don’t go anywhere.” He narrowed his eyes at me. “And it’s probably best if you don’t talk to anyone until I get back either.”

      Bossy much?

      I giggled again as he walked away, really starting to feel the effects of those two beers. But hey, at least I hadn’t thought about my dress or boyfriendless situation for a couple of minutes. Sometimes it was nice having the super low tolerance to alcohol that all Seers shared. I couldn’t imagine being like Bryn or Jenna, or anyone else of my kind, who didn’t seem to get drunk. The best they were able to do was get buzzed. That was the reason my kind watched Seers like me so closely at public functions where drinking was involved.

      “Hey, pretty girl. How are you doing tonight?” A guy with longish sandy blond hair, tanned skin, and bright crystal blue eyes sat down next to me. He was one of the guys who had been eyeing me when Bryn and I had gone in to get our beers just a few minutes ago.

      He was kind of cute, and I could sense some power coming off of him. It was very faint though. When I reached for it mentally, it brushed against mine, feeling like thousands of tiny fingers running up and down my exposed skin, causing goose bumps to erupt along my flesh. I tilted my head to study him for a moment. Like called to like, and I just knew. Seer. I mean, he wasn’t—obviously—but I was picking up on the dormant power in his blood. Maybe he’s exactly what I’ve been searching for.

      “Hey, yourself.” I grinned, all tension leaving my body. “What does it look like I’m doing?”

      “Well,” His eyes slid over me blatantly. “It looks like you’re wasting that dress sitting all alone on this couch.”

      Pushing my self-consciousness aside from before, I decided to let his attention empower me. Sitting up straighter, I flipped my hair over my shoulder. “Mmm … what do you suggest I do instead then?”

      “Come with me.” He pulled me up from the couch and I stumbled into him.

      A wave of uncertainty washed over me. Normally going off at a party with some strange guy would one-hundred-percent be a bad idea. But—but this one was from a Seer family, and he would have had it drummed into his head since practically birth how important someone like me was. In fact, because of his status as Seer descendant he could even be future boyfriend material. So why not go with him? What will it hurt? Maybe he wants to talk away from the Regs about our world without worrying about sounding completely insane.

      Deciding to ignore my initial worries, I allowed him to lead me out the back door, and into a small patch of woods at the edge of Ryan’s property. He pulled a slim flask out of his pocket, taking a swig, before offering it to me. “It’s Southern Comfort mixed with some lime.”

      I took it from his hand, the metal warming in my palm. I eyed the thing suspiciously like it would jump up and bite me. “Yeah, I don’t know, I’m already kinda buzzed.”

      He responded with an easy grin. “It’s just Southern Comfort, it’s not that strong. Give it a go.”

      Well, I don’t want the happy buzz I have going to wear off. What will one little taste do to me? I brought the flask up to my nose for a quick sniff. I tried to ignore the almost sickly sweet aroma that tickled my nostrils. Taking a shot’s worth into my mouth, I forced myself to swallow. “Blak. That stuff is horrible.” I winced at the slight burn it left in its wake.

      He grabbed the flask from my hand, taking another swig. He then screwed the top on, stuffing it back into his pocket. I was still processing the horrible taste of Southern Comfort, when I found myself abruptly pushed against a tree, a slug-like tongue shoved down my throat.

      My world spun at its axis. “Hey,” my protest came out in a slur. Slobber from his sloppy kisses ran down my neck. “Hey, wait a second. Stop.” I pushed at his chest, but my strength was no match for his. Rough hands roamed over my body as I continued to fight. When he reached down to hike up my dress, stark panic took hold. “Stop,” I squeaked, my heart thrumming loudly in my ears.

      “Awe, come on, baby, it’ll be good. Just relax.”

      Like a brick to the face, his words hit home my galactic mistake. I didn’t even know this guy’s name, and I had wandered off into the woods with him when I was already halfway toasted. It didn’t matter what kind of family he was from. Blood doesn’t automatically make someone a good person. I’d rationalized my decision because I wanted it to be true. How stupid could I get? Seriously … I had entered willingly into after school special territory because I—what? Wanted a boyfriend? What a fucking idiot.

      “Please. Stop,” I pleaded, my words sounding more slurred than I would have liked. “I’m a virgin.”

      He laughed, the sound echoing inside my head. “Yeah, I don’t believe that for a second.”

      A loud rip rent the air as he fumbled with the zipper on the side of my dress. I kicked, scratched, and attempted everything in my power to escape, but I was no match for the guy in my current state. A scream gurgled up my throat even though I knew no one would hear me over the deafening music. I let it loose anyways, the sound swallowed up almost as soon as it left my mouth. I’m such a fucking cliché—a drunk idiot who’s about to pay the ultimate price for not thinking it would happen to me.

      Completely unbidden, Bryn’s face rose up in my mind’s eye. It wasn’t merely because I was wishing that he would come to my rescue, even though I was. I just couldn’t help but think of him in that moment, I wasn’t sure why.

      “Please, I don’t want this. I’m not lying—I’m a virgin. Pleeeaaase …” I whimpered, his hands skimming up and over my underwear. Bile rose in my throat. I don’t wanna lose my virginity this way! Why did I leave the house? How could I be so stupid? Fight him! Fight him harder! You have to fight him! Don’t stop fighting! It’s not over until it’s over!

      “Get the hell off her! Now!” Suddenly the guy was pulled from me and tossed to the ground. My eyes locked onto Bryn, and my throat constricted, tears burning my eyes. “I should break your face. I should break every bone in your body,” Bryn snarled.

      I’d never seen Bryn look so—so dangerous. His long black hair had fallen forward into his flushed face, his eyes raging with violence. As he picked up the wanna-be rapist by the neck, holding him a good few inches off of the ground, a low growl emanated from the back of his throat. For the briefest of moments, I could have sworn, his eyes sparked an even brighter blue, as if they glowed.

      “I’ll-I’ll leave,” wanna-be rapist sputtered, while gasping for air. Bryn released his grip, letting him drop to the ground with an audible thud. “I’m leaving,” wanna-be rapist wheezed, an edge of panic lacing his words. He scrambled up, moving faster than I’d ever seen anyone run while intoxicated.

      Bryn watched him go, anger rolling off of him in palpable waves. When wanna-be rapist was out of sight, he turned back to me, his expression softening. “You okay, Peej?”

      I blinked up at my savior—Bryn. Bryn, who I’d known practically all my life—suddenly he seemed like a stranger. He really was becoming a Guardian—my Guardian—and for some reason that caused my chest to constrict, stealing my breath. I didn’t want things to change. I didn’t want to lose him. I could no longer hold back the deluge of emotions that had been threatening to overwhelm me. I slid down the tree, sobbing hysterically.

      Bryn dropped down on one knee, tipping my face up with his long fingers. His features contorted with anguish, his skin suddenly taking on a ghostly pallor. “He didn’t—he didn’t—I thought I got here in time.”

      “No. He didn’t,” I croaked. “But he would have…he was going to.”

      Bryn exhaled one long breath. He hesitantly wrapped his arms around me, but when I sank into him, his hold grew fiercer. “What were you thinking? Going off with him? I told you to stay put,” his voice was harsh, making me cry harder.

      “I don’t know. I wasn’t—thinking, that is. I’m sorry, Bryn, so sorry.” My apology, like my thoughts, was slow and muddled.

      He let go of me, tipping my face up towards him again so he could meet my gaze. “Hey, why are you apologizing to me? I was just worried is all—scared that—” He stopped talking when I caressed the side of his jaw, trailing my fingertips over his warm skin. I’d never realized how truly beautiful Bryn was. I mean, I noted on some level he was hot, but I never actually took notice.

      I studied the face that had been one of the most important ones in my life since I was the age of five. I let my gaze roam from his startling blue eyes that were currently churning like a storm at sea, to his high sharp cheekbones, to his full, perfectly shaped lips. The contrast between his strikingly blue eyes and his black hair and pale skin was nothing short of perfection. Bryn has the most beautiful face I’ve ever seen.

      “Do you think I’m pretty, Bryn?” I whispered. His brows furrowed as he gazed down at me. “Because I think you have the most beautiful face I’ve ever seen.” Did I actually just say that out loud?

      “Peej—”

      I brought my index finger up to his lips slowly, as if my hand weighed more than it normally did. “Shhh… No, really. Do you think I’m pretty?”

      He swallowed, causing his Adam’s apple to dance up and down in his throat. “No—I think you’re beautiful.”

      I frowned. “You’re just saying that so I don’t feel bad, you know, because I said you’re beautiful.”

      “No. I mean it.” He tucked a stray piece of hair behind my ear, his hand lingering a moment too long. “So beautiful.”

      His lips met mine with an undercurrent of electricity. The kiss started out soft and sweet but began to gain momentum quickly. I gasped as his tongue slid in to deftly take control of my mouth. An unfamiliar feeling of liquid heat pooled in my middle, causing a moan to escape from me. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders in an attempt to pull him closer. It was like my body was on fire, and Bryn was the only one who could bring me relief.

      And just as suddenly as it had begun, the kiss ended.

      Bryn stood quickly, leaving me on the ground to stare up at him in a daze. He swore under his breath, turning away from me to run his hands through his hair. “That shouldn’t have happened,” his voice broke an octave lower than normal, causing my stomach to do a little flip-flop.

      “Bryn.” His name, carrying an unsaid plea, felt new and unfamiliar on my tongue. I wanted his lips on mine again, so much so that almost being raped didn’t even seem relevant anymore. Following my duty didn’t seem relevant anymore either. Nothing but tasting Bryn’s mouth again mattered in that moment.

      “Bryn,” I repeated, bringing my fingertips up to touch my lips, imagining his were still locked with mine. It didn’t matter that he was a Guardian and I was a Seer. He was Bryn—my Bryn.

      Bryn turned back towards me, acknowledging my silent plea with wide eyes. Tension was etched into every line on his face. “You’re drunk, and that shouldn’t have happened.”

      Maybe I was buzzed, but I wasn’t drunk. And for the life of me, I couldn’t remember why kissing Bryn was such a bad idea. I might have had the memory a moment ago, but it was now buried beneath the fog in my brain. I’d never imagined kissing someone could feel so—right. So there was no reason why it shouldn’t have happened or why it shouldn’t happen again.

      “Why?” I whispered. “Why shouldn’t it have happened? I want—I want you to kiss me again.” When Bryn didn’t move, my cheeks heated with embarrassment. I was having a banner night filled with stupidity. Of course Bryn didn’t want to kiss me again, we were friends—best friends. He obviously didn’t think of me in a sexual manner—like I’d told Jenna earlier in the day. More than likely I’d initiated our kiss without realizing it, and then somehow misread his response.

      Bryn’s eyes filled with to the brim with despair. “I’m a Guardian, Peej. That’s why it shouldn’t have happened.”

      “Oh,” was all I managed. How could I have forgotten? Maybe I am drunk. Of course—there was no possibility of a future for us. I would marry a Seer descendant or a Gatekeeper one day, not a Guardian. I brought my fingertips back up to touch my lips—they yearned to be pressed up against Bryn’s again—and suddenly none of it mattered anymore. Maybe I didn’t imagine the spark between us, after all.

      “I don’t care,” I whispered, gathering my feet under me and pushing off them to stand. I swayed for a second, dizziness temporarily tilting my world, before Bryn caught me in his strong arms. “I don’t care,” I repeated as I studied Bryn’s beautiful face from only mere inches away.

      “You should care.”

      “I want you”—even as I was saying it, I could hardly believe the words that were coming out of my mouth—“to be my first time.” Not stopping to get a reaction from Bryn, I took a step back, tugging my tattered dress from my body. I stood in front of him in only a little black thong and matching lace bra. Goose bumps erupted along my flesh in response to the cool night air.

      “Peej—” Bryn’s voice cracked, and I averted my gaze, not wanting to see any kind of rejection there. I was hoping I hadn’t misread the situation again. He hadn’t said he didn’t want me, just that we couldn’t be together because I was a Seer and he was a Guardian.

      “Don’t you want to? Be my first? I thought you said you think I’m beautiful.” Still not wanting to meet his eyes, I watched his fists clench and unclench, the muscles in his forearms rippling.

      He strode forward, taking my face in his hands. “I want it so much it hurts.” There was a fierceness in his gaze that I’d never seen before, and I realized I liked him looking at me that way.

      We somehow found our way back to the same tree that the wanna-be rapist had been trying to take advantage of me against. None of that mattered once Bryn claimed my mouth again. I eagerly welcomed the taste of him on my tongue, the feel of his callused hands on my skin, and the press of his body against mine. I gasped into his mouth as he pivoted his hips into me, spreading my legs. Feeling that part of him pressed so intimately between my thighs was a shock—even if it was a good one. When I instinctively locked my ankles behind his back, Bryn froze. “We can’t,” he protested against my lips, before pulling away. “We just can’t.”

      “Bryn, no—” I started to protest, but he didn’t let me finish.

      “No, we can’t,” he growled. “God knows how much I want to, how often I’ve thought about it. That’s why Tammie and me broke up—because it wasn’t right. I couldn’t get you out of my head. It wouldn’t have been right to be with her when I was thinking about you the whole time. But it doesn’t change the fact that you’re a Seer and I’m a Guardian. You’re too good for me, out of my league.”

      I blinked at him in surprise, letting his words fully sink in. I was the reason he broke up with Tammie? He wanted me? Like really wanted me? “You can have me.” I realized as I said the words, that I always had—and always would be—his for the taking. I’d simply been in denial before. Something I excelled at, apparently.

      “Be careful, Peej,” his voice was low and husky. “If you keep offering, I might actually take it.”

      I stepped into him, resting my hand on his arm. “I wouldn’t offer it if I wasn’t willing to let you have it.” His sea storm eyes threatened to pull me under, to wash away any thoughts of anything but him. “Don’t you see? I’m not too good for you. If anything, it’s the other way around. You’re always watching out for me, taking care of me—what have I ever done for you except be a major pain in your ass?”

      The corners of his lips curled up slightly. “You don’t even know how great you really are, which is part of why I love you.” As soon as those three little words trickled out, his mouth clamped shut, his face going taut with tension again.

      My mouth dropped open, ready to catch any nearby flies. “You love me?”

      “Yeah, you know that. Of course I love you,” he said gruffly, not meeting my eyes.

      “No—you love me?”

      Bryn stood still and silent, hardly breathing.

      “How long? Just—how long?”

      “I don’t know,” his voice was so low and soft that if I hadn’t been standing so close, I never would have heard it. “Maybe always. It just took me awhile to figure out what my feelings really meant.”

      As his words sank in, it made me question my own feelings. Could I be in love with Bryn and not even know it? I considered all the times I’d gone a bit crazy when he’d been with Tammie, even though I thought it was simply because he was my best friend, and I was merely jealous of his time. But maybe not, maybe it had been more.

      Next, my mind flipped through all the times when I’d gotten petty with girls when I felt like they were trying to flirt or make a move on him. Again, I’d thought it was just because I was jealous of his attention …

      Holly Hell, I’m a certifiable idiot. It was more than friendship level jealously—much more. I’d always thought of Bryn as mine. He belongs to me. His lopsided grin, his black hair, his cobalt eyes… Even the mix of deodorant, soap, and his individual spicy scent that made him—home. I’d come to think of him as home. Everything about Bryn was home for me.

      “Every time I’m with you, it’s like coming home,” I murmured.

      “What does that even mean?”

      I stepped closer to Bryn, pressing my body tightly against his. “It means I love you, too.” Why did it take almost being raped for me to figure it out? Now I understood why I’d thought of Bryn when the wanna-be rapist had his hands all over me. It was because his was the face I loved, the one I truly longed for, the one I would have had trouble looking at again if he hadn’t arrived in time to stop the rape from happening.

      Bryn opened and shut his mouth as though he didn’t know what to say, before his face hardened with determination. “You’ll get over it when your mom starts setting you up on dates with guys you can actually be with, guys that a real future is possible with.”

      My thoughts began to sharpen, the effects of the alcohol finally starting to wear off. I let out a strangled cry of frustration. “But I don’t want other guys—I want you.” If only I’d figured it out sooner. Everyone else saw it but me. I’m the official Queen of Denial.

      “I won’t be strong enough to watch another guy walk away with you once I’ve had you. It’s just better for me not to know.” His voice turned pleading, “Let it go, Peej. I’m gonna be your personal Guardian one day—and that day isn’t that far off anymore. I won’t be able to handle it if we have some kind of thing like you’re suggesting. I know I’m a guy, but I want more than just sex from you.”

      “I’m not trying to suggest that we have some little thing that’s just about sex. Didn’t you hear me? I love you, too.”

      “Put your dress back on. Now,” Bryn said between clenched teeth. Instead, I unhooked my bra, letting it slip from my arms. I loved him, too. I wanted him. Why couldn’t he see that wasn’t something someone like me could just throw away? He knew me better than anyone, after all.

      Bryn groaned, his eyes locking onto my nearly naked body. “You’d put it all on the line for me, give it all to me, wouldn’t you? Because you think you have a choice.” His voice came out sounding strained to the point that it almost hurt me to hear it, “But you don’t have a choice. We don’t have a choice. Put. Your. Clothes. Back. On. Now.”

      “No.” I raised my chin at him defiantly. “There’s always a choice. We’ll find a way. You’re not gonna run away from this—from me.”

      “Put. Them. Back. On. Now,” Bryn snarled.

      He’d never talked to me so harshly before. Even though I wasn’t afraid of him, I still scuttled backwards, startled. My thoughts may have been clearer, but I was still buzzed, my balance off-kilter. The ground quickly came up to meet me, my head banging on the hard dirt.

      “Ow,” I grumbled, suddenly nauseated. “I don’t feel so good anymore.” I rolled onto my side, my gut twisting. Everything in my stomach ejected forcefully. Fabulous. I closed my eyes, wishing the ground would open up and swallow me whole. “Go away, Bryn. Just leave me.” My humiliation is complete.

      “Haven’t you reached your maximum of stupidity for the night yet? Apparently not if you think I’m leaving you here. I’m gonna give you my shirt. It should cover you better than Jenna’s dress did.”

      “Why can’t I just put the dress back on?” I mumbled.

      “Because it’s ripped, and you just threw up on it.” If I didn’t know better, I’d swear Bryn was laughing at me. No. He wouldn’t dare.

      “Okay. But you can’t tell Jenna what happened.” My world was spinning. All I wanted was to go to sleep, until a thought occurred to me. Bryn would be walking around with his shirt off in front of everyone—everyone as in all the other girls at the party. Jealousy spiked through my fuzzy, probably concussed brain.

      “No. I’ll wear the puke dress,” I mumbled, my eyes still shut. I had no desire to see whatever was swimming in his beautiful sea storm eyes. I felt Bryn lift me up in his arms, already bare-chested. When did that happen? “You can’t walk around without a shirt on,” I stated. Why does he not understand this?

      He chuckled. “I think me walking around without my shirt on is gonna cause less of a stir than you doing it.”

      “I said I’d wear the puke dress.” What do I have to do to make him understand? Geez.

      “What’s your problem with me being shirtless?” I could hear the amusement in his voice.

      “Because you’re mine.” I snuggled in tighter to his muscular chest. “And I don’t want the Jennas of the world to get a good look at what they’ve been missing and steal you away.” I inhaled deeply, letting Bryn’s spicy scent surround me in comfort—home. As I drifted off to sleep, I heard Bryn whisper something that I’d never forget.

      “There’s never any danger of that. I’m yours. Always.”
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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